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Title: Keep the Aspidistra Flying
Aut hor : George Orwel

Though | speak with the tongues of nen and of angels, and have not
noney, | am become as a sounding brass, or a tinkling cynmbal. And
though | have the gift of prophecy, and understand all nysteries,
and all know edge; and though |I have all faith, so that | could
renove nmount ai ns, and have not noney, | am nothing. And though
bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and though I give ny body to
be burned, and have not noney, it profiteth ne nothing. Mney
suffereth long, and is kind; noney envieth not; noney vaunteth not
itself, is not puffed up, doth not behave unseenly, seeketh not her

own, is not easily provoked, thinketh no evil; rejoiceth not in
iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; beareth all things, believeth
all things, hopeth all things, endureth all things. . . . And now

abideth faith, hope, nmoney, these three; but the greatest of these
i s noney.

| Corinthians xiii (adapted)

The clock struck half past two. 1In the little office at the back
of M MKechni e's bookshop, Gordon--Gordon Constock, |ast menber
of the Comstock fam |y, aged twenty-nine and rather noth-eaten

al ready- -1 ounged across the table, pushing a four-penny packet of
Pl ayer's Wi ghts open and shut with his thunb.

The di ng-dong of another, remoter clock--fromthe Prince of Wl es,
the other side of the street--rippled the stagnant air. Gordon
made an effort, sat upright, and stowed his packet of cigarettes
away in his inside pocket. He was perishing for a snoke. However,
there were only four cigarettes left. Today was Wednesday and he
had no money coming to himtill Friday. It would be too bloody to
be wit hout tobacco tonight as well as all tonorrow.

Bored in advance by tonorrow s tobaccol ess hours, he got up and
noved towards the door--a small frail figure, with delicate bones
and fretful novenments. H's coat was out at elbow in the right

sl eeve and its mddl e button was m ssing; his ready-made fl anne
trousers were stained and shapel ess. Even from above you coul d see
that his shoes needed resoling.

The noney clinked in his trouser pocket as he got up. He knew
the precise sumthat was there. Fivepence hal fpenny--twopence
hal f penny and a Joey. He paused, took out the niserable little

t hreepenny-bit, and | ooked at it. Beastly, useless thing! And

bl cody fool to have taken it! It had happened yesterday, when he
was buying cigarettes. 'Don't mind a threepenny-bit, do you, sir?
the little bitch of a shop-girl had chirped. And of course he had
et her give it him 'OCh no, not at all!' he had said--fool

bl oody f ool

Hi s heart sickened to think that he had only fivepence hal fpenny in
the worl d, threepence of which couldn't even be spent. Because how
can you buy anything with a threepenny-bit? It isn't a coin, it's
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the answer to a riddle. You |look such a fool when you take it out
of your pocket, unless it's in anong a whol e handful of other
coins. 'How much?' you say. 'Threepence,' the shop-girl says.
And then you feel all round your pocket and fish out that absurd
little thing, all by itself, sticking on the end of your finger
like a tiddl ey-wink. The shop-girl sniffs. She spots imediately
that it's your last threepence in the world. You see her gl ance
quickly at it--she's wondering whether there's a piece of Christnas
pudding still sticking to it. And you stalk out with your nose in
the air, and can't ever go to that shop again. No! W won't spend
our Joey. Twopence hal fpenny |eft--twopence hal fpenny to last til
Fri day.

This was the lonely after-dinner hour, when few or no custoners
were to be expected. He was alone with seven thousand books. The
smal | dark room snelling of dust and decayed paper, that gave on
the office, was filled to the brimw th books, nostly aged and
unsal eable. On the top shelves near the ceiling the quarto vol unes
of extinct encycl opedias slunbered on their sides in piles like the
tiered coffins in common graves. CGordon pushed aside the bl ue,

dust -sodden curtains that served as a doorway to the next room
This, better lighted than the other, contained the lending library.
It was one of those 'twopenny no-deposit' l|ibraries beloved of
book- pi nchers. No books in it except novels, of course. And WHAT
novel s! But that too was a matter of course.

Ei ght hundred strong, the novels lined the roomon three sides

cei ling-high, row upon row of gaudy obl ong backs, as though the
wal | s had been built of nmany-col oured bricks laid upright. They
were arranged al phabetically. Arlen, Burroughs, Deeping, Dell,
Frankau, Gal sworthy, G bbs, Priestley, Sapper, Wal pole. Gordon
eyed themwith inert hatred. At this nonment he hated all books,
and novels nost of all. Horrible to think of all that soggy, half-
baked trash massed together in one place. Pudding, suet pudding.

Ei ght hundred sl abs of pudding, walling himin--a vault of

puddi ngstone. The thought was oppressive. He noved on through the
open doorway into the front part of the shop. |In doing so, he
smoot hed his hair. It was an habitual nmovement. After all, there
m ght be girls outside the glass door. Gordon was not inpressive
to look at. He was just five feet seven inches high, and because
his hair was usually too |l ong he gave the inpression that his head
was a little too big for his body. He was never quite unconscious
of his small stature. Wen he knew that anyone was | ooking at him
he carried hinself very upright, throwing a chest, with a you-be-
dammed air whi ch occasionally deceived sinple people.

However, there was nobody outside. The front room unlike the rest
of the shop, was smart and expensive-|ooking, and it contained
about two thousand books, exclusive of those in the window. On the
right there was a gl ass showcase in which children's books were
kept. Gordon averted his eyes froma beastly Rackhanesque dust-
jacket; elvish children tripping Wendily through a bluebell gl ade
He gazed out through the glass door. A foul day, and the w nd
rising. The sky was | eaden, the cobbles of the street were sliny.
It was St Andrew s day, the thirtieth of Novenber. MKechnie's
stood on a corner, on a sort of shapel ess square where four streets
converged. To the left, just within sight fromthe door, stood a
great elmtree, leafless now, its nmultitudi nous tw gs nmaki ng sepia-
coloured | ace agai nst the sky. Opposite, next to the Prince of

Wal es, were tall hoardings covered with ads for patent foods and
patent medicines. A gallery of nonstrous doll-faces--pink vacuous
faces, full of goofy optimism QT. Sauce, Truweet Breakfast
Crisps ('Kiddies clanpbur for their Breakfast Crisps'), Kangaroo
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Burgundy, Vitamalt Chocol ate, Bovex. O themall, the Bovex one
oppressed Gordon the nmost. A spectacled rat-faced clerk, with
patent-leather hair, sitting at a cafe table grinning over a white
mug of Bovex. 'Corner Table enjoys his nmeal with Bovex', the
| egend ran.

CGordon shortened the focus of his eyes. Fromthe dust-dulled pane
the reflection of his own face | ooked back at him Not a good
face. Not thirty yet, but noth-eaten already. Very pale, with
bitter, ineradicable Iines. What people call a 'good forehead--
hi gh, that is--but a small pointed chin, so that the face as a
whol e was pear-shaped rather than oval. Hair nouse-col oured and
unkenpt, nouth unam able, eyes hazel inclining to green. He

| engt hened the focus of his eyes again. He hated mrrors nowadays.
Qutside, all was bleak and wintry. A tram |ike a raucous swan of
steel, glided groaning over the cobbles, and in its wake the w nd
swept a debris of tranpled | eaves. The twigs of the elmtree were
swirling, straining eastward. The poster that advertised QT.
Sauce was torn at the edge; a ribbon of paper fluttered fitfully
like a tiny pennant. |In the side street too, to the right, the
naked poplars that |ined the pavenent bowed sharply as the w nd
caught them A nasty raw wind. There was a threatening note in it
as it swept over; the first growl of winter's anger. Two |ines of
a poem struggled for birth in Gordon's nind

Sharply the something wind--for instance, threatening wi nd? No,
better, nenacing wind. The nenacing wi nd bl ows over--no, sweeps
over, say.

The sonet hing popl ars--yielding poplars? No, better, bending
popl ars. Assonance between bendi ng and nenaci ng? No matter. The
bendi ng popl ars, newy bare. Good.

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over
The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare.

Good. 'Bare' is a sod to rhyme; however, there's always 'air',

whi ch every poet since Chaucer has been struggling to find rhynes
for. But the inmpulse died away in Gordon's mind. He turned the
noney over in his pocket. Twopence hal f penny and a Joey--twopence
hal f penny. His mind was sticky with boredom He couldn't cope
with rhynes and adjectives. You can't, with only twopence
hal f penny in your pocket.

Hi s eyes refocused thensel ves upon the posters opposite. He had
his private reasons for hating them Mechanically he re-read their

sl ogans. ' Kangaroo Burgundy--the wine for Britons.' 'Asthnma was
choking her!' 'QT. Sauce Keeps Hubby Smiling.' 'Hi ke all day on
a Slab of Vitamalt!' 'Curve Cut--the Snoke for Qutdoor Men.'
"Kiddi es clanour for their Breakfast Crisps.' 'Corner Table enjoys

his meal with Bovex.'

Ha! A custoner--potential, at any rate. Gordon stiffened hinself.
St andi ng by the door, you could get an oblique view out of the
front wi ndow without being seen yourself. He |ooked the potentia
cust omer over.

A decentish mniddl e-aged nan, black suit, bow er hat, unbrella, and
di spat ch-case--provincial solicitor or Town Cl erk--keeking at the
wi ndow with | arge pal e-col oured eyes. He wore a guilty | ook.
CGordon followed the direction of his eyes. Ah!l So that was it!
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He had nosed out those D. H Lawence first editions in the far
corner. Pining for a bit of snut, of course. He had heard of Lady
Chatterley afar off. A bad face he had, Gordon thought. Pale,
heavy, downy, with bad contours. Welsh, by the | ook of him-
Nonconform st, anyway. He had the regul ar Dissenting pouches round
the corners of his nouth. At hone, president of the local Purity
League or Seaside Vigilance Cormmittee (rubber-soled slippers and
electric torch, spotting kissing couples along the beach parade),
and now up in town on the razzle. Gordon w shed he would cone in.
Sell hima copy of Wonen in Love. How it would disappoint him

But no! The Welsh solicitor had funked it. He tucked his unbrella
under his arm and noved off with righteously turned backside. But
doubt| ess toni ght, when darkness hid his blushes, he'd slink into
one of the rubber-shops and buy Hi gh Jinks in a Parisian Convent,
by Sadi e Bl ackeyes.

CGordon turned away fromthe door and back to the book-shelves. In

the shelves to your |left as you came out of the library the new and
nearl y-new books were kept--a patch of bright colour that was neant
to catch the eye of anyone gl ancing through the glass door. Their

sl eek unspotted backs seened to yearn at you fromthe shel ves.

"Buy me, buy me!' they seemed to be saying. Novels fresh fromthe

press--still unravished brides, pining for the paperknife to
defl ower them -and review copies, |ike youthful w dows, bloom ng
still though virgin no | onger, and here and there, in sets of half

a dozen, those pathetic spinster-things, 'remainders', still
guardi ng hopefully their long preserv'd virginity. Gordon turned
his eyes away fromthe 'remainders'. They called up evil menories.
The single wetched little book that he hinmsel f had published, two
years ago, had sold exactly a hundred and fifty-three copi es and
then been 'remmi ndered'; and even as a 'remainder' it hadn't sold.
He passed the new books by and paused in front of the shel ves which
ran at right angles to them and which contai ned nore second- hand
books.

Over to the right were shelves of poetry. Those in front of him
were prose, a mscellaneous lot. Upwards and downwards they were
graded, from clean and expensive at eye-level to cheap and di ngy at
top and bottom In all book-shops there goes on a savage Darw ni an
struggle in which the works of living men gravitate to eye-Ileve

and the works of dead nmen go up or down--down to Gehenna or up to
the throne, but always away from any position where they will be
noticed. Down in the bottom shelves the 'classics', the extinct
nonsters of the Victorian age, were quietly rotting. Scott,
Carlyle, Meredith, Ruskin, Pater, Stevenson--you could hardly read

t he nanes upon their broad dowdy backs. |In the top shel ves, al nost
out of sight, slept the pudgy biographies of dukes. Bel ow those,
sal eable still and therefore placed within reach, was 'religious

literature--all sects and all creeds, lunped indiscrimnately
together. The World Beyond, by the author of Spirit Hands Have
Touched nme. Dean Farrar's Life of Christ. Jesus the First
Rotarian. Father Hilaire Chestnut's |atest book of R C
propaganda. Religion always sells provided it is soppy enough.
Bel ow, exactly at eye-level, was the contenporary stuff.
Priestley's latest. Dinky little books of reprinted 'm ddles’
Cheer-up 'hunour' from Herbert and Knox and M Ine. Sone hi ghbrow
stuff as well. A novel or two by Hemingway and Virginia Wolf.
Smart pseudo- Strachey predi gested bi ographies. Snooty, refined
books on safe painters and safe poets by those nopneyed young beasts
who glide so gracefully fromEton to Canbridge and from Canbri dge
to the literary revi ews.
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Dul | -eyed, he gazed at the wall of books. He hated the whol e | ot
of them old and new, highbrow and | owbrow, snooty and chirpy. The
nere sight of them brought home to himhis own sterility. For here
was he, supposedly a '"witer', and he couldn't even "write'! It
wasn't nmerely a question of not getting published; it was that he
produced nothing, or next to nothing. And all that tripe
cluttering the shelves--well, at any rate it existed; it was an
achi evenent of sorts. Even the Dells and Deepings do at |east turn
out their yearly acre of print. But it was the snooty 'cultured
ki nd of books that he hated the worst. Books of criticismand
bell es-lettres. The kind of thing that those noneyed young beasts
from Canbridge wite alnmost in their sleep--and that Gordon hinsel f
m ght have written if he had had a little nore noney. Money and
culture! In a country |Iike England you can no nore be cul tured
wi t hout noney than you can join the Cavalry Cub. Wth the sane
instinct that makes a child waggle a | oose tooth, he took out a
snoot y-1 ooki ng vol une--Sone Aspects of the Italian Baroque--opened
it, read a paragraph, and shoved it back with m ngled |oathing and
envy. That devastating omi science! That noxious, horn-spectacled
refinement! And the noney that such refinement nmeans! For after
all, what is there behind it, except noney? Money for the right
ki nd of education, money for influential friends, noney for |eisure
and peace of mind, noney for trips to Italy. Mney wites books,
noney sells them Gve me not righteousness, O Lord, give me
noney, only noney.

He jingled the coins in his pocket. He was nearly thirty and had
acconpl i shed not hing; only his niserable book of poens that had
fallen flatter than any pancake. And ever since, for two whol e
years, he had been struggling in the |abyrinth of a dreadful book
that never got any further, and which, as he knew in his noments of

clarity, never would get any further. It was the |lack of noney,
simply the |l ack of noney, that robbed himof the power to 'wite'.
He clung to that as to an article of faith. Money, noney, all is

noney! Could you wite even a penny novelette w thout noney to put
heart in you? Invention, energy, wit, style, charm-they' ve all
got to be paid for in hard cash.

Nevert hel ess, as he | ooked al ong the shelves he felt hinmself a
little conforted. So many of the books were faded and unreadabl e.

After all, we're all in the same boat. Menento nori. For you and
for me and for the snooty young nen from Canbridge, the sane
oblivion waits--though doubtless it'll wait rather |onger for those

snooty young nmen from Canbridge. He |ooked at the tine-dulled
'classics' near his feet. Dead, all dead. Carlyle and Ruskin and
Meredith and Stevenson--all are dead, God rot them He gl anced
over their faded titles. Collected Letters of Robert Louis
Stevenson. Ha, ha! That's good. Collected Letters of Robert
Louis Stevenson! Its top edge was black with dust. Dust thou art,
to dust returnest. Gordon kicked Stevenson's buckram backsi de.

Art there, old fal se-penny? You're cold neat, if ever Scotchman
was.

Ping! The shop bell. Gordon turned round. Two custoners, for the
library.

A dej ected, round-shoul dered, |ower-class woman, |ooking like a
draggl ed duck nosing anong garbage, seeped in, funbling with a rush
basket. In her wake hopped a plunmp little sparrow of a woman, red-
cheeked, m ddl e-niddle class, carrying under her arma copy of The
Forsyte Saga--title outwards, so that passers-by could spot her for
a hi gh-brow
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CGordon had taken off his sour expression. He greeted themwith the
honey, family-doctor geniality reserved for |ibrary-subscribers.

' Good afternoon, Ms Waver. Good afternoon, Ms Penn. What
terrible weather!'

' Shocking!' said Ms Penn.

He stood aside to |let them pass. Ms \Waver upset her rush basket
and spilled on to the floor a nuch-thunbed copy of Ethel M Dell's
Silver Wedding. Ms Penn's bright bird-eye |ighted upon it.

Behi nd Ms Weaver's back she smiled up to Gordon, archly, as

hi ghbrow to hi ghbrow. Dell! The |owness of it! The books these
| ower cl asses read! Understandingly, he smled back. They passed
into the library, highbrow to highbrow sniling.

M's Penn |laid The Forsyte Saga on the table and turned her sparrow
bosom upon Gordon. She was always very affable to Gordon. She
addressed himas M ster Comstock, shopwal ker though he was, and
held literary conversations with him There was the free-masonry
of hi ghbrows between them

"I hope you enjoyed The Forsyte Saga, Ms Penn?'

"VWhat a perfectly MARVELLOUS achi evenent that book is, M Constock!
Do you know that that makes the fourth tinme I've read it? An epic,
a real epic!'

M s Weaver nosed anong the books, too dimwitted to grasp that they
were in al phabetical order.

"l don't know what to 'ave this week, that | don't,' she nmunbl ed

through untidy lips. 'M daughter she keeps on at nme to 'ave a try
at Deeping. She's great on Deeping, my daughter is. But my son-
in-law, now, 'e's nore for Burroughs. | don't know, |'m sure.'

A spasm passed over Ms Penn's face at the mention of Burroughs.
She turned her back markedly on Ms Waver.

"What | feel, M Constock, is that there's sonmething so Bl G about
Gal sworthy. He's so broad, so universal, and yet at the sane tine
so thoroughly English in spirit, so HUMAN. Hi s books are real
HUMAN docunents. '

"And Priestley, too,' said Gordon. 'l think Priestley's such an
awfully fine witer, don't you?'

"Ch, he is! So big, so broad, so human! And so essentially
Engl i sh!'’

M's Weaver pursed her lips. Behind themwere three isolated yellow
t eet h.

"I think p'raps | can do better'n 'ave another Dell,' she said.
"You 'ave got sone nore Dells, '"aven't you? | DO enjoy a good read
of Dell, | nmust say. | says to ny daughter, | says, "You can keep
your Deepi ngs and your Burroughses. Gve ne Dell," | says.'

Ding Dong Dell! Dukes and dogwhi ps! Ms Penn's eye signalled

hi ghbrow irony. Gordon returned her signal. Keep in with Ms

Penn! A good, steady customner.

'Ch, certainly, Ms Waver. W've got a whole shelf by Ethel M
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Dell. Wuld you like The Desire of his Life? O perhaps you've
read that. Then what about The Alter of Honour?

"I wonder whether you have Hugh WAl pole's |atest book?' said Ms
Penn. 'I1 feel in the nood this week for sonething epic, something
BI G Now WAl pol e, you know, | consider a really GREAT witer, |
put him second only to Gal sworthy. There's sonething so Bl G about
him And yet he's so human with it.'

"And so essentially English,' said Gordon.
'Ch, of course! So essentially English!

"I b'lieve I'll jest '"ave The Way of an Eagle over again,' said Ms
Weaver finally. 'You don't never seemto get tired of The Way of
an Eagle, do you, now?

"It's certainly astonishingly popular,' said Gordon, diplomatically,
his eye on Ms Penn.

'Ch, asTONi shingly!' echoed Ms Penn, ironically, her eye on
Gor don.

He took their twopences and sent them happy away, Ms Penn with
Wl pol e' s Rogue Herries and Ms Waver with The Way of an Eagl e.

Soon he had wandered back to the other room and towards the shel ves
of poetry. A nelancholy fascination, those shelves had for him

Hi s own wretched book was there--skied, of course, high up anong
the unsal eable. Mce, by Gordon Constock; a sneaky little fool scap
octavo, price three and sixpence but now reduced to a bob. O the
thirteen B.F.s who had reviewed it (and The Times Lit. Supp. had
declared that it showed 'exceptional promise') not one had seen the
none too subtle joke of that title. And in the two years he had
been at MKechni e's bookshop, not a single customer, not a single
one, had ever taken Mce out of its shelf.

There were fifteen or twenty shelves of poetry. Gordon regarded
them sourly. Dud stuff, for the nost part. A little above eye-

| evel, already on their way to heaven and oblivion, were the poets
of yesteryear, the stars of his earlier youth. Yeats, Davies,
Housman, Thomas, De |la Mare, Hardy. Dead stars. Below them
exactly at eye-level, were the squibs of the passing mnute.

El i ot, Pound, Auden, Canpbell, Day Lewi s, Spender. Very danp

squi bs, that lot. Dead stars above, danp squi bs below. Shall we
ever again get a witer worth reading? But Lawrence was all right,
and Joyce even better before he went off his coconut. And if we
did get a witer worth readi ng, should we know hi m when we saw hi m
so choked as we are with trash?

Ping! Shop bell. Gordon turned. Another customer.

A youth of twenty, cherry-lipped, with gilded hair, tripped

Nanci fully in. Mneyed, obviously. He had the golden aura of
noney. He had been in the shop before. Gordon assuned the

gentl emanl y-servile men reserved for new custoners. He repeated
the usual formul a:

'&od afternoon. Can | do anything for you? Are you |looking for
any particul ar book?

'"Ch, no, not weally.' An R less Nancy voice. 'My | just BWOASE?
| sinmply couldn't wesist your fwont wi ndow. | have such a teww ble
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weakness for bookshops! So | just floated in--tee-hee!’

Fl oat out again, then, Nancy. Gordon sniled a cultured snmle, as
bookl over to bookl over.

'Ch, please do. We |like people to |look round. Are you interested
in poetry, by any chance?

"Ch, of course! | ADORE poetwy!

O course! Mangy little snob. There was a sub-artistic | ook about
his clothes. Gordon slid a 'slim red volunme fromthe poetry
shel ves.

'These are just out. They might interest you, perhaps. They're
transl ati ons--sonmething rather out of the common. Transl ations
fromthe Bul garian.'

Very subtle, that. Now leave himto hinmself. That's the proper
way with customers. Don't hustle them I|et them browse for twenty
m nutes or so; then they get ashamed and buy sonething. Gordon
noved to the door, discreetly, keeping out of Nancy's way; yet
casual ly, one hand in his pocket, with the insouciant air proper to
a gentl eman.

Qutside, the slinmy street |ooked grey and drear. From sonewhere
round the corner canme the clatter of hooves, a cold holl ow sound.
Caught by the wind, the dark colums of snoke fromthe chi meys
veered over and rolled flatly down the sloping roofs. Ah!

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over

The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare,

And the dark ribbons of the chi meys

Veer downward tunty tumty (sonething |ike 'nmurky') air.

Good. But the inpulse faded. His eye fell again upon the ad-
posters across the street.

He al nost wanted to laugh at them they were so feeble, so dead-
alive, so unappetizing. As though anybody could be tenpted by
THOSE!  Li ke succubi with pinply backsides. But they depressed him
all the sanme. The noney-stink, everywhere the nmoney-stink. He
stole a glance at the Nancy, who had drifted away fromthe poetry
shel ves and taken out a | arge expensive book on the Russian ballet.
He was holding it delicately between his pink non-prehensile paws,
as a squirrel holds a nut, studying the photographs. Gordon knew
his type. The nobneyed '"artistic' young man. Not an artist

hi nsel f, exactly, but a hanger-on of the arts; frequenter of

studios, retailer of scandal. A nice-looking boy, though, for all
hi s Nancitude. The skin at the back of his neck was as sil ky-
smooth as the inside of a shell. You can't have a skin |ike that
under five hundred a year. A sort of charm he had, a gl anour, |ike

all noneyed people. Mney and charm who shall separate then?

CGordon t hought of Ravelston, his charming, rich friend, editor of
Antichrist, of whom he was extravagantly fond, and whom he did not
see so often as once in a fortnight; and of Rosemary, his girl, who
| oved hi m-adored him so she said--and who, all the sane, had
never slept with him Mney, once again; all is noney. All human
rel ati onshi ps nmust be purchased with noney. |f you have no nobney,
men won't care for you, wonen won't |love you; won't, that is, care
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for you or love you the last little bit that mtters. And how

right they are, after all! For, noneyless, you are unl ovable.
Though | speak with the tongues of nen and of angels. But then,

if I haven't noney, | DON T speak with the tongues of nen and of
angel s.

He | ooked again at the ad-posters. He really hated themthis tinme.
That Vitanmalt one, for instance! 'Hi ke all day on a slab of
Vitamalt!' A youthful couple, boy and girl, in clean-minded hiking

kit, their hair picturesquely tousled by the wind, clinbing a stile
agai nst a Sussex | andscape. That girl's face! The awful bright
tomboy cheeriness of it! The kind of girl who goes in for Plenty
of Clean Fun. Wndswept. Tight khaki shorts but that doesn't nean
you can pinch her backside. And next to them-Corner Table.

' Corner Table enjoys his neal with Bovex'. Gordon exani ned the
thing with the intimcy of hatred. The idiotic grinning face, |
the face of a self-satisfied rat, the slick black hair, the silly
spectacl es. Corner Table, heir of the ages; victor of Waterl oo
Corner Table, Mddern man as his master want himto be. A docile
little porker, sitting in the noney-sty, drinking Bovex.

ke

Faces passed, w nd-yellowed. A tram boonmed across the square, and
the clock over the Prince of Wales struck three. A couple of old
creatures, a tranp or a beggar and his wife, in |long greasy
overcoats that reached alnpst to the ground, were shuffling towards
the shop. Book-pinchers, by the | ook of them Better keep an eye
on the boxes outside. The old man halted on the kerb a few yards
away while his wife cane to the door. She pushed it open and

| ooked up at Gordon, between grey strings of hair, with a sort of
hopeful mal evol ence

"Ju buy books?' she demanded hoarsely.
'Sonetines. |t depends what books they are.'
'l gossonme LOVELY books 'ere.'

She came in, shutting the door with a clang. The Nancy gl anced
over his shoul der distastefully and npbved a step or two away, into
the corner. The old woman had produced a greasy little sack from
under her overcoat. She noved confidentially nearer to Gordon.
She smelt of very, very old breadcrusts.

"WIl you '"ave 'enP?' she said, clasping the neck of the sack.
"Only "alf a crowmn the lot.'

"What are they? Let me see them please.'

'LOVELY books, they are,' she breathed, bending over to open the
sack and enmitting a sudden very powerful whiff of breadcrusts.

"'"Ere!' she said, and thrust an arnful of filthy-I|ooking books
al nost into Gordon's face

They were an 1884 edition of Charlotte M Yonge's novels, and had
t he appearance of having been slept on for nany years. Gordon

st epped back, suddenly revolted

"We can't possibly buy those,' he said shortly.

"Can't buy 'en? WHY can't yer buy 'enr’

'Because they're no use to us. W can't sell that kind of thing.'
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"Wt cher make nme take 'emout o' ne bag for, then?' denanded the
ol d worran ferociously.

Gordon made a detour round her, to avoid the snell, and held the
door open, silently. No use arguing. You had people of this type
conming into the shop all day |long. The old wonan nmade off,
munbl i ng, with mal evol ence in the hunp of her shoul ders, and joi ned
her husband. He paused on the kerb to cough, so fruitily that you
could hear himthrough the door. A clot of phlegm like alittle
white tongue, cane slowy out between his |lips and was ejected into
the gutter. Then the two old creatures shuffled away, beetle-Ilike
in the long greasy overcoats that hid everything except their feet.

CGordon watched them go. They were just by-products. The throw
outs of the noney-god. All over London, by tens of thousands,
draggl ed ol d beasts of that description; creeping |like unclean
beetles to the grave.

He gazed out at the graceless street. At this nonent it seened to
himthat in a street like this, in atown like this, every life

that is lived nust be neaningless and intolerable. The sense of

di sintegration, of decay, that is endemic in our time, was strong
upon him Sonehow it was nixed up with the ad-posters opposite.

He | ooked now with nore seeing eyes at those grinning yard-w de
faces. After all, there was nore there than nmere silliness, greed,
and vulgarity. Corner Table grins at you, seem ngly optinistic,
with a flash of false teeth. But what is behind the grin?
Desol ati on, enptiness, prophecies of doom For can you not see, if
you know how to | ook, that behind that slick self-satisfaction, that
tittering fat-bellied triviality, there is nothing but a frightful
enptiness, a secret despair? The great death-wi sh of the nodern
worl d. Suicide pacts. Heads stuck in gas-ovens in |onely

mai sonettes. French letters and Amen Pills. And the reverberations
of future wars. Eneny aeroplanes flying over London; the deep

t hreat eni ng hum of the propellers, the shattering thunder of the
bonbs. It is all witten in Corner Table's face.

More custoners coming. Gordon stood back, gentlemanly-servile.

The door-bell clanged. Two upper-middle-class |adies sailed
noisily in. One pink and fruity, thirty-fivish, w th vol uptuous
bosom bur geoni ng from her coat of squirrel-skin, emtting a super-
fem nine scent of Parma violets: the other m ddl e-aged, tough, and
curried--India, presumably. Close behind them a dark, grubby, shy
young man slipped through the doorway as apol ogetically as a cat.
He was one of the shop's best custoners--a flitting, solitary
creature who was al nost too shy to speak and who by sone strange
mani pul ati on kept hinmsel f always a day away from a shave.

CGordon repeated his fornul a:

'Good afternoon. Can | do anything for you? Are you |ooking for
any particul ar book?

Fruity-face overwhelmed himwith a smle, but curry-face decided to
treat the question as an inpertinence. |Ignoring Gordon, she drew
fruity-face across to the shelves next to the new books where the
dog- books and cat-books were kept. The two of themimediately
began taki ng books out of the shelves and talking loudly. Curry-
face had the voice of a drill-sergeant. She was no doubt a
colonel's wife, or widow The Nancy, still deep in the big book on
the Russian ballet, edged delicately away. H s face said that he
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woul d | eave the shop if his privacy were disturbed again. The shy
young man had al ready found his way to the poetry shelves. The two
ladies were fairly frequent visitors to the shop. They al ways
want ed to see books about cats and dogs, but never actually bought
anyt hing. There were two whol e shel ves of dog-books and cat - books.
'Ladi es' Corner,' old MKechnie called it.

Anot her custoner arrived, for the library. An ugly girl of twenty,
hatless, in a white overall, with a sallow, blithering, honest face
and powerful spectacles that distorted her eyes. She was an
assistant at a chemi st's shop. Gordon put on his homey library
manner. She smiled at him and with a gait as clunmsy as a bear's
followed himinto the library

"What ki nd of book would you like this tine, Mss Weks?

"Wel|l'--she clutched the front of her overall. Her distorted
bl ack-treacl e eyes beaned trustfully into his. 'Wll, what |'d
REALLY like's a good hot-stuff |love story. You know -sonet hing
MODERN.

' Sonet hi ng nodern? Sonet hi ng by Barbara Bedworthy for instance?
Have you read Al nost a Virgi n?

'"Ch no, not her. She's too Deep. | can't bear Deep books. But |
want sonet hi ng--well, YOU know - MODERN. Sex- probl ens and di vorce
and all that. YOU know.'

' Mbdern, but not Deep,' said Gordon, as |owbrow to | owbrow.

He ranged anmong the hot-stuff nodern | ove-stories. There were not
| ess than three hundred of themin the library. Fromthe front
room canme the voices of the two upper-m ddl e-class | adies, the one
fruity, the other curried, disputing about dogs. They had taken
out one of the dog-books and were examnining the photographs.

Frui ty-voi ce enthused over the photograph of a Peke, the ickle
angel pet, wiv his gweat big Soul ful eyes and his ickle black

nosi e--oh, so ducky-duck! But curry-voice--yes, undoubtedly a
colonel's wi dow-said Pekes were soppy. G ve her dogs with guts--
dogs that woul d fight, she said; she hated these soppy |apdogs, she
said. 'You have no Soul, Bedelia, no Soul,' said fruity-voice

pl aintively. The door-bell pinged again. Gordon handed the
chemist's girl Seven Scarlet N ghts and booked it on her ticket.
She took a shabby | eather purse out of her overall pocket and paid
hi m t wopence.

He went back to the front room The Nancy had put his book back in
the wrong shel f and vani shed. A |ean, straight-nosed, brisk woman,
with sensible clothes and gol d-ri med pi nce-nez--school marm

possi bly, femnist certainly--came in and denanded Ms \Warton-
Beverley's history of the suffrage novenent. Wth secret joy
CGordon told her that they hadn't got it. She stabbed his male

i nconpetence with ginmet eyes and went out again. The thin young
man stood apol ogetically in the corner, his face buried in D. H
Law ence's Col |l ected Poens, |ike sonme |long-legged bird with its
head buried under its w ng.

CGordon waited by the door. Qutside, a shabby-genteel old man with
a strawberry nose and a khaki nuffler round his throat was picking
over the books in the sixpenny box. The two upper-m ddl e-cl ass

| adi es suddenly departed, leaving a litter of open books on the
table. Fruity-face cast reluctant backward gl ances at the dog-
books, but curry-face drew her away, resolute not to buy anything

Page 11



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
Gordon hel d the door open. The two |adies sailed noisily out,
i gnoring him

He watched their fur-coated upper-niddle-class backs go down the
street. The old strawberry-nosed man was talking to hinself as he
pawed over the books. A bit wong in the head, presumably. He
woul d pinch something if he wasn't watched. The wind bl ew col der,
drying the slime of the street. Time to |ight up presently.

Caught by a swirl of air, the torn strip of paper on the Q T.
Sauce advertisenent fluttered sharply, like a piece of washing on
the line. Ah!

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over
The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare,

And the dark ribbons of the chi meys
Veer downward; flicked by whips of air
Torn posters flutter.

Not bad, not bad at all. But he had no wish to go on--could not go
on, indeed. He fingered the noney in his pocket, not chinking it,

| est the shy young man shoul d hear. Twopence-hal fpenny. No
tobacco all tonorrow. His bones ached.

A light sprang up in the Prince of Wales. They woul d be swabbi ng
out the bar. The old strawberry-nosed man was readi ng an Edgar
Wal | ace out of the twopenny box. A tram boomed in the distance

In the roomupstairs M MKechni e, who sel dom cane down to the
shop, drowsed by the gas-fire, white-haired and white-bearded, with
snuf f - box handy, over his calf-bound folio of Mddleton's Travels
in the Levant.

The thin young man suddenly realized that he was al one and | ooked
up guiltily. He was a habitue of bookshops, yet never stayed

| onger than ten minutes in any one shop. A passionate hunger for
books, and the fear of being a nuisance, were constantly at war in
him After ten minutes in any shop he woul d grow uneasy, fee

hi nsel f de trop, and take to flight, having bought something out of
sheer nervousness. Wthout speaking he held out the copy of

Law ence's poens and awkwardly extracted three florins fromhis
pocket. In handing themto Gordon he dropped one. Both dived for
it sinultaneously; their heads bunped agai nst one another. The
young man stood back, bl ushing sallowy.

"I''ll wap it up for you,' said Gordon.

But the shy young man shook his head--he stamrered so badly that he
never spoke when it was avoi dable. He clutched his book to him and
slipped out with the air of having committed sonme disgracefu
action.

CGordon was al one. He wandered back to the door. The strawberry-
nosed man gl anced over his shoul der, caught Gordon's eye, and noved
off, foiled. He had been on the point of slipping Edgar \Wall ace
into his pocket. The clock over the Prince of Wales struck a
quarter past three.

Di ng Dong! A quarter past three. Light up at half past. Four and
three-quarter hours till closing tine. Five and a quarter hours
till supper. Twopence hal fpenny in pocket. No tobacco tonorrow.

Suddenly a ravishing, irresistible desire to snoke canme over
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Gordon. He had made up his nmind not to snoke this afternoon. He
had only four cigarettes left. They nust be saved for tonight,
when he intended to '"wite'; for he could no nore "wite' w thout
tobacco than without air. Neverthel ess, he had got to have a
snoke. He took out his packet of Player's Wights and extracted
one of the dwarfish cigarettes. It was sheer stupid indul gence; it
meant half an hour off tonight's "witing' time. But there was no
resisting it. Wth a sort of shameful joy he sucked the soothing
snoke into his |ungs.

The refl ection of his own face | ooked back at himfromthe greyish
pane. Gordon Comstock, author of MCE;, en |'an trentiesme de son
eage, and noth-eaten already. Only twenty-six teeth left.

However, Villon at the same age was poxed on his own show ng.
Let's be thankful for small nercies.

He wat ched the ribbon of torn paper whirling, fluttering on the

Q T. Sauce advertisement. CQur civilization is dying. It MJST be
dying. But it isn't going to die inits bed. Presently the
aeropl anes are com ng. Zoom-whizz--crash! The whole western
world going up in a roar of high explosives.

He | ooked at the darkening street, at the greyish reflection of his
face in the pane, at the shabby figures shuffling past. Al npst
i nvoluntarily he repeated:

"Cest |'"Ennui--1"'"oeil charge d' un pleur involontaire
Il reve d' echafauds en fumant son houka!

Money, money! Corner Table! The hunm ng of the aeroplanes and the
crash of the bonbs.

CGordon squinted up at the | eaden sky. Those aeropl anes are comi ng.
In i magi nati on he saw them com ng now, squadron after squadron,

i nnurrer abl e, darkening the sky like clouds of ghats. Wth his
tongue not quite against his teeth he made a buzzi ng, bl uebottle-
on-t he-w ndow pane sound to represent the humm ng of the

aeropl anes. It was a sound which, at that nonment, he ardently
desired to hear.

Gordon wal ked homeward against the rattling wind, which blew his
hair backward and gave himnmore of a 'good' forehead than ever.

H s manner conveyed to the passers-by--at |east, he hoped it did--
that if he wore no overcoat it was frompure caprice. His overcoat
was up the spout for fifteen shillings, as a matter of fact.

W1l owbed Road, NW was not definitely slumry, only dingy and
depressing. There were real slums hardly five minutes' wal k away.
Tenenent houses where fanmilies slept five in a bed, and, when one
of them died, slept every night with the corpse until it was

buri ed; alley-ways where girls of fifteen were defl owered by boys
of sixteen against |eprous plaster walls. But WIIowbed Road
itself contrived to keep up a kind of mngy, |ower-mddle-class
decency. There was even a dentist's brass plate on one of the
houses. In quite two-thirds of them anid the |ace curtains of the
parl our wi ndow, there was a green card with 'Apartments' on it in
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silver lettering, above the peeping foliage of an aspidistra.

M's W sbeach, Gordon's | andl ady, specialized in 'single gentlenen'.
Bed-sitting-roons, with gaslight laid on and find your own heati ng,
baths extra (there was a geyser), and nmeals in the tomb-dark

di ni ng-room wi th the phal anx of clotted sauce-bottles in the mddle
of the table. Gordon, who came home for his midday dinner, paid
twenty-seven and six a week.

The gaslight shone yellow through the frosted transom above the
door of Number 31. Gordon took out his key and fished about in the
keyhol e--in that kind of house the key never quite fits the | ock.
The darkish little hallway--in reality it was only a passage--snelt
of dishwater, cabbage, rag mats, and bedroom slops. Gordon gl anced
at the japanned tray on the hall-stand. No letters, of course. He
had told hinmself not to hope for a letter, and neverthel ess had
continued to hope. A stale feeling, not quite a pain, settled upon
his breast. Rosemary night have witten! |t was four days now
since she had witten. Mreover, there were a couple of poens that
he had sent out to mmgazi nes and had not yet had returned to him
The one thing that nade the evening bearable was to find a letter
wai ting for himwhen he got home. But he received very few
letters--four or five in a week at the very nost.

On the left of the hall was the never-used parlour, then cane the
staircase, and beyond that the passage ran down to the kitchen and
to the unapproachable lair inhabited by Ms Wsbeach herself. As
CGordon cane in, the door at the end of the passage opened a foot or
so. Ms Wsbeach's face energed, inspected himbriefly but
suspi ci ously, and di sappeared again. It was quite inmpossible to
get in or out of the house, at any tinme before el even at night,

wi t hout being scrutinized in this manner. Just what Ms W sbeach
suspected you of it was hard to say; snuggling wonen into the
house, possibly. She was one of those nalignant respectabl e wonen
who keep | odgi ng-houses. Age about forty-five, stout but active,
with a pink, fine-featured, horribly observant face, beautifully
grey hair, and a pernmanent grievance.

Gordon halted at the foot of the narrow stairs. Above, a coarse
rich voice was singing, 'Wo's afraid of the Big Bad Wl f?' A very
fat man of thirty-eight or nine canme round the angle of the stairs,
with the Iight dancing step peculiar to fat nmen, dressed in a snmart
grey suit, yellow shoes, a rakish trilby hat, and a belted bl ue
overcoat of startling vulgarity. This was Flaxman, the first-fl oor
| odger and travelling representative of the Queen of Sheba Toil et
Requi sites Co. He saluted Gordon with a | enon-col oured gl ove as he
cane down.

"Hul | o, chappie!' he said blithely. (Flaxman called everyone
"chappie'.) 'Hows life with you?

'Bl oody,"' said Gordon shortly.

Fl axman had reached the bottom of the stairs. He threw a roly-poly
arm af fectionately round Gordon's shoul ders.

' Cheer up, old man, cheer up! You look like a bloody funeral. I'm
off down to the Crichton. Come on down and have a quick one.’

"I can't. |'ve got to work.'

"Ch, hell! Be matey, can't you? What's the good of mooni ng about
up here? Come on down to the Cri and we'll pinch the barmaid' s
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bum

Gordon wriggled free of Flaxman' s arm Like all small frai

peopl e, he hated being touched. Flaxman nmerely grinned, with the
typical fat man's good hunour. He was really horribly fat. He
filled his trousers as though he had been nelted and then poured
into them But of course, like other fat people, he never adnmitted
to being fat. No fat person ever uses the word 'fat' if there is
any way of avoiding it. 'Stout' is the word they use--or, better
still, '"robust'. A fat nman is never so happy as when he is

descri bing himself as 'robust'. Flaxman, at his first nmeeting with
Gordon, had been on the point of calling himself 'robust', but
sonmething in Gordon's greenish eye had deterred him He conprom sed
on 'stout' instead.

'l do adnmit, chappie,' he said, 'to being--well, just a wee bit on
the stout side. Nothing unwhol esome, you know.' He patted the
vague frontier between his belly and his chest. 'Good firmflesh.

|"mpretty nippy on ny feet, as a matter of fact. But--well, |
suppose you mght call me STOUT.

"Li ke Cortez,' Gordon suggested

'"Cortez? Cortez? WAis that the chappie who was al ways wanderi ng
about in the nmountains in Mexico?

"That's the fellow. He was stout, but he had eagle eyes.'

"Ah? Now that's funny. Because the wife said sonething rather

like that to ne once. "George," she said, "you' ve got the nost
wonderful eyes in the world. You' ve got eyes just like an eagle,"”
she said. That would be before she married nme, you'll understand.'

Fl axman was living apart fromhis wife at the moment. Alittle
whi | e back the Queen of Sheba Toil et Requisites Co. had
unexpectedly paid out a bonus of thirty pounds to all its
travellers, and at the sanme tine Flaxman and two others had been

sent across to Paris to press the new Sexapeal Naturetint lipstick
on various French firms. Flaxman had not thought it necessary to
mention the thirty pounds to his wife. He had had the tine of his
life on that Paris trip, of course. Even now, three nonths
afterwards, his nmouth watered when he spoke of it. He used to
entertain Gordon with |luscious descriptions. Ten days in Paris
with thirty quid that wifie hadn't heard about! Oh boy! But
unfortunately there had been a | eakage sonewhere; Fl axman had got
hone to find retribution awaiting him H s wi fe had broken his
head with a cut-glass whi sky decanter, a weddi ng present which they
had had for fourteen years, and then fled to her nother's house
taking the children with her. Hence Flaxman's exile in WII owbed
Road. But he wasn't letting it worry him It would bl ow over, no
doubt; it had happened several tines before

CGordon nmade anot her attenpt to get past Flaxman and escape up the
stairs. The dreadful thing was that in his heart he was pining to
go with him He needed a drink so badly--the nere nention of the
Crichton Arns had made himfeel thirsty. But it was inpossible, of
course; he had no nmoney. Flaxman put an arm across the stairs,
barring his way. He was genuinely fond of Gordon. He considered
him'clever'--"cleverness', to him being a kind of aniable |unacy.
Moreover, he detested being al one, even for so short atine as it
woul d take himto walk to the pub
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' Conme on, chappie!' he urged. 'You want a Guinness to buck you up,
that's what you want. You haven't seen the new girl they' ve got In
t he sal oon bar yet. ©Oh, boy! There's a peach for you!'

"So that's why you're all dolled up, is it? said Gordon, |ooking
coldly at Flaxman's yell ow gl oves.

"You bet it is, chappie! Coo, what a peach! Ash blonde she is.
And she knows a thing or two, that girlie does. | gave her a stick
of our Sexapeal Naturetint |last night. You ought to have seen her
wag her little bottomat nme as she went past ny table. Does she
give me the pal pitations? Does she? ©Ch, boy!'

Fl axman wriggled |ascivously. His tongue appeared between his
lips. Then, suddenly pretending that Gordon was the ash-bl onde
barmai d, he seized himby the wai st and gave hima tender squeeze
CGordon shoved himaway. For a nonent the desire to go down to the
Crichton Arns was so ravishing that it alnpst overcane him Oh,
for a pint of beer! He seened alnost to feel it going down his
throat. |If only he had had any noney! Even sevenpence for a pint.
But what was the use? Twopence hal fpenny in pocket. You can't let
ot her peopl e buy your drinks for you.

'"Ch, leave ne alone, for God's sake!' he said irritably, stepping
out of Flaxman's reach, and went up the stairs w thout | ooking
back.

FIl axman settled his hat on his head and nade for the front door,
mldy offended. Gordon reflected dully that it was always |ike
this nowadays. He was for ever snubbing friendly advances. O
course it was noney that was at the bottomof it, always noney.
You can't be friendly, you can't even be civil, when you have no
noney in your pocket. A spasmof self-pity went through him His
heart yearned for the saloon bar at the Crichton; the lovely snell
of beer, the warnth and bright Iights, the cheery voices, the
clatter of glasses on the beer-wet bar. Mney, noney! He went on,
up the dark evil-snelling stairs. The thought of his cold |onely
bedroom at the top of the house was |ike a doom before him

On the second floor lived Lorenheim a dark, neagre, lizard-1ike
creature of uncertain age and race, who made about thirty-five
shillings a week by touting vacuumcl eaners. Gordon always went

very hurriedly past Lorenheim s door. Lorenheimwas one of those
peopl e who have not a single friend in the world and who are
devoured by a lust for conpany. His |loneliness was so deadly that
if you so nuch as sl owed your pace outside his door he was |iable
to pounce out upon you and half drag, half wheedle you in to listen
to i nterm nabl e paranoiac tales of girls he had seduced and

enpl oyers he had scored off. And his roomwas nore cold and
squalid than even a | odgi ng- house bedroom has any right to be

There were always half-eaten bits of bread and margarine |ying
about everywhere. The only other |odger in the house was an

engi neer of sonme kind, enployed on nightwork. Gordon only saw him
occasional ly--a massive man with a grim discoloured face, who wore
a bow er hat indoors and out.

In the fam |iar darkness of his room Gordon felt for the gas-jet
and lighted it. The roomwas nedi umsized, not big enough to be
curtained into two, but too big to be sufficiently warned by one
defective oil lanp. It had the sort of furniture you expect in a
top floor back. White-quilted single-bed; brown Iino floor-
covering; wash-hand-stand with jug and basin of that cheap white
ware which you can never see without thinking of chanberpots. On
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the wi ndowsill there was a sickly aspidistra in a green-glazed
pot .

Up against this, under the wi ndow, there was a kitchen table with
an inkstained green cloth. This was Gordon's 'witing' table. It
was only after a bitter struggle that he had i nduced Ms W sbeach
to give hima kitchen table instead of the banboo 'occasional"’
table--a nere stand for the aspidistra--which she considered proper
for a top floor back. And even now there was endl ess naggi ng
because Gordon would never allow his table to be '"tidied up'. The
table was in a permanent ness. It was al nost covered with a nuddl e
of papers, perhaps two hundred sheets of sernon paper, grinmy and
dog-eared, and all witten on and crossed out and witten on again--
a sort of sordid | abyrinth of papers to which only Gordon possessed
the key. There was a film of dust over everything, and there were
several foul little trays containing tobacco ash and the twi sted
stubs of cigarettes. Except for a few books on the mantel pi ece
this table, with its nmess of papers, was the sole mark Gordon's
personality had left on the room

It was beastly cold. Gordon thought he would light the oil |anp.
He lifted it--it felt very light; the spare oil can al so was enpty--

no oil till Friday. He applied a match; a dull yellow flame crept
unwi I lingly round the wick. 1t mght burn for a couple of hours,
with any luck. As Gordon threw away the match his eye fell upon
the aspidistra in its grass-green pot. It was a peculiarly mangy
specinmen. It had only seven | eaves and never seenmed to put forth
any new ones. Gordon had a sort of secret feud with the
aspidistra. Many a tinme he had furtively attenpted to kill it--

starving it of water, grinding hot cigarette-ends against its stem
even mxing salt with its earth. But the beastly things are
practically inmortal. In alnpst any circunstances they can
preserve a wilting, diseased existence. Gordon stood up and

del i berately w ped his kerosiny fingers on the aspidistra |eaves.

At this noment Ms W sbeach's voice rang shrewi shly up the stairs:
"M ster Com stock!'
Gordon went to the door. 'Yes? he called down.

" Your supper's been waiting for you this ten minutes. Wy can't
you cone down and have it, 'stead of keeping ne waiting for the
washi ng up?'

Gordon went down. The dining-roomwas on the first floor, at the
back, opposite Flaxman's room It was a cold, close-snelling room
twilit even at mdday. There were nore aspidistras in it than
CGordon had ever accurately counted. They were all over the place--
on the sideboard, on the floor, on 'occasional' tables; in the

wi ndow there was a sort of florist's stand of them bl ocking out
the light. 1In the half-darkness, with aspidistras all about you,
you had the feeling of being in sone sunless aquariumamd the
dreary foliage of water-flowers. Gordon's supper was set out,
waiting for him in the circle of white Iight that the cracked gas-
jet cast upon the table cloth. He sat down with his back to the
fireplace (there was an aspidistra in the grate instead of a fire)
and ate his plate of cold beef and his two slices of crumbly white
bread, with Canadi an butter, nopusetrap cheese and Pan Yan pickl e,
and drank a gl ass of cold but nusty water.

When he went back to his roomthe oil lanmp had got going, nore or
less. It was hot enough to boil a kettle by, he thought. And now
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for the great event of the evening--his illicit cup of tea. He
made himself a cup of tea al nbst every night, in the deadliest
secrecy. Ms Wsbeach refused to give her lodgers tea with their
supper, because she 'couldn't be bothered with hotting up extra
water', but at the sane tinme naking tea in your bedroom was
strictly forbidden. Gordon |ooked with disgust at the rnuddl ed
papers on the table. He told hinmself defiantly that he wasn't
going to do any work tonight. He would have a cup of tea and snoke
up his remaining cigarettes, and read King Lear or Sherl ock Hol nmes.
H s books were on the mantel pi ece besi de the al arm cl ock- -
Shakespeare in the Everyman edition, Sherlock Holnes, Villon's
poens, Roderick Random Les Fleurs du Mal, a pile of French novels.
But he read nothi ng nowadays, except Shakespeare and Sherl ock
Hol mes. Meanwhile, that cup of tea

CGordon went to the door, pushed it ajar, and listened. No sound of
M's Wsbeach. You had to be very careful; she was quite capabl e of
sneaki ng upstairs and catching you in the act. This tea-nmaking was
t he maj or househol d of fence, next to bringing a womman in. Quietly
he bolted the door, dragged his cheap suitcase from under the bed
and unlocked it. Fromit he extracted a sixpenny Wolworth's
kettle, a packet of Lyons' tea, a tin of condensed mlk, a tea-pot,
and a cup. They were all packed in newspaper to prevent them from
chi nki ng.

He had his regul ar procedure for making tea. First he half filled
the kettle with water fromthe jug and set it on the oil stove.

Then he knelt down and spread out a piece of newspaper. Yesterday's
tea-l eaves were still in the pot, of course. He shook them out on
to the newspaper, cleaned out the pot with his thumb and fol ded the
| eaves into a bundle. Presently he would snmuggle them downstairs.
That was always the nmost risky part--getting rid of the used

tea-leaves. It was like the difficulty nurderers have in di sposing
of the body. As for the cup, he always washed it in his hand basin
in the morning. A squalid business. It sickened him sonetines.

It was queer how furtively you had to live in Ms Wsbeach's house.
You had the feeling that she was al ways watchi ng you; and indeed,
she was given to tiptoeing up and downstairs at all hours, in hope
of catching the lodgers up to mschief. It was one of those houses
where you cannot even go to the WC. in peace because of the
feeling that somebody is listening to you.

Gordon unbol ted the door again and listened intently. No one
stirring. Ah! A clatter of crockery far below. Ms Wsbeach was
washi ng up the supper things. Probably safe to go down, then.

He tiptoed down, clutching the danp bundl e of tea-I|eaves agai nst
his breast. The WC. was on the second floor. At the angle of
the stairs he halted, |istened a nonent |onger. Ah! Another
clatter of crockery.

Al'l clear! Gordon Constock, poet ('of exceptional prom se', The
Times Lit. Supp. had said), hurriedly slipped into the WC., flung
his tea-leaves down the waste-pipe, and pulled the plug. Then he
hurried back to his room rebolted the door, and, wth precautions
agai nst noi se, brewed hinself a fresh pot of tea.

The room was passably warm by now. The tea and a cigarette worked
their short-lived magic. He began to feel a little less bored and
angry. Should he do a spot of work after all? He ought to work,

of course. He always hated hinsel f afterwards when he had wasted a
whol e evening. Half unwillingly, he shoved his chair up to the
table. It needed an effort even to disturb that frightful jungle
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of papers. He pulled a few grimy sheets towards him spread them
out, and | ooked at them Cod, what a mess! Witten on, scored
out, written over, scored out again, till they were |ike poor
ol d hacked cancer-patients after twenty operations. But the
handwiting, where it was not crossed out, was delicate and
"scholarly'. Wth pain and trouble Gordon had acquired that
"schol arly' hand, so different fromthe beastly copper-plate they
had taught himat school

Per haps he WOULD work; for a little while, anyway. He rummaged in
the litter of papers. Were was that passage he had been working
on yesterday? The poem was an i mensely |ong one--that is, it was
going to be imensely long when it was finished--two thousand |ines
or so, in rhyme royal, describing a day in London. London

Pl easures, its name was. It was a huge, anbitious project--the

ki nd of thing that should only be undertaken by people with endl ess
| ei sure. Gordon had not grasped that fact when he began the poem
he grasped it now, however. How |ight-heartedly he had begun it,
two years ago! \When he had chucked up everything and descended
into the slime of poverty, the conception of this poem had been at
| east a part of his notive. He had felt so certain, then, that he
was equal to it. But sonehow, alnpost fromthe start, London

Pl easures had gone wong. It was too big for him that was the
truth. It had never really progressed, it had sinply fallen apart
into a series of fragnents. And out of two years' work that was
all that he had to show-just fragments, inconplete in thensel ves
and inpossible to join together. On every one of those sheets of
paper there was sone hacked scrap of verse which had been witten
and rewitten and rewitten over intervals of nmonths. There were
not five hundred lines that you could say were definitely finished.
And he had | ost the power to add to it any | onger; he could only
tinker with this passage or that, groping now here, now there, in
its confusion. It was no longer a thing that he created, it was
nerely a nightmare with which he struggl ed.

For the rest, in tw whole years he had produced not hi ng except a
handf ul of short poens--perhaps a score in all. It was so rarely
that he could attain the peace of mind in which poetry, or prose

for that matter, has got to be witten. The tinmes when he 'could
not' work grew commoner and commoner. O all types of human bei ng,
only the artist takes it upon himto say that he 'cannot' work.

But it is quite true; there ARE tines when one cannot work. Money
agai n, always nmoney! Lack of nobney neans di sconfort, neans squalid
worries, neans shortage of tobacco, neans ever-present consciousness

of failure--above all, it means loneliness. How can you be anything
but lonely on two quid a week? And in |oneliness no decent book was
ever witten. It was quite certain that London Pl easures woul d

never be the poem he had conceived--it was quite certain, indeed,
that it woul d never even be finished. And in the nonments when he
faced facts CGordon hinself was aware of this.

Yet all the sane, and all the nore for that very reason, he went on

with it. It was sonething to cling to. It was a way of hitting
back at his poverty and his loneliness. And after all, there were
ti mes when the nmood of creation returned, or seened to return. It

returned tonight, for just alittle while--just as long as it takes
to snoke two cigarettes. Wth snoke tickling his lungs, he
abstracted hinmself fromthe mean and actual world. He drove his
mnd into the abyss where poetry is witten. The gas-jet sang
soot hi ng overhead. Wbrds becane vivid and nomentous things. A
couplet, witten a year ago and |left as unfinished, caught his eye
with a note of doubt. He repeated it to hinmself, over and over.

It was wong, sonehow. It had seened all right, a year ago; now,
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on the other hand, it seened subtly vulgar. He rummged anong the
sheets of foolscap till he found one that had nothing witten on
the back, turned it over, wote the couplet out anew, wote a dozen
di fferent versions of it, repeated each of them over and over to
hinself. Finally there was none that satisfied him The coupl et
woul d have to go. It was cheap and vulgar. He found the origina
sheet of paper and scored the couplet out with thick lines. And in
doing this there was a sense of achi evenent, of tinme not wasted, as
t hough the destruction of much | abour were in sone way an act of
creation.

Suddenly a doubl e knock deep bel ow made the whol e house rattle.
CGordon started. His mind fled upwards fromthe abyss. The post!
London Pl easures was forgotten.

Hs heart fluttered. Perhaps Rosemary HAD witten. Besides, there
were those two poens he had sent to the magazines. One of them

i ndeed, he had al nost given up as lost; he had sent it to an

Anmeri can paper, the Californian Review, nonths ago. Probably they
woul dn't even bother to send it back. But the other was with an
English paper, the Prinmrose Quarterly. He had wild hopes of that
one. The Prinrose Quarterly was one of those poisonous literary
papers in which the fashi onabl e Nancy Boy and the professiona

Roman Cat holic wal k bras dessus, bras dessous. It was also by a
long way the nost influential literary paper in England. You were
a made man once you had had a poemin it. |In his heart Gordon knew
that the Prinrose Quarterly would never print his poems. He wasn't
up to their standard. Still, miracles sometinmes happen; or, if not
mracles, accidents. After all, they'd had his poem six weeks.

Woul d they keep it six weeks if they didn't mean to accept it? He
tried to quell the insane hope. But at the worst there was a

chance that Rosemary had witten. It was four whole days since she
had witten. She wouldn't do it, perhaps, if she knew how it
di sappointed him Her letters--long, ill-spelt letters, full of

absurd j okes and protestations of |Iove for him-meant far nore to
hi mthan she could ever understand. They were a reninder that
there was still sonmebody in the world who cared for him They even
made up for the tines when sone beast had sent back one of his
poens; and, as a matter of fact, the magazines always did send back
hi s poems, except Antichrist, whose editor, Ravelston, was his
personal friend.

There was a shuffling below It was always some ninutes before Ms
W sbeach brought the letters upstairs. She liked to paw them
about, feel themto see how thick they were, read their postmarks,
hold themup to the |light and specul ate on their contents, before
yielding themto their rightful owners. She exercised a sort of
droit du seigneur over letters. Coming to her house, they were

she felt, at least partially hers. |If you had gone to the front
door and collected your own letters she would have resented it
bitterly. On the other hand, she al so resented the | abour of
carrying themupstairs. You would hear her footsteps very slowy
ascending, and then, if there was a letter for you, there would be
| oud aggrieved breathing on the landing--this to |l et you know that
you had put Ms Wsbeach out of breath by dragging her up all those
stairs. Finally, with alittle inpatient grunt, the letters would
be shoved under your door.

Ms W sbeach was coming up the stairs. Gordon |listened. The

foot steps paused on the first floor. A letter for Flaxman. They
ascended, paused again on the second floor. A letter for the

engi neer. CGordon's heart beat painfully. A letter, please CGod, a
letter! More footsteps. Ascending or descendi ng? They were
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conmi ng nearer, surely! Ah, no, no! The sound grew fainter. She
was goi ng down again. The footsteps died away. No letters.

He took up his pen again. It was a quite futile gesture. She
hadn't witten after all! The little beast! He had not the
smal | est intention of doing any nore work. |ndeed, he could not.
The di sappoi nt nent had taken all the heart out of him Only five
m nutes ago his poemhad still seemed to hima living thing; now he
knew it unm stakably for the worthless tripe that it was. Wth a
ki nd of nervous disgust he bundl ed the scattered sheets together,
stacked themin an untidy heap, and dunped them on the other side
of the table, under the aspidistra. He could not even bear to | ook
at them any | onger.

He got up. It was too early to go to bed; at |least, he was not in
the nood for it. He pined for a bit of amusenent--sonething cheap
and easy. A seat in the pictures, cigarettes, beer. Useless! No
noney to pay for any of them He would read King Lear and forget
this filthy century. Finally, however, it was The Adventures of
Sherl ock Hol nes that he took fromthe nantel piece. Sherlock Hol nes
was his favourite of all books, because he knew it by heart. The
oil inthe lamp was giving out and it was getting beastly cold.
CGordon dragged the quilt fromhis bed, wapped it round his |egs,
and sat down to read. His right el bow on the table, his hands
under his coat to keep themwarm he read through ' The Adventure of
the Speckled Band.' The little gas-mantle sighed above, the
circular flane of the oil lanp burned low, a thin bracket of fire
gi ving out no nore heat than a candl e.

Down in Ms Wsbeach's lair the clock struck half past ten. You
could al ways hear it striking at night. Ping-ping, ping-ping--a
note of doom The ticking of the alarmclock on the mantel piece
becarme audible to Gordon again, bringing with it the consci ousness
of the sinister passage of time. He |ooked about him Anot her
eveni ng wasted. Hours, days, years slipping by. N ght after

ni ght, always the sane. The lonely room the womanl ess bed; dust,
cigarette ash, the aspidistra | eaves. And he was thirty, nearly.
In sheer self-puni shment he dragged forth a wad of London

Pl easures, spread out the griny sheets, and | ooked at them as one
| ooks at a skull for a nemento nori. London Pl easures, by Gordon
Const ock, author of Mce. Hi's magnumopus. The fruit (fruit,

i ndeed!) of two years' work--that |abyrinthine ness of words! And
tonight's achi evenent--two |ines crossed out; two |lines backward

i nstead of forward.

The | anp nade a sound like a tiny hiccup and went out. Wth an
effort Gordon stood up and flung the quilt back on to his bed
Better get to bed, perhaps, before it got any colder. He wandered
over towards the bed. But wait. Wrk tonmorrow. Wnd the clock,
set the alarm Nothing acconplished, nothing done, has earned a
ni ght's repose.

It was some time before he could find the energy to undress. For a
quarter of an hour, perhaps, he lay on the bed fully dressed, his
hands under his head. There was a crack on the ceiling that
resenbl ed the map of Australia. Gordon contrived to work off his
shoes and socks without sitting up. He held up one foot and | ooked
at it. A smallish, delicate foot. Ineffectual, |ike his hands.
Also, it was very dirty. It was nearly ten days since he had a
bath. Becom ng ashanmed of the dirtiness of his feet, he sagged
into a sitting position and undressed hinself, throwi ng his clothes
on to the floor. Then he turned out the gas and slid between the
sheets, shuddering, for he was naked. He always slept naked. His
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last suit of pyjamas had gone west nore than a year ago

The cl ock downstairs struck eleven. As the first col dness of the
sheets wore off, Gordon's mind went back to the poem he had begun
that afternoon. He repeated in a whisper the single stanza that
was finished:

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over
The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare,

And dark ribbons of the chi nmeys

Veer downward; flicked by whips of air,
Torn posters flutter.

The octosyllables flicked to and fro. Cick-click, click-click!
The awful , mechanical enptiness of it appalled him It was like
some futile little machine ticking over. Rhyne to rhyme, click-
click, click-click. Like the nodding of a clock-work doll.
Poetry! The last futility. He lay awake, aware of his own
futility, of his thirty years, of the blind alley into which he
had led his life.

The cl ock struck twelve. Gordon had stretched his | egs out
straight. The bed had grown warm and confortable. The upturned
beam of a car, sonmewhere in the street parallel to WIIlowbed Road
penetrated the blind and threw into silhouette a | eaf of the
aspi di stra, shaped |ike Agamemmon's sword

' Gordon Constock' was a pretty bloody name, but then Gordon cane
froma pretty bloody famly. The 'Gordon' part of it was Scotch,

of course. The preval ence of such nanmes nowadays is merely a part
of the Scotchification of England that has been going on these |ast
fifty years. 'Gordon', '"Colin', '"Malcolm, 'Donald --these are the
gifts of Scotland to the world, along with golf, whisky, porridge
and the works of Barrie and Stevenson.

The Constocks belonged to the npst dismal of all classes, the

m ddl e-m ddl e cl ass, the landless gentry. |In their nmserable
poverty they had not even the snobbi sh consol ati on of regarding
themsel ves as an 'old" fanmily fallen on evil days, for they were
not an 'old" famly at all, nerely one of those famlies which rose
on the wave of Victorian prosperity and then sank again faster than
the wave itself. They had had at nost fifty years of conparative
weal th, corresponding with the lifetine of Gordon's grandfather,
Sanuel Comstock--G an' pa Const ock, as Gordon was taught to cal

him though the old man died four years before he was born.

Gran' pa Constock was one of those people who even fromthe grave
exert a powerful influence. In life he was a tough old scoundrel
He plundered the proletariat and the foreigner of fifty thousand
pounds, he built himself a red brick mansion as durable as a
pyram d, and he begot twel ve children, of whom el even survived.
Finally he died quite suddenly, of a cerebral haenorrhage. In
Kensal Green his children placed over hima nonolith with the
followi ng inscription:
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I N EVER LOVI NG MEMCORY OF

SAMUEL EZEKI EL COMSTOCK

A FAI THFUL HUSBAND, A TENDER FATHER AND
AN UPRI GHT AND GODLY MAN,

WHO WAS BORN ON 9 JULY 1828, AND
DEPARTED THI S LI FE 5 SEPTEMBER 1901,
THI'S STONE | S ERECTED BY

H S SORROW NG CHI LDREN

HE SLEEPS IN THE ARMS OF JESUS.

No need to repeat the bl asphenous comrents whi ch everyone who had
known Gran'pa Constock nmade on that |ast sentence. But it is worth
poi nting out that the chunk of granite on which it was inscribed
wei ghed cl ose on five tons and was quite certainly put there with
the intention, though not the conscious intention, of making sure
that Gran' pa Comstock shouldn't get up fromunderneath it. |f you
want to know what a dead man's relatives really think of him a
good rough test is the weight of his tombstone.

The Constocks, as Gordon knew them were a peculiarly dull, shabby,
dead-alive, ineffectual famly. They lacked vitality to an extent
that was surprising. That was Gran' pa Constock's doing, of course.
By the time when he died all his children were grown up and sone of
t hem wer e ni ddl e-aged, and he had | ong ago succeeded in crushing
out of themany spirit they nmight ever have possessed. He had lain
upon themas a garden roller Iies upon daisies, and there was no
chance of their flattened personalities ever expanding again. One
and all they turned out listless, gutless, unsuccessful sort of
people. None of the boys had proper professions, because G an'pa
Const ock had been at the greatest pains to drive all of theminto
prof essions for which they were totally unsuited. Only one of

t hem - John, Gordon's father--had even braved G an' pa Comstock to
the extent of getting married during the latter's lifetine. It was
i mpossible to i magi ne any of them naking any sort of mark in the
worl d, or creating anything, or destroying anything, or being
happy, or vividly unhappy, or fully alive, or even earning a decent
income. They just drifted along in an atnmosphere of seni-gentee
failure. They were one of those depressing famlies, so conmon
among the niddl e-m ddl e cl asses, in which NOTH NG EVER HAPPENS.

From his earliest chil dhood Gordon's relatives had depressed him
horribly. When he was a little boy he still had great nunbers of
uncl es and aunts living. They were all nore or |ess alike--grey,
shabby, joyless people, all rather sickly in health and al
perpetual | y harassed by noney-worries which fizzled al ong w t hout
ever reaching the sensational explosion of bankruptcy. It was
noti ceabl e even then that they had |l ost all inpulse to reproduce
themsel ves. Really vital people, whether they have noney or

whet her they haven't, multiply alnost as automatically as ani mal s.
Gran' pa Constock, for instance, hinself one of a litter of twelve,
had produced el even progeny. Yet all those el even produced only
two progeny between them and those two--Gordon and his sister
Julia--had produced, by 1934, not even one. GCordon, |ast of the
Conmst ocks, was born in 1905, an unintended child; and thereafter,
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inthirty long, long years, there was not a single birth in the
famly, only deaths. And not only in the matter of marryi ng and
begetting, but in every possible way, NOTH NG EVER HAPPENED i n the
Constock family. Every one of them seemed dooned, as though by a
curse, to a dismal, shabby, hol e-and-corner existence. None of
them ever DID anything. They were the kind of people who in every
concei vabl e activity, even if it is only getting on to a bus, are
automatically el bowed away fromthe heart of things. Al of them
of course, were hopel ess fools about nmoney. Gran'pa Constock had
finally divided his nmoney anong them nore or |less equally, so that
each received, after the sale of the red-brick nmansion, round about
five thousand pounds. And no sooner was Gran' pa Constock underground
than they began to fritter their noney away. None of them had the
guts to lose it in sensational ways such as squandering it on wonen
or at the races; they sinply dribbled it away and dribbled it away,
the wonen in silly investnents and the nmen in futile little business
ventures that petered out after a year or two, |leaving a net |oss.
More than hal f of themwent unmarried to their graves. Sonme of the
worren di d make rather undesirable m ddl e-aged marriages after their
father was dead, but the nmen, because of their incapacity to earn a
proper living, were the kind who 'can't afford to marry. None of
them except Gordon's Aunt Angela, ever had so nmuch as a honme to
call their own; they were the kind of people who live in godless
"roons' and tonb-like boardi ng-houses. And year after year they
di ed off and died off, of dingy but expensive little diseases that
swal l owed up the | ast penny of their capital. One of the wonen,
Gordon's Aunt Charlotte, wandered off into the Mental Home at
Claphamin 1916. The Mental Hones of Engl and, how chock- a- bl ock
they stand! And it is above all derelict spinsters of the niddle-
cl asses who keep them going. By 1934 only three of that generation
survived; Aunt Charlotte already nmentioned, and Aunt Angel a, who by
some happy chance had been induced to buy a house and a tiny annuity
in 1912, and Uncle Walter, who dingily existed on the few hundred
pounds that were left out of his five thousand and by running
short-lived 'agencies' for this and that.

CGordon grew up in the atnosphere of cut-down clothes and stewed
neck of nutton. His father, Iike the other Conmstocks, was a
depressed and therefore depressing person, but he had sone brains
and a slight literary turn. And seeing that his nmind was of the
literary type and he had a shrinking horror of anything to do with
figures, it had seened only natural to Gran'pa Constock to make him
into a chartered accountant. So he practised, ineffectually, as a
chartered accountant, and was al ways buying his way into

part nershi ps which were dissolved after a year or two, and his
income fluctuated, sonetinmes rising to five hundred a year and
sonmetines falling to two hundred, but always with a tendency to
decrease. He died in 1922, aged only fifty-six, but worn out--

he had suffered froma ki dney disease for a long time past.

Since the Constocks were genteel as well as shabby, it was

consi dered necessary to waste huge sunms on CGordon's 'education'
VWhat a fearful thing it is, this incubus of 'education'! It neans
that in order to send his son to the right kind of school (that is,
a public school or an inmtation of one) a middle-class man is
obliged to live for years on end in a style that would be scorned
by a jobbing plumber. Gordon was sent to wetched, pretentious
school s whose fees were round about 120 pounds a year. Even these
fees, of course, meant fearful sacrifices at home. Meanwhile
Julia, who was five years ol der than he, received as nearly as
possi bl e no education at all. She was, indeed, sent to one or two
poor, dingy little boarding schools, but she was 'taken away' for
good when she was sixteen. Gordon was 'the boy' and Julia was 'the
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girl', and it seenmed natural to everyone that 'the girl' should be
sacrificed to 'the boy'. Mreover, it had early been decided in
the famly that Gordon was 'clever'. Gordon, with his wonderful
'cleverness', was to win schol arships, make a brilliant success in

life, and retrieve the famly fortunes--that was the theory, and no
one believed in it nore firmy than Julia. Julia was a tall,
ungainly girl, much taller than Gordon, with a thin face and a neck
just alittle too |long--one of those girls who even at their nost
yout hful remind one irresistibly of a goose. But her nature was
sinmple and affectionate. She was a self-effacing, hone-keeping

i roni ng, darning, and nmending kind of girl, a natural spinster-
soul . Even at sixteen she had 'old maid'" witten all over her.

She idolized Gordon. Al through his chil dhood she watched over
him nursed him spoiled him went in rags so that he m ght have
the right clothes to go to school in, saved up her wretched pocket -
noney to buy him Christmas presents and birthday presents. And of
course he repaid her, as soon as he was ol d enough, by despising
her because she was not pretty and not 'clever'

Even at the third-rate schools to which Gordon was sent nearly all
the boys were richer than hinmself. They soon found out his
poverty, of course, and gave him hell because of it. Probably the
greatest cruelty one can inflict on a child is to send it to schoo
among children richer than itself. A child conscious of poverty
wi I | suffer snobbi sh agoni es such as a grown-up person can scarcely
i mgine. In those days, especially at his preparatory school
CGordon's |life had been one |ong conspiracy to keep his end up and
pretend that his parents were richer than they were. Ah, the

hum liations of those days! That awful business, for instance,

at the beginning of each term when you had to 'give in' to the
headmast er, publicly, the npney you had brought back with you; and
t he cont enptuous, cruel sniggers fromthe other boys when you
didn't 'give in" ten bob or nore. And the tinme when the others
found out that Gordon was wearing a ready-made suit which had cost
thirty-five shillings! The tines that Gordon dreaded nost of al
were when his parents cane down to see him Gordon, in those days
still a believer, used actually to pray that his parents woul dn't
cone down to school. His father, especially, was the kind of
father you couldn't hel p being ashaned of; a cadaverous, despondent
man, with a bad stoop, his clothes dismally shabby and hopel essly
out of date. He carried about with him an atnosphere of failure,
worry, and boredom And he had such a dreadful habit, when he was
sayi ng good- bye, of tipping Gordon half a crown right in front of
the other boys, so that everyone could see that it was only half a
crowmn and not, as it ought to have been, ten bob! Even twenty
years afterwards the nenory of that school made Gordon shudder.

The first effect of all this was to give hima crawling reverence
for noney. 1In those days he actually hated his poverty-stricken
relatives--his father and nother, Julia, everybody. He hated them
for their dingy honmes, their dowdi ness, their joyless attitude to
life, their endl ess worrying and groani ng over threepences and

si xpences. By far the conmonest phrase in the Comstock househol d
was, 'We can't afford it.' |In those days he | onged for noney as
only a child can long. Wy SHOULDN T one have decent cl othes and
pl enty of sweets and go to the pictures as often as one wanted to?
He bl amed his parents for their poverty as though they had been
poor on purpose. Wy couldn't they be |ike other boys' parents?
They PREFERRED bei ng poor, it seemed to him That is howa child's
m nd worKks.

But as he grew ol der he grew-not |ess unreasonable, exactly, but
unreasonable in a different way. By this tine he had found his
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feet at school and was |less violently oppressed. He never was very
successful at school --he did no work and won no schol ar shi ps- - but
he managed to develop his brain along the lines that suited it. He
read t he books which the headmaster denounced fromthe pul pit, and
devel oped unorthodox opinions about the C. of E., patriotism and
the dd Boys' tie. Also he began witing poetry. He even, after a
year or two, began to send poens to the At henaeum the New Age, and
the Weekly Westm nster; but they were invariably rejected. O
course there were other boys of simlar type with whom he
associ ated. Every public school has its small self-conscious
intelligentsia. And at that nonent, in the years just after the
War, England was so full of revolutionary opinion that even the
public schools were infected by it. The young, even those who had
been too young to fight, were in a bad tenper with their elders, as
wel | they might be; practically everyone with any brains at all was
for the moment a revolutionary. Meanwhile the old--those over
sixty, say--were running in circles |ike hens, squawki ng about

"subversive ideas'. Gordon and his friends had quite an exciting
time with their 'subversive ideas'. For a whole year they ran an
unofficial nmonthly paper called the Bol shevik, duplicated with a
jellygraph. 1t advocated Socialism free |ove, the di smenbernent
of the British Enpire, the abolition of the Arny and Navy, and so
on and so forth. It was great fun. Every intelligent boy of

sixteen is a Socialist. At that age one does not see the hook
sticking out of the rather stodgy bait.

In a crude, boyish way, he had begun to get the hang of this noney-
busi ness. At an earlier age than nost people he grasped that ALL
nodern commerce is a swindle. Curiously enough, it was the
advertisements in the Underground stations that first brought it
honme to him He little knew, as the biographers say, that he

hi nsel f woul d one day have a job in an advertising firm But there
was nore to it than the nmere fact that business is a swindle. What
he realized, and nore clearly as tinme went on, was that noney-

wor shi p has been elevated into a religion. Perhaps it is the only
real religion--the only really FELT religion--that is left to us.
Money is what God used to be. Good and evil have no nmeani ng any

| onger except failure and success. Hence the profoundly
significant phrase, to MAKE GOOD. The decal ogue has been reduced
to two conmandnents. One for the enployers--the elect, the noney-
priesthood as it were--'Thou shalt make noney'; the other for the
enpl oyed- -t he sl aves and underlings--' Thou shalt not |lose thy job.'
It was about this tinme that he canme across The Ragged Trousered

Phi | ant hropi sts and read about the starving carpenter who pawns
everything but sticks to his aspidistra. The aspidistra becanme a
sort of synmbol for Gordon after that. The aspidistra, flower of
Engl and! It ought to be on our coat of arms instead of the lion
and the unicorn. There will be no revolution in England while
there are aspidistras in the w ndows.

He did not hate and despise his relatives now-or not so nuch, at
any rate. They still depressed himgreatly--those poor old

wi t hering aunts and uncles, of whomtwo or three had already died,
his father, worn out and spiritless, his nother, faded, nervy, and
"delicate' (her lungs were none too strong), Julia, already, at
one-and-twenty, a dutiful, resigned drudge who worked twel ve hours
a day and never had a decent frock. But he grasped now what was
the matter with them It was not MERELY the | ack of noney. It was
rather that, having no noney, they still lived nentally in the
noney-worl d--the world in which nmoney is virtue and poverty is
crime. It was not poverty but the down-draggi ng of RESPECTABLE
poverty that had done for them They had accepted the noney-code
and by that code they were failures. They had never had the sense
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to lash out and just LIVE, nobney or no noney, as the |ower classes
do. How right the |lower classes are! Hats off to the factory |ad
who with fourpence in the world puts his girl in the famly way!
At | east he's got blood and not nobney in his veins.

CGordon thought it all out, in the naive selfish manner of a boy.
There are two ways to live, he decided. You can be rich, or you
can deliberately refuse to be rich. You can possess noney, or you
can despi se noney; the one fatal thing is to worship noney and fai
to get it. He took it for granted that he hinself would never be
able to make money. It hardly even occurred to himthat he night
have tal ents which could be turned to account. That was what his
school masters had done for him they had rubbed it into himthat he
was a seditious little nuisance and not likely to 'succeed' in

life. He accepted this. Very well, then, he would refuse the
whol e busi ness of 'succeeding'; he would make it his especia
purpose NOT to 'succeed'. Better to reign in hell than serve in

heaven; better to serve in hell than serve in heaven, for that
matter. Already, at sixteen, he knew which side he was on. He was
AGAI NST the nmoney-god and all his sw nish priesthood. He had

decl ared war on noney; but secretly, of course.

It was when he was seventeen that his father died, |eaving about
two hundred pounds. Julia had been at work for sone years now
During 1918 and 1919 she had worked in a Governnent office, and
after that she took a course of cookery and got a job in a nasty,
ladylike little teashop near Earl's Court Underground Station. She
wor ked a seventy-two hour week and was given her |lunch and tea and
twenty-five shillings; out of this she contributed twelve shillings
a week, often nore, to the househol d expenses. Cbviously the best
thing to do, now that M Constock was dead, would have been to take
Gordon away from school, find hima job, and let Julia have the two
hundred pounds to set up a teashop of her own. But here the
habi t ual Comstock folly about noney stepped in. Neither Julia nor
her nmother woul d hear of Gordon |eaving school. Wth the strange

i deal i stic snobbi shness of the mddle classes, they were willing to
go to the workhouse sooner than |l et Gordon | eave school before the
statutory age of eighteen. The two hundred pounds, or nore than
hal f of it, must be used in conpleting Gordon's 'education'

CGordon let themdo it. He had declared war on noney but that did
not prevent him from being dammably selfish. O course he dreaded
this business of going to work. What boy wouldn't dread it? Pen-
pushing in sone filthy office--God! His uncles and aunts were

al ready tal king dismally about 'getting Gordon settled in life'
They saw everything in ternms of 'good' jobs. Young Smith had got
such a 'good' job in a bank, and young Jones had got such a 'good
job in an insurance office. It made himsick to hear them They
seemed to want to see every young man in England nailed down in the
coffin of a 'good' job.

Meanwhi | e, nmoney had got to be earned. Before her marriage
Gordon's not her had been a nusic teacher, and even since then she
had taken pupils, sporadically, when the famly were in | ower water
than usual. She now decided that she would start giving | essons
again. It was fairly easy to get pupils in the suburbs--they were
l[iving in Acton--and with the nmusic fees and Julia's contribution
they could probably 'manage' for the next year or two. But the
state of Ms Comstock's |ungs was now sonething nore than
"delicate'. The doctor who had attended her husband before his
deat h had put his stethoscope to her chest and | ooked serious. He
had told her to take care of herself, keep warm eat nouri shing
food, and, above all, avoid fatigue. The fidgeting, tiring job of
gi ving piano | essons was, of course, the worst possible thing for
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her. Gordon knew nothing of this. Julia knew, however. It was a
secret between the two wonen, carefully kept from Gordon.

A year went by. Gordon spent it rather mserably, nore and nore
embarrassed by his shabby cl othes and | ack of pocket-noney, which
made girls an object of terror to him However, the New Age
accepted one of his poens that year. Meanwhile, his nother sat on
confortless piano stools in draughty draw ng-roons, giving | essons
at two shillings an hour. And then Gordon left school, and fat
interfering Uncle Walter, who had busi ness connexions in a snall
way, canme forward and said that a friend of a friend of his could
get Gordon ever such a 'good' job in the accounts departnent of a
red lead firm It was really a splendid job--a wonderful opening
for a young man. |f Gordon buckled to work in the right spirit he
m ght be a Big Pot one of these days. Gordon's soul squirned.
Suddenl y, as weak people do, he stiffened, and, to the horror of
the whole famly, refused even to try for the job.

There were fearful rows, of course. They could not understand him
It seenmed to them a kind of blasphemy to refuse such a 'good' job
when you got the chance of it. He kept reiterating that he didn't
want THAT KI ND of job. Then what DID he want? they all demanded.
He wanted to 'wite', he told themsullenly. But how could he
possibly make a living by "witing' ? they denanded again. And of
course he couldn't answer. At the back of his mnd was the idea
that he could sonehow live by witing poetry; but that was too
absurd even to be mentioned. But at any rate, he wasn't going into
busi ness, into the money-world. He would have a job, but not a
"good' job. None of them had the vaguest idea what he nmeant. His
not her wept, even Julia '"went for' him and all round himthere

were uncles and aunts (he still had six or seven of themleft)
feebly volleying and inconpetently thundering. And after three
days a dreadful thing happened. In the middle of supper his nother

was seized by a violent fit of coughing, put her hand to her
breast, fell forward, and began bl eeding at the nouth.

Gordon was terrified. His mother did not die, as it happened, but
she | ooked deathly as they carried her upstairs. Gordon rushed for
the doctor. For several days his nother lay at death's door. It
was the draughty draw ng-roons and the trudging to and fro in al
weat hers that had done it. Gordon hung hel pl essly about the house,
a dreadful feeling of guilt nmingling with his nmsery. He did not
exactly know but he half divined, that his nother had killed
herself in order to pay his school fees. After this he could not
go on opposing her any longer. He went to Uncle Walter and told
himthat he would take that job in the red lead firm if they would
give it him So Uncle Walter spoke to his friend, and the friend
spoke to his friend, and Gordon was sent for and interviewed by an
old gentleman with badly fitting false teeth, and finally was given
a job, on probation. He started on twenty-five bob a week. And
with this firmhe remained six years.

They noved away from Acton and took a flat in a desolate red bl ock
of flats somewhere in the Paddi ngton district. Ms Constock had
br ought her piano, and when she had got some of her strength back
she gave occasional |essons. Gordon's wages were gradually raised,
and the three of them ' nmanaged', nore or less. It was Julia and
M's Conmstock who did npost of the 'managing'. Gordon still had a
boy's sel fi shness about nmoney. At the office he got on not
absolutely badly. It was said of himthat he was worth his wages
but wasn't the type that Makes Good. In a way the utter contenpt
that he had for his work nade things easier for him He could put
up with this neaningless office-life, because he never for an
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i nstant thought of it as permanent. Sonehow, sonetine, God knew
how or when, he was going to break free of it. After all, there
was always his '"witing'. Sone day, perhaps, he might be able to
make a living of sorts by 'witing'; and you'd feel you were free
of the noney-stink if you were a "witer', would you not? The
types he saw all round him especially the ol der men, made him
squirm That was what it nmeant to worship the noney-god! To
settle down, to Make Good, to sell your soul for a villa and an
aspidistral! To turn into the typical little bow er-hatted sneak--
Strube's 'little man'--the little docile cit who slips hone by the
six-fifteen to a supper of cottage pie and stewed tinned pears,
hal f an hour's listening-in to the B. B. C. Synphony Concert, and
then perhaps a spot of licit sexual intercourse if his wife 'feels
in the mood'! What a fate! No, it isn't like that that one was
neant to live. One's got to get right out of it, out of the noney-
stink. It was a kind of plot that he was nursing. He was as
t hough dedicated to this war against nmoney. But it was still a
secret. The people at the office never suspected himof unorthodox
i deas. They never even found out that he wote poetry--not that
there was nmuch to find out, for in six years he had |l ess than
twenty poens printed in the magazines. To |ook at, he was just the
same as any other City clerk--just a soldier in the strap-hanging
arny that sways eastward at norning, westward at night in the
carriages of the Underground.

He was twenty-four when his nother died. The fanmily was breaking
up. Only four of the ol der generation of Constocks were |eft now -
Aunt Angel a, Aunt Charlotte, Uncle Walter, and another uncle who
died a year later. Gordon and Julia gave up the flat. Gordon took
a furnished roomin Doughty Street (he felt vaguely literary,
living in Bl oonmsbury), and Julia noved to Earl's Court, to be near
the shop. Julia was nearly thirty now, and |ooked nuch ol der. She
was thinner than ever, though heal thy enough, and there was grey in
her hair. She still worked twel ve hours a day, and in six years
her wages had only risen by ten shillings a week. The horribly

| adyl i ke 1 ady who kept the teashop was a sem-friend as well as an
enpl oyer, and thus could sweat and bully Julia to the tune of
"dearest' and 'darling'. Four nonths after his nother's death
CGordon suddenly wal ked out of his job. He gave the firmno
reasons. They imagi ned that he was going to 'better hinself', and--
luckily, as it turned out--gave himquite good references. He had
not even thought of |ooking for another job. He wanted to burn his
boats. From now on he would breathe free air, free of the noney-
stink. He had not consciously waited for his mother to die before
doing this; still, it was his nother's death that had nerved himto
it.

O course there was anot her and nore desol ating row in what was
left of the famly. They thought Gordon rmust have gone mad. Over
and over again he tried, quite vainly, to explain to them why he
woul d not yield hinmself to the servitude of a 'good'" job. 'But
what are you going to live on? What are you going to live on?' was
what they all wailed at him He refused to think seriously about
it. O course, he still harboured the notion that he coul d nake a
living of sorts by "witing'. By this time he had got to know
Ravel ston, editor of Antichrist, and Ravel ston, besides printing
hi s poems, managed to get himbooks to review occasionally. His
literary prospects were not so bleak as they had been six years
ago. But still, it was not the desire to '"wite' that was his rea
notive. To get out of the money-world--that was what he wanted
Vaguel y he | ooked forward to sonme kind of noneyl ess, anchorite

exi stence. He had a feeling that if you genuinely despi se noney
you can keep goi ng sonehow, |like the birds of the air. He forgot
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that the birds of the air don't pay roomrent. The poet starving
in a garret--but starving, sonehow, not unconfortably--that was his
vi si on of hinself.

The next seven months were devastating. They scared him and al nost
broke his spirit. He learned what it nmeans to live for weeks on
end on bread and margarine, to try to 'wite' when you are half
starved, to pawn your clothes, to sneak trenbling up the stairs
when you owe three weeks' rent and your landlady is |listening for
you. Moreover, in those seven nmonths he wote practically nothing.
The first effect of poverty is that it kills thought. He grasped
as though it were a new discovery, that you do not escape from
noney nerely by being noneyless. On the contrary, you are the
hopel ess sl ave of noney until you have enough of it to live on--a
'conpetence', as the beastly m ddl e-cl ass phrase goes. Finally he
was turned out of his room after a vulgar row He was three days
and four nights in the street. It was bloody. Three nornings, on
t he advi ce of another nan he met on the Embankment, he spent in
Billingsgate, helping to shove fish-barrows up the twisty little
hills fromBillingsgate into Eastcheap. 'Twopence an up' was what
you got, and the work knocked hell out of your thigh nuscles.
There were crowds of people on the same job, and you had to wait
your turn; you were lucky if you nmade ei ght een-pence between four
in the morning and nine. After three days of it Gordon gave up
VWhat was the use? He was beaten. There was nothing for it but to
go back to his famly, borrow some nmoney, and find another job.

But now, of course, there was no job to be had. For nmonths he

lived by cadging on the family. Julia kept himgoing till the | ast
penny of her tiny savings was gone. It was abom nable. Here was
the outcome of all his fine attitudes! He had renounced anbition,
made war on noney, and all it led to was cadging fromhis sister!

And Julia, he knew, felt his failure far nore than she felt the

| oss of her savings. She had had such hopes of Gordon. He al one
of all the Conmstocks had had it in himto 'succeed' . Even now she
bel i eved that somehow, sonme day, he was going to retrieve the
famly fortunes. He was so 'clever'--surely he could make noney if
he tried! For two whole nmonths Gordon stayed with Aunt Angela in
her little house at Hi ghgate--poor, faded, munm fied Aunt Angel a,
who even for herself had barely enough to eat. All this tinme he
searched desperately for work. Uncle Walter could not help him
Hi s influence in the business world, never |arge, was now
practically nil. At last, however, in a quite unexpected way, the
luck turned. A friend of a friend of Julia's enployer's brother
managed to get Gordon a job in the accounts department of the New
Al bi on Publicity Conpany.

The New Al bi on was one of those publicity firms which have sprung
up everywhere since the War--the fungi, as you m ght say, that
sprout froma decaying capitalism It was a smallish rising firm
and took every class of publicity it could get. It designed a
certain nunber of |arge-scale posters for oatneal stout, self-
raising flour, and so forth, but its main line was mllinery and
cosnmetic advertisements in the wonen's illustrated papers, besides
m nor ads in twopenny weeklies, such as Wiiterose Pills for Fenale
Di sorders, Your Horoscope Cast by Professor Raratongo, The Seven
Secrets of Venus, New Hope for the Ruptured, Earn Five Pounds a
Week in your Spare Tine, and Cyprolax Hair Lotion Bani shes al

Unpl easant Intruders. There was a |large staff of commrerci al

artists, of course. It was here that CGordon first nade the
acquai ntance of Rosemary. She was in the 'studi o' and hel ped to
design fashion plates. It was a long tinme before he actually spoke

to her. At first he knew her nerely as a renote personage, small

Page 30



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
dark, with swift nmovements, distinctly attractive but rather
intimdating. When they passed one another in the corridors she
eyed himironically, as though she knew all about hi m and
considered hima bit of a joke; neverthel ess she seemed to | ook at
hima little oftener than was necessary. He had nothing to do with
her side of the business. He was in the accounts departnment, a
nmere clerk on three quid a week.

The interesting thing about the New Al bion was that it was so
conpletely nodern in spirit. There was hardly a soul in the firm
who was not perfectly well aware that publicity--advertising--is
the dirtiest ramp that capitalismhas yet produced. In the red
lead firmthere had still lingered certain notions of comerci al
honour and useful ness. But such things would have been | aughed at
in the New Al bion. Mst of the enployees were the hard-boiled,
Anmeri cani zed, go-getting type to whomnothing in the world is
sacred, except money. They had their cynical code worked out. The
public are swine; advertising is the rattling of a stick inside a
swill-bucket. And yet beneath their cynicismthere was the fina
nai vete, the blind worship of the nobney-god. Gordon studied them
unobtrusively. As before, he did his work passably well and his
fell ow enpl oyees | ooked down on him Nothing had changed in his

inner mnd. He still despised and repudi ated the noney-code.
Sonehow, sooner or later, he was going to escape fromit; even now,
after his first fiasco, he still plotted to escape. He was IN the

nmoney world, but not OF it. As for the types about him the little
bow er-hatted wornms who never turned, and the go-getters, the

Anmeri can business-coll ege gutter-craw ers, they rather amused him
than not. He liked studying their slavish keep-your-job mentality.
He was the chiel amang them takin' notes.

One day a curious thing happened. Sonebody chanced to see a poem
of Gordon's in a nagazine, and put it about that they 'had a poet
in the office'. O course Gordon was |aughed at, not ill-
naturedly, by the other clerks. They nicknaned him'the bard" from
that day forth. But though anmused, they were also faintly

contenptuous. It confirmed all their ideas about Gordon. A fellow
who wrote poetry wasn't exactly the type to Make Good. But the
thing had an unexpected sequel. About the time when the clerks

grew tired of chaffing Gordon, M Erskine, the managing director,
who had hitherto taken only the m nimum notice of him sent for him
and interviewed him

M Erskine was a |large, slownoving man with a broad, healthy,
expressionless face. From his appearance and the sl owness of his
speech you woul d have guessed with confidence that he had sonething
to do with either agriculture or cattle-breeding. His wits were as
sl ow as his novenents, and he was the kind of man who never hears
of anything until everybody el se has stopped tal king about it. How
such a man cane to be in charge of an advertising agency, only the
strange gods of capitalismknow But he was quite a |likeable
person. He had not that sniffish, buttoned-up spirit that usually
goes with an ability to make money. And in a way his fat-

wi ttedness stood himin good stead. Being insensible to popul ar
prejudi ce, he could assess people on their nerits; consequently, he
was rat her good at choosing talented enpl oyees. The news that
Gordon had witten poens, so far from shocking him vaguely

i mpressed him They wanted literary talents in the New Al bion.
Havi ng sent for Gordon, he studied himin a somol ent, sidelong way
and asked hima nunmber of inconclusive questions. He never
listened to Gordon's answers, but punctuated his questions with a
noi se that sounded like "Hm hm hm' Wote poetry, did he? Ch
yes? Hm And had it printed in the papers? Hm hm Suppose they
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paid you for that kind of thing? Not much, eh? No, suppose not.
Hm hm Poetry? Hm A bit difficult, that nmust be. Getting the
lines the same length, and all that. Hm hm Wite anything el se?
Stories, and so forth? Hm Oh yes? Very interesting. Hm

Then, without further questions, he pronoted Gordon to a special
post as secretary--in effect, apprentice--to M Cew, the New

Al bion's head copywiter. Like every other advertising agency, the
New Al bi on was constantly in search of copywiters with a touch of
imagination. It is a curious fact, but it is nuch easier to find
conpet ent draughtsmen than to find people who can think of slogans
like 'Q T. Sauce keeps Hubby Smiling" and 'Kiddies clanour for

their Breakfast Crisps'. Gordon's wages were not raised for the
nonent, but the firmhad their eye on him Wth luck he m ght be a
full-fledged copywiter in a year's tine. It was an unm stakabl e

chance to Make Good

For six nonths he was working with M Cew. M Cew was a harassed
man of about forty, with wiry hair into which he often plunged his
fingers. He worked in a stuffy little office whose walls were
entirely papered with his past triunphs in the formof posters. He
t ook Gordon under his wing in a friendly way, showed himthe ropes,
and was even ready to listen to his suggestions. At that time they
were working on a line of nagazine ads for April Dew, the great new
deodor ant which the Queen of Sheba Toilet Requisites Co. (this was
Fl axman's firm curiously enough) were putting on the market.
CGordon started on the job with secret |oathing. But now there was
a quite unexpected developnment. It was that Gordon showed, al npst
fromthe start, a remarkable talent for copywiting. He could
conpose an ad as though he had been born to it. The vivid phrase
that sticks and rankles, the neat little para. that packs a world
of lies into a hundred words--they cane to him al nost unsought. He
had al ways had a gift for words, but this was the first time he had
used it successfully. M dew thought himvery prom sing. Gordon
wat ched his own devel opnent, first with surprise, then with
amusenment, and finally with a kind of horror. TH'S, then, was what
he was coming to! Witing lies to tickle the noney out of fools
pockets! There was a beastly irony, too, in the fact that he, who
wanted to be a '"witer', should score his sole success in witing
ads for deodorants. However, that was |ess unusual than he

i mgi ned. Most copywiters, they say, are novelists manques; or is
it the other way about?

The Queen of Sheba were very pleased with their ads. M Erskine
al so was pleased. Cordon's wages were raised by ten shillings a
week. And it was now that Gordon grew frightened. Mney was
getting himafter all. He was sliding down, down, into the noney-
sty. Alittle nore and he would be stuck init for life. It is
gueer how these things happen. You set your face agai nst success,
you swear never to Make Good--you honestly believe that you
couldn't Make Good even if you wanted to; and then something
happens al ong, sone nere chance, and you find yourself Making Good
al nost automatically. He saw that now or never was the tinme to
escape. He had got to get out of it--out of the noney-world,
irrevocably, before he was too far invol ved

But this time he wasn't going to be starved into subm ssion. He
went to Ravel ston and asked his help. He told himthat he wanted
some kind of job; not a 'good' job, but a job that would keep his
body wi thout wholly buying his soul. Ravel ston understood
perfectly. The distinction between a job and a 'good' job did not
have to be explained to him nor did he point out to Gordon the
folly of what he was doing. That was the great thing about
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Ravel ston. He could always see another person's point of view It
was having noney that did it, no doubt; for the rich can afford to
be intelligent. Moreover, being rich hinmself, he could find jobs
for other people. After only a fortnight he told Gordon of
sonmet hing that might suit him A M MKechnie, a rather
di | api dat ed second-hand booksell er with whom Ravel ston deal t
occasional ly, was |ooking for an assistant. He did not want a
trai ned assi stant who woul d expect full wages; he wanted sonebody
who | ooked |ike a gentlenman and coul d tal k about books--sonebody to

i mpress the nore bookish custonmers. It was the very reverse of a
"good' job. The hours were long, the pay was wretched--two pounds
a week--and there was no chance of advancenent. |t was a blind-

alley job. And, of course, a blind-alley job was the very thing
CGordon was | ooking for. He went and saw M MKechni e, a sleepy,
beni gn ol d Scotchman with a red nose and a white beard stained by
snuff, and was taken on w thout denur. At this tine, too, his

vol une of poens, Mce, was going to press. The seventh publisher
to whom he had sent it had accepted it. Gordon did not know that
this was Ravel ston's doing. Ravelston was a personal friend of the
publisher. He was always arranging this kind of thing, stealthily,
for obscure poets. Gordon thought the future was opening before
him He was a made man--or, by Smilesian, aspidistral standards,
UNmade.

He gave a nonth's notice at the office. It was a painful business
altogether. Julia, of course, was nore distressed than ever at
this second abandonnent of a 'good' job. By this time Gordon had
got to know Rosemary. She did not try to prevent him fromthrow ng
up his job. It was against her code to interfere--'You ve got to
[ive your own life,' was always her attitude. But she did not in
the | east understand why he was doing it. The thing that nost
upset him curiously enough, was his interviewwith M Erskine. M
Er ski ne was genuinely kind. He did not want Gordon to | eave the
firm and said so frankly. Wth a sort of el ephantine politeness
he refrained fromcalling Gordon a young fool. He did, however,
ask hi mwhy he was | eaving. Sonmehow, Gordon could not bring
hinsel f to avoid answering or to say--the only thing M Erskine
woul d have under st ood--that he was going after a better-paid job.
He blurted out shanefacedly that he 'didn't think business suited
him and that he '"wanted to go in for witing'. M Erskine was
nonconmttal. Witing, eh? Hm Mich noney in that sort of thing
nowadays? Not nuch, eh? Hm No, suppose not. Hm GCordon,
feeling and | ooking ridicul ous, nunbled that he had 'got a book
just coming out'. A book of poems, he added with difficulty in
pronounci ng the word. M Erskine regarded him sidel ong before
remar ki ng:

'Poetry, eh? Hm Poetry? Mke a living out of that sort of
thing, do you think?'

"Well--not a living, exactly. But it would help.'
"Hm-wel l! You know best, | expect. |If you want a job any tine,
cone back to us. | dare say we could find roomfor you. W can do

with your sort here. Don't forget.'

CGordon left with a hateful feeling of having behaved perversely and
ungratefully. But he had got to do it; he had got to get out of
the noney-world. It was queer. All over England young nen were
eating their hearts out for lack of jobs, and here was he, Gordon,
to whomthe very word 'job' was faintly nauseous, having jobs
thrust unwanted upon him It was an exanple of the fact that you
can get anything in this world if you genuinely don't want it.
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Moreover, M Erskine's words stuck in his mnd. Probably he had
meant what he said. Probably there WOULD be a job waiting for
CGordon if he chose to go back. So his boats were only half burned.
The New Al bi on was a doom before himas well as behind.

But how happy had he been, just at first, in M MKechnie's
bookshop! For a little while--a very little while--he had the
illusion of being really out of the noney-world. O course the
book-trade was a swindle, like all other trades; but how different
a swindle! Here was no hustling and Maki ng Good, no gutter-
craming. No go-getter could put up for ten mnutes with the
stagnant air of the book-trade. As for the work, it was very
simple. It was mainly a question of being in the shop ten hours a
day. M MKechnie wasn't a bad old stick. He was a Scotchman, of
course, but Scottish is as Scottish does. At any rate he was
reasonably free from avarice--his npst distinctive trait seenmed to
be | aziness. He was also a teetotaller and bel onged to sone
Nonconformi st sect or other, but this did not affect Gordon.
CGordon had been at the shop about a nonth when M ce was published
No | ess than thirteen papers reviewed it! And The Tinmes Lit. Supp.
said that it showed 'exceptional promise'. It was not till nonths
| ater that he realized what a hopeless failure Mce had really
been.

And it was only now, when he was down to two quid a week and had
practically cut hinself off fromthe prospect of earning nore, that
he grasped the real nature of the battle he was fighting. The
devil of it is that the glow of renunciation never |lasts. Life on
two quid a week ceases to be a heroic gesture and beconmes a di ngy
habit. Failure is as great a swindle as success. He had thrown up
his 'good' job and renounced 'good' jobs for ever. WIlIl, that was
necessary. He did not want to go back on it. But it was no use
pretendi ng that because his poverty was self-inmposed he had escaped

the ills that poverty drags in its train. It was not a question of
hardshi p. You don't suffer real physical hardship on two quid a
week, and if you did it wouldn't matter. It is in the brain and

the soul that |ack of nobney danages you. Mental deadness,
spiritual squalor--they seemto descend upon you inescapably when
your income drops below a certain point. Faith, hope, nobney--only
a saint could have the first two without having the third

He was growi ng nore mature. Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-
nine. He had reached the age when the future ceases to be a rosy
bl ur and becones actual and nenacing. The spectacle of his
surviving relatives depressed himnmore and nore. As he grew ol der
he felt hinself nmore akin to them That was the way he was going
A few years nore, and he would be like that, just like that! He
felt this even with Julia, whom he saw oftener than his uncle and
aunt. In spite of various resolves never to do it again, he stil
borrowed noney off Julia periodically. Julia's hair was greying
fast; there was a deep |line scored down each of her thin red
cheeks. She had settled her life into a routine in which she was
not unhappy. There was her work at the shop, her 'sew ng' at
nights in her Earl's Court bed-sitting-room (second floor, back,

ni ne bob a week unfurnished), her occasional forgatherings with
spinster friends as lonely as herself. It was the typica
submerged life of the penniless unmarried woman; she accepted it,
hardly realizing that her destiny could ever have been different.
Yet in her way she suffered, nore for Gordon than for herself. The
gradual decay of the famly, the way they had died off and died off
and | eft nothing behind, was a sort of tragedy in her nind. Mbney,
noney! ' None of us ever seens to nake any noney!' was her
perpetual lament. And of themall, Gordon alone had had the chance
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to make nmoney; and Gordon had chosen not to. He was sinking
effortless into the same rut of poverty as the others. After the
first row was over, she was too decent to 'go for' himagain
because he had thrown up his job at the New Al bion. But his
notives were quite meaningless to her. |In her wordless femninine
way she knew that the sin against noney is the ultimte sin.

And as for Aunt Angela and Uncle Walter--oh dear, oh dear! \What a
couple! It nade Gordon feel ten years older every tinme he | ooked
at them

Uncle Walter, for exanple. Uncle Walter was very depressing. He
was si xty-seven, and what with his various 'agencies' and the

dwi ndling remmants of his patrinony his income m ght have been
nearly three pounds a week. He had a tiny little cabin of an
office off Cursitor Street, and he lived in a very cheap boarding-
house in Holland Park. That was quite according to precedent; all
the Constock nmen drifted naturally into boardi ng-houses. Wen you
| ooked at poor old uncle, with his large trenulous belly, his
bronchitic voice, his broad, pale, timdly ponmpous face, rather
like Sargent' s portrait of Henry Janes, his entirely hairless
head, his pale, pouchy eyes, and his ever-droopi ng noustache, to
which he tried vainly to give an upward twirl--when you | ooked at
him you found it totally inpossible to believe that he had ever
been young. WAs it conceivable that such a being had ever felt
life tingle in his veins? Had he ever clinbed a tree, taken a
header off a springboard, or been in I ove? Had he ever had a brain
in working order? Even back in the early nineties, when he was
arithmetically young, had he ever made any kind of stab at life? A
few furtive half-hearted frolics, perhaps. A few whiskies in dull
bars, a visit or two to the Enpire pronenade, a little whoring on
the Q T.; the sort of dingy, drabby fornications that you can

i magi ne happeni ng between Egyptian munmies after the nuseumis
closed for the night. And after that the long, |long quiet years of
busi ness failure, loneliness, and stagnation in godl ess boardi ng-
houses.

And yet uncle in his old age was probably not unhappy. He had one
hobby of never-failing interest, and that was his di seases. He
suffered, by his own account, fromevery disease in the nedica

di ctionary, and was never weary of talking about them |Indeed, it
seemed to Gordon that none of the people in his uncle's boarding-
house--he had been there occasionally--ever did talk about anything
except their diseases. Al over the darkish draw ng-room ageing
di scol oured peopl e sat about in couples, discussing synptomns.

Their conversation was |like the dripping of stalactite to
stalagmte. Drip, drip. 'How is your |lunbago? says stalactite to
stalagmte. 'I find ny Kruschen Salts are doing nme good,' says
stalagmte to stalactite. Drip, drip, drip

And then there was Aunt Angel a, aged sixty-nine. Gordon tried not
even to think of Aunt Angela oftener than he could help

Poor, dear, good, kind, depressing Aunt Angel a!

Poor, shrivelled, parchnent-yellow, skin-and-bone Aunt Angel a!
There in her miserable little sem -detached house in Highgate--
Briarbrae, its name was--there in her palace in the northern
mount ai ns, there dwell eth she, Angela the Ever-virgin, of whom no
man either living or anong the shades can say truly that upon her
lips he hath pressed the dear caresses of a lover. Al alone she
dwel l eth, and all day long she fareth to and fro, and in her hand
is the feather-mop fashioned fromthe tail feathers of the
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contumaci ous turkey, and with it she polisheth the dark-I|eaved
aspidistras and flicketh the hated dust fromthe respl endent never-
t o-be-used Crown Derby china tea-service. And ever and anon she
conforteth her dear heart with draughts of the dark brown tea, both
Fl owery Orange and Pekoe Points, which the snall-bearded sons of
Coromandel have ferried to her across the wi ne-dark sea. Poor,
dear, good, kind, but on the whole unloveabl e Aunt Angela! Her
annuity was ni nety-eight pounds a year (thirty-eight bob a week,
but she retained a mddl e-class habit of thinking of her income as
a yearly and not weekly thing), and out of that, twelve and
si xpence a week went on house rates. She would probably have
starved occasionally if Julia had not snuggl ed her packets of cakes
and bread and butter fromthe shop--always, of course, presented as
"Just a few little things that it seemed a pity to throw away',
with the sol etm pretence that Aunt Angela didn't really need them

Yet she too had her pleasures, poor old aunty. She had becone a
great novel -reader in her old age, the public library being only
ten minutes' walk fromBriarbrae. During his lifetime, on sone
whim or other, Gran'pa Comstock had forbidden his daughters to read
novel s. Consequently, having only begun to read novels in 1902
Aunt Angel a was al ways a coupl e of decades behind the current node
in fiction. But she plodded along in the rear, faint yet pursuing.

In the nineteen-hundreds she was still readi ng Rhoda Broughton and
Ms Henry Whod. |In the War years she discovered Hall Caine and Ms
Hunphry Ward. In the nineteen-twenties she was reading Silas

Hocking and H. Seton Merrinman, and by the nineteen-thirties she had
al nost, but not quite, caught up with W B. Maxwell and WIlliam]J
Locke. Further she would never get. As for the post-Wr

novel i sts, she had heard of themafar off, with their immorality
and their blasphem es and their devastating 'cleverness'. But she
woul d never live to read them WAl pole we know, and Hi chens we
read, but Hem ngway, who are you?

Well, this was 1934, and that was what was |eft of the Constock
famly. Uncle Walter, with his 'agencies' and his diseases. Aunt
Angel a, dusting the Crown Derby china tea-service in Briarbrae.

Aunt Charlotte, still preserving a vague vegetabl e existence in the
Ment al Home. Julia, working a seventy-two-hour week and doi ng her
"sewing' at nights by the tiny gas-fire in her bedsitting-room
CGordon, nearly thirty, earning two quid a week in a fool's job, and
struggling, as the sole denonstrable object of his existence, with
a dreadful book that never got any further.

Possibly there were sonme other, nore distantly rel ated Comnst ocks,
for Gran' pa Constock had been one of a famly of twelve. But if
any survived they had grown rich and | ost touch with their poor
relations; for noney is thicker than blood. As for Gordon's branch
of the famly, the combined income of the five of them allow ng
for the lunmp sumthat had been paid down when Aunt Charlotte
entered the Mental Home, m ght have been six hundred a year. Their
conbi ned ages were two hundred and sixty-three years. None of them
had ever been out of England, fought in a war, been in prison,

ri dden a horse, travelled in an aeropl ane, got married, or given
birth to a child. There seened no reason why they shoul d not
continue in the same style until they died. Year in, year out,
NOTHI NG EVER HAPPENED in the Constock famly.
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Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over
The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare.

As a matter of fact, though, there was not a breath of wi nd that
afternoon. It was alnmpst as mild as spring. Gordon repeated to
hi nsel f the poem he had begun yesterday, in a cadenced whisper,
simply for the pleasure of the sound of it. He was pleased with
the poemat this nonent. |t was a good poem -or would be when it
was finished, anyway. He had forgotten that last night it had

al nrost made hi m si ck.

The plane trees brooded notionless, dimed by faint weaths of
mst. A trambooned in the valley far below. Gordon wal ked up
Mal kin Hill, rustling instep-deep through the dry, drifted | eaves.
Al'l down the pavement they were strewn, crinkly and gol den, Iike
the rustling flakes of sone American breakfast cereal; as though

t he queen of Brobdi ngnag had upset her packet of Truweet Breakfast
Crisps down the hillside.

Jolly, the windl ess winter days! Best time of all the year--or so
CGordon thought at this nonent. He was as happy as you can be when
you haven't snmoked all day and have only three-hal fpence and a Joey
in the world. This was Thursday, early-closing day and Gordon's
afternoon off. He was going to the house of Paul Doring, the
critic, who lived in Coleridge Grove and gave literary tea-parties.

It had taken him an hour or nore to get hinself ready. Social life
is so conplicated when your inconme is two quid a week. He had had
a painful shave in cold water imrediately after dinner. He had put
on his best suit--three years old but just passabl e when he
renenbered to press the trousers under his mattress. He had turned
his collar inside out and tied his tie so that the torn pl ace
didn't show Wth the point of a match he had scraped enough

bl acking fromthe tin to polish his shoes. He had even borrowed a
needl e from Lorenhei m and darned his socks--a tedi ous job, but
better than inking the places where your ankle shows through. Also
he had procured an enpty Cold Fl ake packet and put into it a single
cigarette extracted fromthe penny-in-the-slot-machine. That was
just for the | ook of the thing. You can't, of course, go to other
peopl e's houses with NO cigarettes. But if you have even one it's
all right, because when people see one cigarette in a packet they
assune that the packet has been full. It is fairly easy to pass
the thing off as an accident.

'Have a cigarette?' you say casually to sonmeone.

' Oh--thanks.'

You push the packet open and then register surprise. '"Hell! |'m
down to nmy last. And | could have sworn | had a full packet.'
"Ch, | won't take your last. Have one of MNE,' says the other.

' Oh--thanks.'

And after that, of course, your host and hostess press cigarettes
upon you. But you must have ONE cigarette, just for honour's sake.

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over. He would finish that poem
presently. He could finish it whenever he chose. It was queer,

how the nere prospect of going to a literary tea-party bucked him
up. Wien your income is two quid a week you at |least aren't jaded
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by too much human contact. Even to see the inside of sonmebody
el se's house is a kind of treat. A padded arncthair under your bum
and tea and cigarettes and the snell of women--you learn to
appreci ate such things when you are starved of them |In practice
t hough, Doring's parties never in the |east resenbled what Gordon
| ooked forward to. Those wonderful, witty, erudite conversations
t hat he inmagi ned beforehand--they never happened or began to
happen. |ndeed there was never anything that could properly be
call ed conversation at all; only the stupid clacking that goes on
at parties everywhere, in Hanpstead or Hong Kong. No one really
worth neeting ever cane to Doring's parties. Doring was such a
very mangy lion hinmself that his followers were hardly even worthy
to be called jackals. Quite half of themwere those hen-witted
m ddl e-aged wonmen who have | ately escaped from good Christian hones
and are trying to be literary. The star exhibits were troops of
bri ght young things who dropped in for half an hour, formed circles
of their own, and tal ked sniggeringly about the other bright young
things to whomthey referred by ni cknames. For the nost part
CGordon found hinsel f hangi ng about on the edges of conversations.
Doring was kind in a slapdash way and introduced himto everybody
as ' Gordon Comstock--YQU know, the poet. He wote that dashed
cl ever book of poens called Mce. YOQU know.' But Gordon had never
yet encountered anybody who DI D know. The bright young things
sumred himup at a glance and ignored him He was thirtyish, noth-
eaten, and obviously penniless. And yet, in spite of the
i nvari abl e di sappoi ntnent, how eagerly he | ooked forward to those
literary tea-parties! They were a break in his |oneliness, anyway.
That is the devilish thing about poverty, the ever-recurrent thing--
| oneliness. Day after day with never an intelligent person to
talk to; night after night back to your godl ess room always al one.
Perhaps it sounds rather fun if you are rich and sought-after; but
how different it is when you do it from necessity!

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over. A stream of cars humred
easily up the hill. Gordon eyed them wi thout envy. Who wants a
car, anyway? The pink doll-faces of upper-class wonen gazed at him
t hrough the car wi ndow. Bloody nit-witted | apdogs. Panpered

bi tches dozing on their chains. Better the |lone wolf than the
cringing dogs. He thought of the Tube stations at early norning.
The bl ack hordes of clerks scurrying underground like ants into a
hole; swarns of little ant-1ike men, each with dispatch-case in

ri ght hand, newspaper in left hand, and the fear of the sack like a
maggot in his heart. How it eats at them that secret fear!
Especially on wi nter days, when they hear the nmenace of the wi nd.
Wnter, the sack, the workhouse, the Enmbankment benches! Ah!

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over

The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare,

And the dark ribbons of the chi meys

Veer downward; flicked by whips of air,

Torn posters flutter; Coldly sound

The boom of trains and the rattle of hooves,
And the clerks who hurry to the station
Look, shuddering, over the eastern rooves,
Thi nki ng- -

VWhat do they think? Wnter's coning. Is ny job safe? The sack
nmeans the workhouse. Circuntise ye your foreskins, saith the Lord.
Suck the blacking off the boss's boots. Yes!
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Thi nki ng each one, 'Here cones the winter!
Pl ease God | keep ny job this year!'’
And bl eakly, as the cold strikes through
Their entrails like an icy spear,
They t hi nk- -

"Think' again. No matter. \Wat do they think? Mney, noney!
Rent, rates, taxes, school bills, season tickets, boots for the
children. And the life insurance policy and the skivvy's wages.
And, nmy God, suppose the wife gets in the famly way again! And
did I laugh | oud enough when the boss nade that joke yesterday?
And the next instal ment on the vacuum cl eaner.

Neatly, taking a pleasure in his neatness, with the sensation of
droppi ng piece after piece of a jigsaw puzzle into place, he
fashi oned anot her stanza:

They think of rent, rates, season tickets,

I nsurance, coal, the skivvy's wages,

Boots, school bills, and the next instal nent
Upon the two twin beds from Drage's.

Not bad, not bad at all. Finish it presently. Four or five nore
stanzas. Ravelston would print it.

A starling sat in the naked boughs of a plane tree, crooning self-
pitifully as starlings do on warm w nter days when they believe
spring is in the air. At the foot of the tree a huge sandy cat sat
noti onl ess, mouth open, gazing upwards with rapt desire, plainly
expecting that the starling would drop into its mouth. Gordon
repeated to hinmself the four finished stanzas of his poem It was
GOOD. Why had he thought |ast night that it was nechanical, weak,
and enpty? He was a poet. He wal ked nore upright, arrogantly
alnbst, with the pride of a poet. Gordon Comstock, author of M ce.
'"Of exceptional promise,' The Times Lit. Supp. had said. Author

al so of London Pl easures. For that too would be finished quite
soon. He knew now that he could finish it when he chose. Wy had
he ever despaired of it? Three nonths it mght take; soon enough
to come out in the sutmer. In his nmnd s eye he saw the 'slini
whi t e buckram shape of London Pl easures; the excellent paper, the
wi de margi ns, the good Caslon type, the refined dust-jacket, and

the reviews in all the best papers. 'An outstandi ng achievenent'--
The Tines Lit. Supp. 'A welcone relief fromthe Sitwell school'--
Scruti ny.

Col eri dge Grove was a danp, shadowy, secluded road, a blind alley
and therefore void of traffic. Literary associations of the wong
ki nd (Col eri dge was runmoured to have lived there for six weeks in
the sumrer of 1821) hung heavy upon it. You could not |look at its
anti que decayi ng houses, standing back fromthe road in dank
gardens under heavy trees, without feeling an atnmosphere of

out roded 'culture' envelop you. In sone of those houses,
undoubt edl y, Browning Societies still flourished, and ladies in art
serge sat at the feet of extinct poets tal king about Sw nburne and
Walter Pater. |In spring the gardens were sprinkled with purple and
yel l ow crocuses, and later with harebells, springing up in little
Wendy rings anong the anaemi c grass; and even the trees, it seened
to Gordon, played up to their environment and tw sted thensel ves

i nto whi ney Rackhanesque attitudes. It was queer that a prosperous
hack critic like Paul Doring should live in such a place. For
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Dori ng was an astoni shingly bad critic. He reviewed novels for the
Sunday Post and di scovered the great English novel with WAl pol ean
regularity once a fortnight. You would have expected himto |live
ina flat on Hyde Park Corner. Perhaps it was a kind of penance
that he had i nposed upon hinself, as though by living in the
refined di sconfort of Coleridge Grove he propitiated the injured
gods of literature.

Gordon canme round the corner, turning over in his mnd a line from
London Pl easures. And then suddenly he stopped short. There was
somet hi ng wong about the | ook of the Dorings' gate. Wat was it?
Ah, of course! There were no cars waiting outside.

He paused, wal ked on a step or two, and stopped again, |ike a dog
that snells danger. It was all wong. There OUGHT to be sone
cars. There were always quite a | ot of people at the Dorings
parties, and half of themcane in cars. Wy had nobody el se
arrived? Could he be too early? But no! They had said half past
three and it was at |east twenty to four.

He hastened towards the gate. Already he felt practically sure
that the party HAD been put off. A chill like the shadow of a
cloud had fallen across him Suppose the Dorings weren't at hone!
Suppose the party had been put off! And this thought, though it

di smayed him did not strike himas in the |least inprobable. It
was hi s special bugbear, the especial childish dread he carried
about with him to be invited to people's houses and then find them
not at home. Even when there was no doubt about the invitation he
al ways hal f expected that there would be some hitch or other. He
was never quite certain of his welcome. He took it for granted

t hat peopl e woul d snub himand forget about him Wy not, indeed?
He had no noney. Wen you have no noney your life is one |ong
series of snubs.

He swung the iron gate open. It creaked with a lonely sound. The
dank nossy path was bordered with chunks of sone Rackhanesque

pi nki sh stone. Gordon inspected the house-front narrowy. He was
so used to this kind of thing. He had devel oped a sort of Sherl ock
Hol mes techni que for finding out whether a house was i nhabited or
not. Ah! Not much doubt about it this time. The house had a
deserted | ook. No snoke coming fromthe chi meys, no w ndows
lighted. It nust be getting darkish indoors--surely they woul d
have |ighted the lanmps? And there was not a single footmark on the
steps; that settled it. Nevertheless with a sort of desperate hope
he tugged at the bell. An old-fashioned wire bell, of course. In
Col eridge Gove it would have been considered low and unliterary to
have an el ectric bell.

Cl ang, clang, clang! went the bell.

CGordon's | ast hope vani shed. No m staking the hollow cl angour of a
bel | echoing through an enpty house. He seized the handl e again
and gave it a wench that al nbst broke the wire. A frightful

cl anor ous peal answered him But it was usel ess, quite usel ess.

Not a foot stirred within. Even the servants were out. At this
nonent he becanme aware of a |lace cap, some dark hair, and a pair of
yout hful eyes regarding himfurtively fromthe basement of the
house next door. It was a servant-girl who had conme out to see
what all the noi se was about. She caught his eye and gazed into
the nmiddl e distance. He |ooked a fool and knew it. One al ways
does | ook a fool when one rings the bell of an enpty house. And
suddenly it cane to himthat that girl knew all about him-knew
that the party had been put off and that everyone except Gordon had
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been told of it--knew that it was because he had no noney that he
wasn't worth the trouble of telling. SHE knew. Servants al ways
know.

He turned and nmade for the gate. Under the servant's eye he had to
stroll casually away, as though this were a small disappoi nt ment
that scarcely nmattered. But he was trenbling so with anger that it
was difficult to control his novenents. The sods! The bl oody
sods! To have played a trick Iike that on him To have invited
him and then changed the day and not even bothered to tell him
There m ght be other explanations--he just refused to think of
them The sods, the bloody sods! His eye fell upon one of the
Rackhamesque chunks of stone. How he'd love to pick that thing up
and bash it through the wi ndow! He grasped the rusty gate-bar so
hard that he hurt his hand and alnmobst tore it. The physical pain

did himgood. It counteracted the agony at his heart. It was not
nerely that he had been cheated of an evening spent in hunman
conpany, though that was nuch. It was the feeling of helplessness,

of 1 nsignificance, of being set aside, ignored--a creature not
worth worrying about. They'd changed the day and hadn't even
bothered to tell him Told everybody el se, but not him That's
how peopl e treat you when you've no noney! Just wantonly, col d-
bl oodedly insult you. It was likely enough, indeed, that the
Dori ngs' had honestly forgotten, meaning no harm it was even
possi bl e that he hinmself had m staken the date. But no! He
woul dn't think of it. The Dorings' had done it on purpose. O
COURSE t hey had done it on purpose! Just hadn't troubled to tel
hi m because he had no nobney and consequently didn't matter. The
sods!

He wal ked rapidly away. There was a sharp pain in his breast.
Human contact, human voi ces! But what was the good of wi shing?
He'd have to spend the evening alone, as usual. His friends were
so few and lived so far away. Rosemary would still be at work;
besi des, she lived at the back of beyond, in West Kensington, in a
worren' s hostel guarded by feral e dragons. Ravel ston |ived nearer,
in the Regent's Park district. But Ravelston was a rich nan and
had many engagenents; the chances were always agai nst his being at
hone. Gordon could not even ring himup, because he hadn't the
necessary two pennies; only three hal fpence and the Joey. Besides,
how coul d he go and see Ravel ston when he had no nbney? Ravel ston
woul d be sure to say 'Let's go to a pub,' or sonething! He
couldn't let Ravelston pay for his drinks. His friendship with
Ravel ston was only possible on the understanding that he paid his
share of everything.

He took out his single cigarette and lighted it. It gave himno

pl easure to snoke, wal king fast; it was a nere reckl ess gesture

He did not take much notice of where he was going. All he wanted
was to tire hinmself, to walk and walk till the stupid physica
fatigue had obliterated the Dorings' snub. He noved roughly

sout hwar d- -t hrough t he wastes of Canden Town, down Tottenham Court
Road. It had been dark for sonme time now. He crossed Oxford
Street, threaded through Covent Garden, found hinmself in the
Strand, and crossed the river by Waterloo Bridge. Wth night the
cold had descended. As he wal ked his anger grew | ess violent, but
his mood could not fundamentally inprove. There was a thought that
kept haunting him-a thought from which he fled, but which was not
to be escaped. It was the thought of his poems. His enpty, silly,
futile poens! How could he ever have believed in then? To think
that actually he had inagi ned, so short a time ago, that even
London Pl easures m ght one day come to sonmething! It made him sick
to think of his poens now It was |ike remenbering last night's
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debauch. He knew in his bones that he was no good and his poens
were no good. London Pl easures would never be finished. |If he
lived to be a thousand he would never wite a line worth reading.
Over and over, in self-hatred, he repeated those four stanzas of
the poem he had been making up. Christ, what tripe! Rhyne to
rhyme--tinkle, tinkle, tinkle! Hollow as an enpty biscuit tin.
THAT was the kind of muck he had wasted his life on.

He had wal ked a | ong way, five or seven niles perhaps. His feet
were hot and swollen fromthe pavenents. He was somewhere in
Lanbeth, in a slumy quarter where the narrow, puddl ed street

pl unged i nto blackness at fifty yards' distance. The few | anps,

m st-ringed, hung like isolated stars, illumning nothing save

t hemsel ves. He was getting devilishly hungry. The coffee-shops
tenmpted himwith their steany wi ndows and their chal ked signs:
'Good Cup of Tea, 2d. No Urns Used.' But it was no use, he
couldn't spend his Joey. He went under sonme echoing railway arches
and up the alley on to Hungerford Bridge. On the mry water, |it
by the glare of skysigns, the muck of East London was racing
inland. Corks, |enobns, barrel-staves, a dead dog, hunks of bread
Gordon wal ked al ong the Enbanknent to Westminster. The wi nd nade
the plane trees rattle. Sharply the menacing wi nd sweeps over. He
wi nced. That tripe again! Even now, though it was Decenber, a few
poor draggled old wecks were settling down on the benches, tucking
t hemsel ves up in sort of parcels of newspaper. Gordon | ooked at
them callously. On the bum they called it. He would come to it

hi nsel f sone day. Better so, perhaps? He never felt any pity for
the genuine poor. It is the black-coated poor, the niddle-niddle
cl ass, who need pitying

He wal ked up to Trafal gar Square. Hours and hours to kill. The
Nati onal Gallery? Ah, shut |long ago, of course. It would be. It
was a quarter past seven. Three, four, five hours before he could
sl eep. He wal ked seven tinmes round the square, slowy. Four tines
cl ockwi se, three tines widdershins. H's feet were sore and nost of
t he benches were enpty, but he would not sit down. |f he halted
for an instant the |onging for tobacco would come upon him In the
Charing Cross Road the teashops called like sirens. Once the glass
door of a Lyons swung open, letting out a wave of hot cake-scented
air. It alnost overcane him After all, why NOT go in? You could
sit there for nearly an hour. A cup of tea twopence, two buns a
penny each. He had fourpence hal fpenny, counting the Joey. But

no! That bl oody Joey! The girl at the cash desk would titter. In
a vivid vision he saw the girl at the cash desk, as she handled his
t hreepenny-bit, grin sidelong at the girl behind the cake-counter.
They'd KNOWit was your |ast threepence. No use. Shove on. Keep
novi ng.

In the deadly glare of the Neon Iights the pavenents were densely
cromded. Gordon threaded his way, a snmall shabby figure, with pale
face and unkenpt hair. The crowd slid past him he avoi ded and was
avoi ded. There is something horrible about London at night; the

col dness, the anonynmity, the al oofness. Seven mllion people,
sliding to and fro, avoiding contact, barely aware of one another's
exi stence, like fish in an aquariumtank. The street swarmed with

pretty girls. By scores they streamed past him their faces
averted or unseeing; cold nynph-creatures, dreading the eyes of the
male. |t was queer how many of them seened to be alone, or with
another girl. Far nore wonmen al one than wormen with nen, he noted
That too was noney. How many girls alive wouldn't be manl ess
sooner than take a man who's noneyl ess?

The pubs were open, o00zing sour whiffs of beer. People were
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trickling by ones and twos into the picture-houses. Gordon halted
outside a great garish picture-house, under the weary eye of the
conmi ssionaire, to exam ne the photographs. Geta Garbo in The
Painted Veil. He yearned to go inside, not for Greta's sake, but
just for the warnmh and the softness of the velvet seat. He hated
the pictures, of course, seldomwent there even when he coul d
afford it. Wiy encourage the art that is destined to repl ace
literature? But still, there is a kind of soggy attraction about
it. To sit on the padded seat in the warm snoke-scented darkness,
letting the flickering drivel on the screen gradually overwhel m
you--feeling the waves of its silliness lap you round till you seem
to drown, intoxicated, in a viscous sea--after all, it's the kind
of drug we need. The right drug for friendl ess people. As he
approached the Pal ace Theatre a tart on sentry-go under the porch
mar ked hi m down, stepped forward, and stood in his path. A short,
stocky Italian girl, very young, with big black eyes. She | ooked
agreeabl e, and, what tarts so seldomare, nmerry. For a nonment he
checked his step, even allow ng hinself to catch her eye. She
| ooked up at him ready to break out into a broad-Ilipped snle.
Why not stop and talk to her? She | ooked as though she night
understand him But no! No noney! He |ooked away and si de-
stepped her with the cold haste of a man whom poverty makes
virtuous. How furious she'd be if he stopped and then she found he
had no money! He pressed on. Even to talk costs npney.

Up Tottenham Court Road and Canden Road it was a dreary drudge. He
wal ked sl ower, dragging his feet a little. He had done ten nmiles
over pavenents. Mre girls streaned past, unseeing. Grls alone
girls with youths, girls with other girls, girls alone. Their
cruel youthful eyes went over him and through himas though he had
not existed. He was too tired to resent it. Hi s shoulders
surrendered to their weariness; he slouched, not trying any |onger
to preserve his upright carriage and his you-be-damed air. They
flee fromme that someone did ne seek. How could you bl ame then?
He was thirty, noth-eaten, and without charm Wy should any girl
ever | ook at him again?

He reflected that he nust go hone at once if he wanted any food--
for Ma Wsbeach refused to serve neals after nine o' clock. But the
t hought of his cold wonanl ess bedroom sickened him To clinb the

stairs, light the gas, flop down at the table with hours to kill
and nothing to do, nothing to read, nothing to snoke--no, NOT
endurable. In Canden Town the pubs were full and noisy, though

this was only Thursday. Three wonen, red-arnmed, squat as the beer
mugs in their hands, stood outside a pub door, talking. From

wi thin came hoarse voices, fag-snoke, the fune of beer. Gordon

t hought of the Crichton Arnms. Flaxman nmight be there. Wy not
risk it? A half of bitter, threepence hal fpenny. He had fourpence
hal f penny counting the Joey. After all, a Joey IS |egal tender.

He felt dreadfully thirsty already. It had been a mistake to |et
hi nsel f think of beer. As he approached the Crichton, he heard
voi ces singing. The great garish pub seemed to be nore brightly
lighted than usual. There was a concert of something going on
inside. Twenty ripe nale voices were chanting in unison:

'"Fo--or REE'S a jorrigoo' fell ow
For REE'S a jorrigoo' fellow,

For REE'S a jorrigoo' fe--ELL--OW-
And toori oori us!'
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At least, that was what it sounded |like. Gordon drew nearer
pi erced by a ravishing thirst. The voices were so soggy, SO
infinitely beery. Wen you heard them you saw the scarlet faces of
prosperous plunmbers. There was a private room behind the bar where
the Buffal oes held their secret conclaves. Doubtless it was they
who were singing. They were giving some kind of comrenorative
booze to their president, secretary, G and Herbivore, or whatever
he is called. GCordon hesitated outside the Saloon bar. Better to
go to the public bar, perhaps. Draught beer in the public, bottled
beer in the saloon. He went round to the other side of the pub
The beer-choked voices followed him

"Wth a toori oori ay.
An' a toori oori ay!

'"Fo--or REE'S a jorrigoo' fellow
For REE'S a jorrigoo' fellow-'

He felt quite faint for a nonent. But it was fatigue and hunger as
well as thirst. He could picture the cosy room where those
Buf f al oes were singing; the roaring fire, the big shiny table, the
bovi ne photographs on the wall. Could picture also, as the singing
ceased, twenty scarlet faces disappearing into pots of beer. He
put his hand into his pocket and made sure that the threepenny-bit

was still there. After all, why not? In the public bar, who would
conment? Slap the Joey down on the bar and pass it off as a joke
'Been saving that up fromthe Christnas puddi ng--ha, ha!' Laughter

all round. Already he seenmed to have the netallic taste of draught
beer on his tongue.

He fingered the tiny disc, irresolute. The Buffaloes had tuned up
agai n:

"Wth a toori oori ay,
An' a toori oori ay!

"Fo--or REE'S a jorrigoo' fellow-'

Gordon noved back to the saloon bar. The wi ndow was frosted, and
al so steany fromthe heat inside. Still, there were chinks where
you could see through. He peeped in. Yes, Flaxman was there

The sal oon bar was crowded. Like all rooms seen fromthe outside
it | ooked ineffably cosy. The fire that blazed in the grate
danced, mirrored, in the brass spittoons. Gordon thought he could
al nost snmell the beer through the glass. Flaxman was propping up
the bar with two fish-faced pals who | ooked |ike insurance-touts of
the better type. One elbow on the bar, his foot on the rail, a
beer-streaked gl ass in the other hand, he was swappi hg backchat
with the blonde cutie barmaid. She was standing on a chair behind
the bar, ranging the bottled beer and tal king saucily over her
shoul der. You couldn't hear what they were saying, but you could
guess. Flaxman let fall some nenorable witticism The fish-faced
men bell owed with obscene | aughter. And the blonde cutie,
tittering down at him half shocked and hal f delighted, wiggled
her neat little bum

CGordon's heart sickened. To be in there, just to be in there
In the warmth and light, with people to talk to, with beer and
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cigarettes and a girl to flirt with! After all, why NOT go in?
You coul d borrow a bob off Flaxman. Flaxman would lend it to you
all right. He pictured Fl axnan's carel ess assent--'Wat ho
chappie! Hows life? Wat? A bob? Sure! Take two. Catch,
chappie!'--and the florin flicked al ong the beer-wet bar. Flaxman
was a decent sort, in his way.

Gordon put his hand agai nst the swing door. He even pushed it open
a few inches. The warmfog of snoke and beer slipped through the
crack. A famliar, reviving snell; nevertheless as he snelled it
his nerve failed him No! Inpossible to go in. He turned away.
He couldn't go shoving in that saloon bar with only fourpence

hal fpenny in his pocket. Never |et other people buy your drinks
for you! The first conmandnent of the noneyless. He nmade off,
down t he dark pavenent.

"For REE'S a jorrigoo' fe--ELL--OWM-
And toori oori us!

"Wth a toori oori, ay!
An' a-'

The voices, dimnishing with distance, rolled after him bearing
faint tidings of beer. Gordon took the threepenny-bit fromhis
pocket and sent it skinmm ng away into the darkness.

He was going honme, if you could call it 'going'. At any rate he
was gravitating in that direction. He did not want to go home, but
he had got to sit down. His |Iegs ached and his feet were bruised
and that vile bedroomwas the sole place in London where he had
purchased the right to sit down. He slipped in quietly, but, as
usual, not quite so quietly that Ms Wsbeach failed to hear him
She gave him a brief nosy glance round the corner of her door. It
would be a little after nine. She mght get hima nmeal if he asked
her. But she would grizzle and make a favour of it, and he woul d
go to bed hungry sooner than face that.

He started up the stairs. He was half way up the first flight when
a doubl e knock behind made him junp. The post! Perhaps a letter
from Rosemary

Forced fromoutside, the letter flap lifted, and with an effort,
like a heron regurgitating a flatfish, vomted a bunch of letters
on to the mat. Gordon's heart bounded. There were six or seven of
them Surely among all that |lot there nust be one for hinself!
Ms W sbeach, as usual, had darted fromher lair at the sound of
the postman's knock. As a matter of fact, in two years Gordon had
never once succeeded in getting hold of a letter before Ms

W sbeach | aid hands on it. She gathered the letters jealously to
her breast, and then, holding themup one at a time, scanned their
addresses. From her manner you coul d gather that she suspected
each one of them of containing a wit, an inproper |love letter, or
an ad for Anen Pills.

'"One for you, M Constock,' she said sourly, handing hima letter.

Hi s heart shrank and paused in its beat. A |ong-shaped envel ope.
Not from Rosemary, therefore. Ah! It was addressed in his own
handwiting. Fromthe editor of a paper, then. He had two poens
'out' at present. One with the Californian Review, the other with
the Prinrose Quarterly. But this wasn't an American stanp. And
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the Prinrose had had his poem at |east six weeks! Good God
supposing they'd accepted it!

He had forgotten Rosemary's existence. He said 'Thanks!', stuck
the letter in his pocket, and started up the stairs with outward
calm but no sooner was he out of Ms Wsbeach's sight that he
bounded up three steps at a time. He had got to be alone to open
that letter. Even before he reached the door he was feeling for
hi s matchbox, but his fingers were trenbling so that in lighting
the gas he chipped the mantle. He sat down, took the letter from
hi s pocket, and then quailed. For a nonent he could not nerve
hinself to open it. He held it up to the light and felt it to see
how thick it was. H's poem had been two sheets. Then, calling
hinself a fool, he ripped the envel ope open. CQut tunbled his own
poem and with it a neat--oh, so neat!--little printed slip of
imtation parchnent:

The Editor regrets that he is unable to nake use of the encl osed
contri bution.

The slip was decorated with a design of funereal |aurel |eaves.

CGordon gazed at the thing with wordl ess hatred. Perhaps no snub in
the world is so deadly as this, because none is so unanswerabl e.
Suddenly he | oathed his own poem and was acutely ashamed of it. He
felt it the weakest, silliest poemever witten. Wthout | ooking
at it again he tore it into small bits and flung theminto the

wast epaper basket. He would put that poemout of his nmind for

ever. The rejection slip, however, he did not tear up yet. He
fingered it, feeling its loathly sleekness. Such an elegant little
thing, printed in admrable type. You could tell at a glance that
it cane froma 'good' mmgazi ne--a snooty hi ghbrow magazine with the
noney of a publishing house behind it. Money, noney! Money and
culture! It was a stupid thing that he had done. Fancy sending a
poemto a paper like the Prinrose! As though they'd accept poens
frompeople like HM The nere fact that the poem wasn't typed
woul d tell them what kind of person he was. He might as well have
dropped a card on Bucki ngham Pal ace. He thought of the people who
wote for the Prinrose; a coterie of nobneyed hi ghbrows--those

sl eek, refined young ani mals who suck in nmoney and culture with
their nother's mlk. The idea of trying to horn in anong that
pansy crowd! But he cursed themall the same. The sods! The

bl oody sods! 'The Editor regrets!' Wy be so bl oody neal y- nout hed
about it? Wy not say outright, 'We don't want your bloody poens.
We only take poens from chaps we were at Canbridge with. You

prol etarians keep your distance'? The bl oody, hypocritical sods!

At last he crunpled up the rejection slip, threwit away, and stood
up. Better get to bed while he had the energy to undress. Bed was
the only place that was warm But wait. Wnd the clock, set the
alarm He went through the famliar action with a sense of deadly
stal eness. His eye fell upon the aspidistra. Two years he had

i nhabited this vile room two nortal years in which nothing had
been acconplished. Seven hundred wasted days, all ending in the

| onely bed. Snubs, failures, insults, all of them unavenged.

Money, money, all is noney! Because he had no noney the Dorings
snubbed him because he had no noney the Prinrose had turned down
hi s poem because he had no noney Rosemary wouldn't sleep with him
Social failure, artistic failure, sexual failure--they are all the
same. And | ack of noney is at the bottom of them all
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He must hit back at sonmebody or sonething. He could not go to bed
with that rejection slip as the last thing in his mnd. He thought
of Rosemary. It was five days now since she had witten. |If there
had been a letter fromher this evening even that rap over the
knuckl es fromthe Prinrose Quarterly would have mattered | ess. She
decl ared that she loved him and she wouldn't sleep with him
woul dn't even wite to him She was the sanme as all the others.
She despi sed himand forgot about hi m because he had no noney and
therefore didn't matter. He would wite her an enornous |etter,
telling her what it felt Iike to be ignored and insulted, nmaking
her see how cruelly she had treated him

He found a clean sheet of paper and wote in the top right-hand
corner:

'31 WI Il owbed Road, NW 1 Decenber, 9.30 p.m

But having witten that much, he found that he could wite no nore.
He was in the defeated nobod when even the witing of a letter is
too great an effort. Besides, what was the use? She would never
understand. No woman ever understands. But he nust wite

sonmet hing. Sonething to wound her--that was what he npst wanted,
at this nmonent. He neditated for a long time, and at |ast wote,
exactly in the nmddl e of the sheet:

You have broken ny heart.

No address, no signature. Rather neat it |ooked, all by itself,
there in the nmiddle of the sheet, in his small 'scholarly'
handwiting. A nost like a little poemin itself. This thought
cheered himup a little.

He stuck the letter in an envel ope and went out and posted it at
the post office on the corner, spending his last three hal fpence on
a penny stanp and a hal f penny stanp out of the slot machine

"We're printing that poem of yours in next nmonth's Antichrist,"’
said Ravel ston fromhis first-floor w ndow.

CGordon, on the pavenent below, affected to have forgotten the poem

Ravel st on was speaki ng about; he remenbered it intimtely, of
course, as he remenbered all his poens.

"VWhi ch poen?' he said.

'The one about the dying prostitute. W thought it was rather
successful.' Gordon | aughed a | augh of gratified conceit, and
managed to pass it off as a |augh of sardoni c anusenent

"Aha! A dying prostitute! That's rather what you m ght call one
of my subjects. [I'll do you one about an aspidistra next tinme.'

Ravel ston's over-sensitive, boyish face, franed by nice dark-brown
hair, drew back a little fromthe w ndow.

"It's intolerably cold,' he said. 'You' d better come up and have
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some food, or sonething.

"No, you conme down. |'ve had dinner. Let's go to a pub and have
sone beer.'

"All right then. Half a mnute while | get ny shoes on.

They had been tal king for some minutes, Gordon on the pavenent,
Ravel ston | eani ng out of the w ndow above. Gordon had announced
his arrival not by knocking at the door but by throwi ng a pebble
agai nst the wi ndow pane. He never, if he could help it, set foot
i nsi de Ravel ston's flat. There was sonmething in the atnosphere of
the flat that upset himand made himfeel mean, dirty, and out of

place. 1t was so overwhel mi ngly, though unconsciously, upper-
class. Only in the street or in a pub could he feel hinself
approxi mately Ravel ston's equal. It would have astoni shed

Ravel ston to learn that his four-rooned flat, which he thought of
as a poky little place, had this effect upon Gordon. To Ravel ston,
living in the wilds of Regent's Park was practically the same thing
as living in the sluns; he had chosen to live there, en bon

soci aliste, precisely as your social snob will live in a mews in
Mayfair for the sake of the '"W' on his notepaper. It was part of
alifelong attenpt to escape fromhis own class and becone, as it
were, an honorary nmenber of the proletariat. Like all such
attenpts, it was foredoonmed to failure. No rich man ever succeeds
in disguising hinmself as a poor man; for noney, like murder, will
out.

On the street door there was a brass plate inscribed:

P. W H RAVELSTON
ANTI CHRI ST

Ravel ston lived on the first floor, and the editorial offices of
Antichrist were downstairs. Antichrist was a nmiddle- to high-brow
mont hly, Socialist in a vehenent but ill-defined way. |n general
it gave the inpression of being edited by an ardent Nonconforni st
who had transferred his allegiance from God to Marx, and in doing
so had got mxed up with a gang of vers libre poets. This was not
really Ravel ston's character; merely he was softer-hearted than an
editor ought to be, and consequently was at the mercy of his
contributors. Practically anything got printed in Antichrist if
Ravel ston suspected that its author was starving.

Ravel st on appeared a nonent |later, hatless and pulling on a pair of
gauntl et gloves. You could tell himat a glance for a rich young
man. He wore the uniformof the noneyed intelligentsia; an old
tweed coat--but it was one of those coats which have been nade by a
good tailor and grow nore aristocratic as they grow ol der--very

| oose grey flannel bags, a grey pullover, much-worn brown shoes.

He made a point of going everywhere, even to fashionable houses and
expensi ve restaurants, in these clothes, just to show his contenpt
for upper-class conventions; he did not fully realize that it is
only the upper classes who can do these things. Though he was a
year ol der than Gordon he | ooked much younger. He was very tall
with a | ean, w de-shoul dered body and the typical |ounging grace

of the upper-class youth. But there was sonething curiously

apol ogetic in his nmovenents and in the expression of his face. He
seermed always in the act of stepping out of sonebody el se's way.
VWhen expressing an opinion he would rub his nose with the back of
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his left forefinger. The truth was that in every nmonent of his
life he was apol ogizing, tacitly, for the | argeness of his incone.
You coul d make hi munconfortable as easily by rem nding himthat he
was rich as you could make Gordon by rem nding himthat he was
poor .

"You've had dinner, | gather?' said Ravelston, in his rather
Bl oonsbury voi ce.

'Yes, ages ago. Haven't you?
'Ch, yes, certainly. ©h, quite!

It was twenty past eight and Gordon had had no food since nidday.
Nei t her had Ravel ston. Gordon did not know that Ravel ston was
hungry, but Ravel ston knew that Gordon was hungry, and Gordon knew
that Ravel ston knew it. Neverthel ess, each saw good reason for
pretendi ng not to be hungry. They sel dom or never had neal s
together. Gordon would not |et Ravelston buy his neals for him
and for hinmself he could not afford to go to restaurants, not even
to a Lyons or an A .B.C. This was Mnday and he had five and

ni nepence left. He might afford a couple of pints at a pub, but

not a proper neal. When he and Ravel ston nmet it was al ways agreed,
with silent manoeuvrings, that they should do nothing that invol ved
spendi ng noney, beyond the shilling or so one spends in a pub. In

this way the fiction was kept up that there was no serious
difference in their incomes.

Gordon sidled closer to Ravel ston as they started down the
pavermrent. He would have taken his arm only of course one can't do
that kind of thing. Beside Ravelston's taller, conelier figure he
| ooked frail, fretful, and miserably shabby. He adored Ravel ston
and was never quite at ease in his presence. Ravelston had not
nerely a charm of manner, but also a kind of fundanental decency,
a graceful attitude to life, which Gordon scarcely encountered

el sewhere. Undoubtedly it was bound up with the fact that

Ravel ston was rich. For nmoney buys all virtues. Money suffereth
long and is kind, is not puffed up, doth not behave unseemy,
seeketh not her own. But in some ways Ravel ston was not even |ike
a noneyed person. The fatty degeneration of the spirit which goes
with wealth had m ssed him or he had escaped it by a conscious
effort. Indeed his whole Iife was a struggle to escape it. It was
for this reason that he gave up his tine and a large part of his
income to editing an unpopul ar Socialist nonthly. And apart from
Antichrist, nmoney flowed fromhimin all directions. A tribe of
cadgers ranging frompoets to pavenment-artists browsed upon him
unceasingly. For hinmself he Iived upon eight hundred a year or

t hereabouts. Even of this income he was acutely ashamed. It was
not, he realized, exactly a proletarian incone; but he had never

| earned to get along on less. Eight hundred a year was a mini num
living wage to him as two pounds a week was to Gordon.

"How i s your work getting on?' said Ravel ston presently.

"Ch, as usual. It's a drowsy kind of job. Swapping back-chat with
ol d hens about Hugh Walpole. | don't object to it.'
"I meant your own work--your witing. |s London Pleasures getting

on all right?
"Ch, Christ! Don't speak of it. [It's turning my hair grey.'
"Isn't it going forward at all?'
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"My books don't go forward. They go backward.'

Ravel ston sighed. As editor of Antichrist, he was used to
encour agi ng despondent poets that it had becone a second nature to
him He did not need telling why Gordon 'couldn't' wite, and why
all poets nowadays 'can't' wite, and why when they do wite it is
sonmething as arid as the rattling of a pea inside a big drum He
said with synpathetic gl oom

"Of course | admit this isn't a hopeful age to wite poetry in.'
"You bet it isn't.

CGordon kicked his heel against the pavement. He wi shed that London
Pl easures had not been nentioned. It brought back to himthe
menory of his mean, cold bedroom and the griny papers littered
under the aspidistra. He said abruptly:

"This witing business! What b--s it all is! Sitting in a corner
torturing a nerve which won't even respond any |onger. And who
want s poetry nowadays? Training performng fleas woul d be nore
useful by conparison.'

"Still, you oughtn't to let yourself be discouraged. After all
you do produce something, which is nore than one can say for a | ot
of poets nowadays. There was Mce, for instance.'

"Ch, Mce! It nakes me spew to think of it.

He thought with | oathing of that sneaky little fool scap octavo.
Those forty or fifty drab, dead little poens, each like a little
abortion in its labelled jar. 'Exceptional promse', The Tines
Lit. Supp. had said. A hundred and fifty-three copies sold and the
rest remai ndered. He had one of those novenents of contenpt and
even horror which every artist has at times when he thinks of his
own wor k.

"It's dead,' he said. 'Dead as a blasted foetus in a bottle.'

"Ch, well, | suppose that happens to nost books. You can't
expect an enormous sal e for poetry nowadays. There's too nuch
conpetition.'

"I didn't mean that. | meant the poens thenselves are dead
There's no life in them Everything | wite is |like that.

Li fel ess, gutless. Not necessarily ugly or vulgar; but dead--just
dead.' The word 'dead' re-echoed in his mnd, setting up its own
train of thought. He added: 'My poens are dead because |'m dead
You're dead. We're all dead. Dead people in a dead world.'

Ravel ston nurnured agreement, with a curious air of guilt. And now
they were of f upon their favourite subject--CGordon's favourite

subj ect, anyway; the futility, the bl oodiness, the deathliness of
nodern life. They never met without talking for at |east half an
hour in this vein. But it always nmade Ravel ston feel rather
unconfortable. 1In a way, of course, he knew-it was precisely this
that Antichrist existed to point out--that |ife under a decayi ng
capitalismis deathly and neaningl ess. But this know edge was only
theoretical. You can't really feel that kind of thing when your
income is eight hundred a year. Mbst of the tine, when he wasn't

t hi nki ng of coal -niners, Chinese junk-coolies, and the unenpl oyed
in Mddl esbrough, he felt that |ife was pretty good fun. Moreover,
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he had the naive belief that in alittle while Socialismis going
to put things right. Gordon always seened to himto exaggerate.
So there was subtl e di sagreenent between them which Ravel ston was
t oo good-nmannered to press hone.

But with Gordon it was different. Gordon's income was two pounds a
week. Therefore the hatred of nodern life, the desire to see our
noney-civilization blowm to hell by bonmbs, was a thing he genuinely
felt. They were wal ki ng southward, down a darkish, nmeanly decent
residential street with a few shuttered shops. From a hoarding on
the bl ank end of a house the yard-w de face of Corner Table
sinmpered, pallid in the lanplight. Gordon caught a glinpse of a

wi thering aspidistra in a |lower window London! Mle after mle
of mean lonely houses, let off in flats and single roons; not

hones, not conmunities, just clusters of meaningless lives drifting
in a sort of drowsy chaos to the grave! He saw nmen as corpses
wal ki ng. The thought that he was nerely objectifying his own inner
m sery hardly troubled him His mnd went back to Wednesday
afternoon, when he had desired to hear the eneny aeropl anes zooni ng
over London. He caught Ravel ston's arm and paused to gesticul ate
at the Corner Tabl e poster.

'Look at that bloody thing up there! Look at it, just look at it!
Doesn't it make you spew?'

"It's aesthetically offensive, | grant. But | don't see that it
matters very greatly.'

"OfF course it matters--having the town plastered with things like
t hat .’

"Ch, well, it's nmerely a tenporary phenonenon. Capitalismin its
| ast phase. | doubt whether it's worth worryi ng about.'

"But there's nore in it than that. Just |look at that fellow s face
gapi ng down at us! You can see our whole civilization witten
there. The inbecility, the enptiness, the desolation! You can't
ook at it without thinking of French letters and machi ne guns. Do
you know that the other day | was actually w shing war woul d break
out? | was longing for it--praying for it, alnost.'

'"Of course, the trouble is, you see, that about half the young nen
in Europe are w shing the sane thing.'

'Let's hope they are. Then perhaps it'll happen.'

"My dear old chap, no! Once is enough, surely.'

CGordon wal ked on, fretfully. 'This life we |ive nowadays! It's
not life, it's stagnation, death-in-life. Look at all these bl oody
houses, and the nmeani ngl ess people inside them  Sonetinmes | think
we're all corpses. Just rotting upright.'

'But where you nmke your m stake, don't you see, is in talking as
if all this was incurable. This is only something that's got to
happen before the proletariat take over.

"Oh, Socialism Don't talk to ne about Socialism'

"You ought to read Marx, Gordon, you really ought. Then you'd
realize that this is only a phase. It can't go on for ever.

"Can't it? It FEELS as if it was going on for ever.'
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"It's merely that we're at a bad noment. We've got to die before
we can be reborn, if you take my neaning.'

"We're dying right enough. | don't see much signs of our being
reborn.’
Ravel ston rubbed his nose. 'Oh, well, we must have faith,

suppose. And hope.'
"W nust have noney you nean,' said Gordon gl oomily.
' Money?'

"It's the price of optimism Gve me five quid a week and |I'D be a
Socialist, | dare say.'

Ravel ston | ooked away, disconforted. This noney-business!
Everywhere it came up agai nst you! Gordon wi shed he had not said
it. Mney is the one thing you must never nention when you are
with people richer than yourself. O if you do, then it nust be
noney in the abstract, noney with a big 'M, not the actua
concrete nmoney that's in your pocket and isn't in nmine. But the
accursed subject drew himlike a nmagnet. Sooner or |ater,
especi al ly when he had a few drinks inside him he invariably began
talking with self-pitiful detail about the bl oodiness of life on
two quid a week. Sometines, from sheer nervous inpulse to say the
wong thing, he would cone out with some squalid confession--as,
for instance, that he had been without tobacco for two days, or
that his undercl othes were in holes and his overcoat up the spout.
But nothing of that sort shoul d happen tonight, he resolved. They
veered swiftly away fromthe subject of nobney and began talking in
a nore general way about Socialism Ravel ston had been trying for
years to convert Gordon to Socialism wthout even succeeding in
interesting himin it. Presently they passed a | ow | ooking pub on
a corner in a side-street. A sour cloud of beer seemed to hang
about it. The snell revolted Ravel ston. He would have qui ckened
his pace to get away fromit. But Gordon paused, his nostrils
tickl ed.

"Christ! | could do with a drink," he said.
"So could I,' said Ravelston gallantly.

CGordon shoved open the door of the public bar, Ravel ston follow ng.
Ravel st on persuaded hinsel f that he was fond of pubs, especially

| ow-cl ass pubs. Pubs are genuinely proletarian. 1In a pub you can
neet the working class on equal terns--or that's the theory,
anyway. But in practice Ravel ston never went into a pub unless he
was W th sonebody |ike Gordon, and he always felt like a fish out
of water when he got there. A foul yet coldish air envel oped them
It was a filthy, snmoky room |ow-ceilinged, with a sawdusted fl oor
and pl ain deal tables ringed by generations of beer-pots. In one
corner four nmonstrous women with breasts the size of nelons were
sitting drinking porter and talking with bitter intensity about
sonmeone called Ms Croop. The landlady, a tall grimwoman with a
bl ack fringe, looking |Iike the nadanme of a brothel, stood behind
the bar, her powerful forearnms fol ded, watching a gane of darts

whi ch was goi ng on between four |abourers and a postman. You had
to duck under the darts as you crossed the room there was a
nmonent's hush and people glanced inquisitively at Ravel ston. He
was so obviously a gentleman. They didn't see his type very often
in the public bar.
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Ravel ston pretended not to notice that they were staring at him
He | ounged towards the bar, pulling off a glove to feel for the
noney in his pocket. 'What's yours?' he said casually.

But Gordon had al ready shoved his way ahead and was tapping a
shilling on the bar. Always pay for the first round of drinks! It
was his point of honour. Ravelston made for the only vacant table.
A navvy | eaning on the bar turned on his el bow and gave hima | ong,
i nsolent stare 'A ---- toff!' he was thinking. Gordon cane back
bal anci ng two pint glasses of the dark comon ale. They were thick
cheap gl asses, thick as jamjars alnost, and dimand greasy. A
thin yellow froth was subsiding on the beer. The air was thick

wi th gunpowdery tobacco-snmoke. Ravel ston caught sight of a well-
filled spittoon near the bar and averted his eyes. It crossed his
mnd that this beer had been sucked up from sonme beetl e-ridden
cellar through yards of sliny tube, and that the glasses had never
been washed in their lives, only rinsed in beery water. Gordon was
very hungry. He could have done with sone bread and cheese, but to
order any woul d have been to betray the fact that he had had no
dinner. He took a deep pull at his beer and lighted a cigarette,
whi ch made himforget his hunger a little. Ravelston also

swal  owed a mout hful or so and set his glass gingerly down. It was
typi cal London beer, sickly and yet |eaving a chemical after-taste.
Ravel ston thought of the wi nes of Burgundy. They went on arguing
about Socialism

"You know, Gordon, it's really tine you started reading Marx,' said
Ravel ston, | ess apol ogetically than usual, because the vile taste
of the beer had annoyed him

"I'd sooner read Ms Hunphry Ward,' said Gordon.

"But don't you see, your attitude is so unreasonable. You're

al ways tirading against Capitalism and yet you won't accept the
only possible alternative. One can't put things right in a hole-
and-corner way. One's got to accept either Capitalismor
Socialism There's no way out of it.'

"I tell you |l can't be bothered with Socialism The very thought
of it makes ne yawn.

"But what's your objection to Socialism anyway?'

"There's only one objection to Socialism and that is that nobody
wants it.'

'"Ch, surely it's rather absurd to say that!"'

'"That's to say, nobody who could see what Socialismwould really
mean. '

'But what WOULD Soci al i sm nmean, according to your idea of it?

"Ch!  Some kind of Aldous Huxley Brave New World: only not so
amusing. Four hours a day in a nodel factory, tightening up bolt
nunber 6003. Rations served out in grease-proof paper at the
conmunal kitchen. Community-hi kes from Marx Hostel to Lenin Hoste
and back. Free abortion-clinics on all the corners. Al very wel
inits way, of course. Only we don' t want it.'

Ravel ston sighed. Once a nonth, in Antichrist, he repudiated this
version of Socialism 'Wll, what DO we want, then?
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'God knows. All we know is what we don't want. That's what's
wong with us nowadays. We're stuck, |ike Buridan's donkey. Only
there are three alternatives instead of two, and all three of them
make us spew. Socialisms only one of them'
' And what are the other two?

'"Ch, | suppose suicide and the Catholic Church.'

Ravel ston smled, anticlerically shocked. 'The Catholic Church

Do you consider that an alternative?

"Well, it's a standing tenptation to the intelligentsia, isn't it?
'"Not what _|_ should call the intelligentsia. Though there was

Eliot, of course,' Ravelston admitted

"And there'll be plenty nore, you bet. | dare say it's fairly cosy
under Mot her Church's wing. A bit insanitary, of course--but you'd
feel safe there, anyway.'

Ravel ston rubbed his nose reflectively. 'It seens to ne that's
only another form of suicide.'

"In a way. But so's Socialism At least it's a counsel of

despair. But | couldn't comit suicide, real suicide. It's too
nmeek and mld. |'mnot going to give up ny share of earth to
anyone else. |I'd want to do in a few of ny enemes first.'

Ravel ston snmled again. 'And who are your enemi es?

' Ch, anyone with over five hundred a year.

A monmentary unconfortable silence fell. Ravelston's income, after
paynment of inconme tax, was probably two thousand a year. This was
the kind of thing Gordon was al ways saying. To cover the

awkwar dness of the noment, Ravel ston took up his glass, steeled

hi nsel f agai nst the nauseous taste, and swal | owed about two-thirds
of his beer--enough at any rate, to give the inpression that he had
finished it.

"Drink up!" he said with woul d-be heartiness. 'It's time we had
the other half of that.'

CGordon enptied his glass and |l et Ravel ston take it. He did not
mnd | etting Ravel ston pay for the drinks now He had paid the
first round and honour was satisfied. Ravelston wal ked self-
consciously to the bar. People began staring at him again as soon
as he stood up. The navvy, still |eaning against the bar over his
unt ouched pot of beer, gazed at himwi th quiet insolence.

Ravel ston resolved that he would drink no nore of this filthy
comon al e.

"Two doubl e whi skies, would you, please? he said apologetically.
The grim |l andl ady stared. 'Wat?' she said.

'Two doubl e whi ski es, please.’

"No whisky '"ere. W don't sell spirits. Beer 'ouse, we are.'

The navvy smiled flickering under his moustache. ---- ignorant
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toff!" he was thinking. 'Asking for a whisky in a ---- beer
'ouse!' Ravelston's pale face flushed slightly. He had not known
till this nmoment that sone of the poorer pubs cannot afford a

spirit licence.
'Bass, then, would you? Two pint bottles of Bass.

There were no pint bottles, they had to have four half pints. It
was a very poor house. Gordon took a deep, satisfying swallow of
Bass. Mbdre al coholic than the draught beer, it fizzed and prickled
in his throat, and because he was hungry it went a little to his
head. He felt at once nore phil osophic and nore self-pitiful. He
had made up his nmind not to begin belly-aching about his poverty;
but now he was going to begin after all. He said abruptly:

"This is all b--s that we've been talking.'
"What's all b--s?

"Al'l this about Socialismand Capitalismand the state of the

nodern world and God knows what. | don't give a ---- for the state
of the nodern world. |If the whole of England was starving except
nysel f and the people | care about, | wouldn't give a dam.'

"Don't you exaggerate just a little?

"No. Al this talk we make--we're only objectifying our own
feelings. |It's all dictated by what we' ve got in our pockets.

| go up and down London saying it's a city of the dead, and our
civilization's dying, and I wi sh war woul d break out, and God knows
what; and all it means is that ny wages are two quid a week and

wi sh they were five.'

Ravel ston, once again rem nded obliquely of his incone, stroked his
nose slowmy with the knuckle of his left forefinger.

"Of course, I'mwith you up to a point. After all, it's only
what Marx said. Every ideology is a reflection of econonic
ci rcunst ances. '

' Ah, but you only understand it out of Marx! You don't know what

it means to have to crawl along on two quid a week. It isn't a
question of hardship--it's nothing so decent as hardship. It's the
bl oody, sneaking, squalid neaness of it. Living alone for weeks on
end because when you've no nmoney you've no friends. Calling
yourself a writer and never even produci ng anythi ng because you're
al ways too washed out to wite. |It's a sort of filthy sub-world
one lives in. A sort of spiritual sewer.'

He had started now. They were never together |ong wthout Gordon
beginning to talk in this strain. It was the vilest manners. It
embarrassed Ravel ston horribly. And yet sonehow Gordon coul d not
help it. He had got to retail his troubles to sonebody, and

Ravel ston was the only person who understood. Poverty, like every
ot her dirty wound, has got to be exposed occasionally. He began to
talk in obscene detail of his life in WIlowbed Road. He dilated
on the snmell of slops and cabbage, the clotted sauce-bottles in the
di ning-room the vile food, the aspidistras. He described his
furtive cups of tea and his trick of throwi ng used tea-|eaves down
the WC. Ravelston, guilty and m serable, sat staring at his gl ass
and revolving it slowy between his hands. Against his right

breast he could feel, a square accusing shape, the pocket-book in
whi ch, as he knew, eight pound notes and two ten-bob notes nestled
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agai nst his fat green cheque-book. How awful these details of
poverty are! Not that what Gordon was describing was real poverty.
It was at worst the fringe of poverty. But what of the real poor?
What of the unenpl oyed in M ddl esbrough, seven in a roomon twenty-
five bob a week? When there are people living like that, how dare
one wal k the world with pound notes and cheque-books in one's
pocket ?

"I't's bloody,' he murmured several tinmes, inpotently. |In his heart
he wondered--it was his invariable reaction--whether Gordon woul d
accept a tenner if you offered to lend it to him

They had anot her drink, which Ravel ston again paid for, and went
out into the street. It was alnost tine to part. Gordon never
spent nore than an hour or two with Ravelston. One's contacts with
rich people, like one's visits to high altitudes, nust always be
brief. 1t was a noonless, starless night, with a danp w nd

bl owi ng. The night air, the beer, and the watery radi ance of the

| anps induced in Gordon a sort of dismal clarity. He perceived
that it is quite inpossible to explain to any rich person, even to
anyone so decent as Ravel ston, the essential bloodi ness of poverty.
For this reason it becane all the nore inportant to explain it. He
sai d suddenl y:

'Have you read Chaucer's Man of Lawe's Tal e?'

'The Man of Lawe's Tale? Not that | renmenber. Wiat's it about?

"I forget. | was thinking of the first six stanzas. Were he
tal ks about poverty. The way it gives everyone the right to stanp
on you! The way everyone WANTS to stanp on you! It nekes people

HATE you, to know that you've no noney. They insult you just for
the pleasure of insulting you and knowi ng that you can't hit back.'

Ravel ston was pained. 'Oh, no, surely not! People aren't so bad
as all that.'

" Ah, but you don't know the things that happen!’

CGordon did not want to be told that 'people aren't so bad'. He
clung with a sort of painful joy to the notion that because he was
poor everyone nmust WANT to insult him It fitted in with his

phil osophy of life. And suddenly, with the feeling that he could
not stop hinmself, he was tal king of the thing that had been
rankling in his mnd for two days past--the snub he had had from
the Dorings on Thursday. He poured the whole story out quite
shamel essly. Ravel ston was amazed. He coul d not understand what
Gordon was meki ng such a fuss about. To be di sappointed at mnissing
a beastly literary tea-party seenmed to himabsurd. He would not
have gone to a literary tea-party if you had paid him Like all
rich people, he spent far nore time in avoiding human society than
in seeking it. He interrupted Gordon:

'"Real ly, you know, you ought not to take offence so easily. After
all, athing like that doesn't really nmatter.'

"It isn't the thing itself that matters, it's the spirit behind it.
The way they snub you as a matter of course, just because you've
got no noney.'

"But quite possibly it was all a m stake, or something. Wy should
anyone want to snub you?
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""If thou be poure, thy brother hateth thee,"' quoted Gordon
perversely.

Ravel ston, deferential even to the opinions of the dead, rubbed his
nose. 'Does Chaucer say that? Then |I'mafraid | disagree with
Chaucer. People don't hate you, exactly.'

'"They do. And they're quite right to hate you. You ARE hateful.
It's like those ads for Listerine. "Wy is he always al one?
Halitosis is ruining his career." Poverty is spiritual halitosis.'

Ravel ston si ghed. Undoubtedly Gordon was perverse. They wal ked
on, arguing, Gordon vehenently, Ravelston deprecatingly. Ravelston
was hel pl ess against Gordon in an argunment of this kind. He felt

t hat Gordon exaggerated, and yet he never liked to contradict him
How coul d he? He was rich and Gordon was poor. And how can you
argue about poverty wi th someone who is genuinely poor?

"And then the way wonen treat you when you've no noney!' Gordon
went on. 'That's another thing about this accursed noney business--
wonmen! '

Ravel st on nodded rather gloonmly. This sounded to him nore
reasonabl e than what Gordon had been saying before. He thought of
Herm one Slater, his own girl. They had been |lovers two years but
had never bothered to get married. It was 'too nmuch fag', Herm one
al ways said. She was rich, of course, or rather her people were.
He t hought of her shoul ders, w de, snooth, and young, that seened
to rise out of her clothes like a mermaid rising fromthe sea; and
her skin and hair, which were somehow warm and sl eepy, like a
wheatfield in the sun. Hernione al ways yawned at the nmention of
Soci alism and refused even to read Antichrist. 'Don't talk to me
about the lower classes,' she used to say. 'I hate them They
SMELL.' And Ravel ston adored her.

"Of course women ARE a difficulty,' he adnitted

"They're more than a difficulty, they're a bloody curse. That is,
if you've got no noney. A wonan hates the sight of you if you've
got no noney.'

"I think that's putting it a little too strongly. Things aren't so
crude as all that.

Gordon did not listen. "Wat rot it is to talk about Socialismor
any other ismwhen wonmen are what they are! The only thing a wonan
ever wants is noney; nmoney for a house of her own and two babies
and Drage furniture and an aspidistra. The only sin they can

i mgine is not wanting to grab noney. No wonan ever judges a nan
by anything except his income. O course she doesn't put it to
herself like that. She says he's SUCH A NI CE man- - neani ng t hat
he's got plenty of money. And if you haven't got noney you aren't
NI CE. You're dishonoured, sonehow. You've sinned. Sinned agai nst
the aspidistra.'

"You tal k a great deal about aspidistras,' said Ravel ston.
'They're a dashed inportant subject,' said Gordon.
Ravel st on rubbed his nose and | ooked away unconfortably.

'Look here, Gordon, you don't mnd nmy asking--have you got a gir
of your own?'
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"Ch, Christ! don't speak of her!

He began, nevertheless, to tal k about Rosemary. Ravel ston had
never met Rosemary. At this nonent Gordon could not even renenber
what Rosemary was |ike. He could not remenber how fond he was of
her and she of him how happy they always were together on the rare
occasi ons when they could nmeet, how patiently she put up with his
al nost intol erable ways. He renmenbered nothing save that she woul d
not sleep with himand that it was now a week since she had even
witten. In the dank night air, with beer inside him he felt
hinself a forlorn, neglected creature. Rosemary was 'cruel' to
him-that was how he saw it. Perversely, for the mere pleasure of
tormenting hinsel f and maki ng Ravel ston unconfortable, be began to
i nvent an imagi nary character for Rosemary. He built up a picture
of her as a callous creature who was anused by himand yet half
despised him who played with himand kept himat arm s |ength, and
who woul d nevertheless fall into his arns if only he had a little
nore noney. And Ravel ston, who had never net Rosenmary, did not

al toget her disbelieve him He broke in:

"But | say, Gordon, look here. This girl, Mss--Mss Waterlow, did
you say her name was?--Rosemary; doesn't she care for you at all
real ly?

CGordon's consci ence pricked him though not very deeply. He could
not say that Rosermary did not care for him

'Ch, yes, she does care for ne. In her own way, | dare say she
cares for me quite a lot. But not enough, don't you see. She
can't, while |I've got no noney. |It's all noney.

"But surely noney isn't so inportant as all that? After all, there

ARE ot her things.'

"What ot her things? Don't you see that a man's whol e personality
is bound up with his income? His personality IS his incone. How
can you be attractive to a girl when you' ve got no nobney? You
can't wear decent clothes, you can't take her out to dinner or to
the theatre or away for week-ends, you can't carry a cheery,

i nteresting at nosphere about with you. And it's rot to say that
ki nd of thing doesn't matter. It does. |If you haven't got nopney
there isn't even anywhere where you can neet. Rosenmary and | never
neet except in the streets or in picture galleries. She lives in
some foul wonmen's hostel, and ny bitch of a |landlady won't all ow
worren in the house. Wandering up and down beastly wet streets--
that's what Rosemary associates ne with. Don't you see how it
takes the gilt off everything?

Ravel ston was distressed. It nmust be pretty bl oody when you
haven't even the noney to take your girl out. He tried to nerve
hinself to say sonething, and failed. Wth guilt, and also with
desire, he thought of Herm one's body, naked like a ripe warm
fruit. Wth any luck she would have dropped in at the flat this
eveni ng. Probably she was waiting for himnow He thought of the
unenpl oyed in M ddl esbrough. Sexual starvation is awful anong the
unenpl oyed. They were nearing the flat. He glanced up at the

wi ndows. Yes, they were lighted up. Hermione nust be there. She
had her own | at chkey.

As they approached the flat Gordon edged closer to Ravel ston. Now
the eveni ng was endi ng, and he nust part from Ravel ston, whom he
adored, and go back to his foul lonely bedroom And all evenings
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ended in this way; the return through the dark streets to the
| onely room the womanl ess bed. And Ravel ston woul d say ' Cone up,
won't you?' and Gordon, in duty bound, would say, 'No.' Never stay
too long with those you | ove--anot her commandment of the noneyl ess.

They halted at the foot of the steps. Ravelston laid his gloved
hand on one of the iron spearheads of the railing

'Come up, won't you?' he said without conviction.

"No, thanks. It's time | was getting back.'

Ravel ston's fingers tightened round the spearhead. He pulled as
t hough to go up, but did not go. Unconfortably, | ooking over

CGordon's head into the distance, he said:

"l say, CGordon, |ook here. You won't be offended if | say
sonet hi ng?

" What ?
"I say, you know, | hate that business about you and your girl.
Not being able to take her out, and all that. 1t's bloody, that

ki nd of thing.'
"Ch, it's nothing really."'

As soon as he heard Ravel ston say that it was 'bloody', he knew
that he had been exaggerating. He wi shed that he had not talked in
that silly self-pitiful way. One says these things, with the
feeling that one cannot help saying them and afterwards one is
sorry.

'l dare say | exaggerate,' he said.

'l say, CGordon, look here. Let me lend you ten quid. Take the
girl out to dinner a fewtinmes. O away for the week-end, or
sonmething. It mght make all the difference. | hate to think--'

CGordon frowned bitterly, alnost fiercely. He had stepped a pace
back, as though froma threat or an insult. The terrible thing was
that the tenptation to say 'Yes' had al nost overwhel med him There
was so much that ten quid would do! He had a fleeting vision of
Rosemary and hinself at a restaurant table--a bow of grapes and
peaches, a bowi ng hovering waiter, a wine bottle dark and dusty in
its wicker cradle.

"No fear!' he said.

"l do wish you would. | tell youl'd LIKEto lend it you.'
'Thanks. But | prefer to keep ny friends.'

"Isn't that rather--well, rather a bourgeois kind of thing to say?

"Do you think it would be BORRONNG if | took ten quid off you? |
couldn't pay it back in ten years.'

"Ch, well! It wouldn't matter so very much.' Ravel ston | ooked
away. Qut it had got to cone--the disgraceful, hateful admi ssion
that he found hinself forced so curiously often to make! ' You
know, |1've got quite a |l ot of noney.
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"l know you have. That's exactly why | won't borrow off you.'

"You know, Gordon, sometines you're just a little bit--well

pi gheaded. "'

'l dare say. | can't help it.
"Ch, well! Good night, then.'
' Good ni ght .

Ten nminutes |ater Ravel ston rode southwards in a taxi, with

Hermi one. She had been waiting for him asleep or half asleep in
one of the nonstrous arnchairs in front of the sitting-roomfire.
Whenever there was nothing particular to do, Herm one al ways fel
asleep as pronptly as an aninal, and the nore she slept the
heal t hi er she becane. As he came across to her she woke and
stretched herself with vol uptuous, sleepy withings, half sniling
hal f yawning up at him one cheek and bare armrosy in the
firelight. Presently she mastered her yawns to greet him

"Hul l o, Philip! \Where have you been all this time? |'ve been
wai ting ages.'

"Ch, |I've been out with a fellow. Gordon Comstock. | don't expect
you know him The poet.

'Poet! How nuch did he borrow off you?'

"Not hing. He's not that kind of person. He's rather a fool about
noney, as a matter of fact. But he's very gifted in his way.'

"You and your poets! You look tired, Philip. Wat tine did you
have di nner?'

"Wll--as a matter of fact | didn't have any dinner.'
"Didn't have any dinner! Wy?

"Ch, well, you see--1 don't knowif you'll understand. It was a
ki nd of accident. It was like this.

He expl ained. Herm one burst out |aughing and dragged herself into
a nore upright position.

"Philip! You ARE a silly old ass! Going w thout your dinner, just
so as not to hurt that little beast's feelings! You nust have some
food at once. And of course your char's gone hone. Wy don't you

keep some proper servants, Philip? | hate this hol e-and-corner way
you live. W'Il go out and have supper at Modigliani's.'

"But it's after ten. They'll be shut.

'Nonsense! They're open till two. I'll ring up for ataxi. I'm
not going to have you starving yourself.'

In the taxi she lay against him still half asleep, her head
pillowed on his breast. He thought of the unenployed in

M ddl esbrough, seven in a roomon twenty-five bob a week. But the
girl's body was heavy against him and M ddl esbrough was very far
away. Also he was damably hungry. He thought of his favourite
corner table at Mddigliani's, and of that vile pub with its hard
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benches, stale beer-stink, and brass spittoons. Herm one was
sleepily lecturing him
"Philip, why do you have to live in such a dreadful way?
"But | don't live in a dreadful way.'
'Yes, you do. Pretending you're poor when you're not, and living
in that poky flat with no servants, and going about with all these
beastly people.'
"VWhat beastly peopl e?'
'Ch, people like this poet friend of yours. All those people who
wite for your paper. They only do it to cadge from you.
course | know you're a Socialist. So aml. | mean we're al
Soci al i sts nowadays. But | don't see why you have to give all your
noney away and make friends with the | ower classes. You can be a
Soci al i st AND have a good tine, that's what | say.
'Her mi one, dear, please don't call themthe | ower classes!"’
"Wy not? They ARE the |ower classes, aren't they?

"I't's such a hateful expression. Call themthe working class,
can't you?'

'The working class, if you like, then. But they snell just the
same. '

"You oughtn't to say that kind of thing,' he protested weakly.

'"Do you know, Philip, sonmetines | think you LIKE the | ower
cl asses.'

"CF course | like them'

' How di sgusting. How absolutely disgusting.'

She lay quiet, content to argue no |longer, her arns round him Ilike
a sleepy siren. The woman-scent breathed out of her, a powerful
wor dl ess propaganda against all altruismand all justice. OQutside

Modigliani's they had paid off the taxi and were noving for the
door when a big, lank weck of a nman seenmed to spring up fromthe
pavi ng-stones in front of them He stood across their path |ike
some fawning beast, with dreadful eagerness and yet tinorously, as
t hough afraid that Ravel ston would strike him H's face cane cl ose
up to Ravel ston's--a dreadful face, fish-white and scrubby-bearded
to the eyes. The words 'A cup of tea, guv'nor!' were breathed

t hrough carious teeth. Ravelston shrank fromhimin disgust. He
could not help it. H's hand noved automatically to his pocket.

But in the sane instant Hernione caught him by the arm and haul ed
hi minside the restaurant.

"You'd give away every penny you've got if | let you,' she said.

They went to their favourite table in the corner. Hernione played
with some grapes, but Ravel ston was very hungry. He ordered the
grilled runpsteak he had been thinking of, and half a bottle of
Beaujolais. The fat, white-haired Italian waiter, an old friend of
Ravel ston's, brought the snoking steak. Ravelston cut it open.
Lovely, its red-blue heart! |In Mddlesbrough the unenpl oyed huddl e
in frowzy beds, bread and narg and milkless tea in their bellies.
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He settled down to his steak with all the shameful joy of a dog
with a stolen |l eg of nutton.

CGordon wal ked rapidly homewards. It was cold. The fifth of
Decenmber--real winter now. GCircuntise ye your foreskins, saith the
Lord. The danp wind blew spitefully through the naked trees.
Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over. The poem he had begun on
Wednesday, of which six stanzas were now finished, came back to his
mnd. He did not dislike it at this nonent. It was queer how

tal king with Ravel ston al ways bucked himup. The nere contact with
Ravel ston seenmed to reassure himsonmehow. Even when their tal k had
been unsatisfactory, he cane away with the feeling that, after all,
he wasn't quite a failure. Half aloud he repeated the six finished
stanzas. They were not bad, not bad at all

But intermttently he was going over in his mnd the things he had
said to Ravelston. He stuck to everything he had said. The

hum liation of poverty! That's what they can't understand and
won't understand. Not hardshi p--you don't suffer hardship on two
quid a week, and if you did it wouldn't matter--but just

hum liation, the awful, bloody humliation. The way it gives
everyone the right to stanp on you. The way everyone WANTS to
stanmp on you. Ravelston wouldn't believe it. He had too nuch
decency, that was why. He thought you could be poor and still be
treated |li ke a human being. But Gordon knew better. He went into
the house repeating to hinself that he knew better.

There was a letter waiting for himon the hall tray. H's heart
junped. All letters excited hi mnowadays. He went up the stairs
three at a tinme, shut hinmself in and lit the gas. The letter was
from Dori ng.

DEAR COMSTOCK, --What a pity you didn't turn up on Saturday. There
were sonme people | wanted you to neet. We did tell you it was
Saturday and not Thursday this tine, didn't we? M w fe says she's
certain she told you. Anyway, we're having another party on the
twenty-third, a sort of before-Christms party, about the sane
time. Won't you cone then? Don't forget the date this tinme.

Your s

PAUL DORI NG

A painful convul si on happened bel ow Gordon's ribs. So Doring was
pretending that it was all a nistake--was pretending not to have
insulted him True, he could not actually have gone there on

Sat urday, because on Saturday he had to be at the shop; still, it
was the intention that counted.

Hi s heart sickened as he re-read the words 'sone people | wanted
you to neet'. Just like his bloody luck! He thought of the people
he m ght have net--editors of highbrow nmagazines, for instance.
They m ght have given hi mbooks to review or asked to see his poens
or Lord knew what. For a nonent he was dreadfully tenpted to

beli eve that Doring had spoken the truth. Perhaps after all they
HAD told himit was Saturday and not Thursday. Perhaps if he
searched his nmenory he m ght remenber about it--mght even find the
letter itself lying anong his nmuddl e of papers. But no! He

woul dn't think of it. He fought down the tenptation. The Dorings
HAD i nsulted himon purpose. He was poor, therefore they had
insulted him [|If you are poor, people will insult you. It was his
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creed. Stick to it!

He went across to the table, tearing Doring's letter into small
bits. The aspidistra stood in its pot, dull green, ailing,
pathetic in its sickly ugliness. As he sat down, he pulled it
towards himand | ooked at it neditatively. There was the intimacy
of hatred between the aspidistra and him '1'll beat you yet, you
b--,' he whispered to the dusty | eaves.

Then he rummaged anong his papers until he found a clean sheet,
took his pen and wote in his small, neat hand, right in the mddle
of the sheet:

DEAR DORING, --Wth reference to your letter: Go and ---- yourself.
Yours truly

GORDON COMSTOCK

He stuck it into an envel ope, addressed it, and at once went out to
get stanps fromthe slot nmachine. Post it tonight: these things
ook different in the norning. He dropped it into the pillar-box.
So there was another friend gone west.

Thi s woman business! \Wat a bore it is! Wat a pity we can't cut
it right out, or at least be like the animals--nm nutes of ferocious
lust and nmonths of icy chastity. Take a cock pheasant, for
exanple. He junps up on the hens' backs without so much as a with
your | eave or by your |leave. And no sooner it is over than the
whol e subject is out of his mind. He hardly even notices his hens
any |longer; he ignores them or sinmply pecks themif they come too
near his food. He is not called upon to support his offspring,
either. Lucky pheasant! How different fromthe Iord of creation,
al ways on the hop between his nenory and his conscience

Toni ght Gordon wasn't even pretending to do any work. He had gone
out again imediately after supper. He wal ked southward, rather
slow y, thinking about wonen. It was a mld, msty night, nore

li ke autum than winter. This was Tuesday and he had four and
fourpence left. He could go down to the Crichton if he chose
Doubt | ess Fl axman and his pals were al ready boozing there. But the
Crichton, which had seened |ike paradi se when he had no noney,
bored and di sgusted himwhen it was in his power to go there. He
hated the stale, beery place, and the sights, sounds, snells, al

so blatantly and offensively male. There were no wonen there; only
the barmaid with her lewd smle which seenmed to pronise everything
and proni sed not hi ng.

Worren, wonmen! The nist that hung notionless in the air turned the
t

passers-by into ghosts at twenty yards' distance; but in the little
pool s of |ight about the | anp-posts there were glinpses of girls
faces. He thought of Rosemary, of women in general, and of
Rosemary again. All afternoon he had been thinking of her. It was

with a kind of resentnent that he thought of her small, strong
body, which he had never yet seen naked. How dammed unfair it is
that we are filled to the brimwith these tornmenting desires and
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then forbidden to satisfy them Wy shoul d one, nerely because
one has no noney, be deprived of THAT? It seens so natural, so
necessary, so nmuch a part of the inalienable rights of a human
being. As he wal ked down the dark street, through the cold yet
| anguorous air, there was a strangely hopeful feeling in his
breast. He half believed that somewhere ahead in the darkness a
worran' s body was waiting for him But also he knew that no woman
was waiting, not even Rosemary. |t was eight days now since she
had even witten to him The little beast! Ei ght whol e days
wi thout witing! When she knew how rmuch her letters neant to him
How mani fest it was that she didn't care for himany | onger, that
he was merely a nuisance to her with his poverty and his shabbi ness
and his everlasting pestering of her to say she loved him Very
likely she would never wite again. She was sick of him-sick of
hi m because he had no noney. What else could you expect? He had
no hold over her. No noney, therefore no hold. |In the |ast
resort, what holds a wonan to any man, except nobney?

A girl came down the pavement alone. He passed her in the |ight of
the | anp-post. A working-class girl, eighteen years old it m ght
be, hatless, with wildrose face. She turned her head quickly when
she saw him | ooking at her. She dreaded to neet his eyes. Beneath
the thin silky raincoat she was wearing, belted at the waist, her
yout hful flanks showed supple and trim He could have turned and
foll omed her, alnost. But what was the use? She'd run away or

call a policeman. M golden |locks time hath to silver turned, he
thought. He was thirty and not h-eaten. Wat wonman worth havi ng
woul d ever | ook at him again?

Thi s woman business! Perhaps you' d feel differently about it if
you were married? But he had taken an oath against marriage | ong
ago. Marriage is only a trap set for you by the nobney-god. You
grab the bait; snap goes the trap; and there you are, chained by
the leg to some 'good' job till they cart you to Kensal G een.
And what a life! Licit sexual intercourse in the shade of the
aspidistra. Prampushing and sneaky adulteries. And the wife
finding you out and breaking the cut-glass whisky decanter over
your head.

Nevert hel ess he perceived that in a way it is necessary to marry.

If marriage is bad, the alternative is worse. For a nonent he

wi shed that he were married; he pined for the difficulty of it, the
reality, the pain. And marriage nust be indissoluble, for better
for worse, for richer for poorer, till death do you part. The old
Christian ideal--marriage tenpered by adultery. Conmmt adultery if
you must, but at any rate have the decency to CALL it adultery.
None of that American soul-mate slop. Have your fun and then sneak
hone, juice of the forbidden fruit dripping fromyour whiskers, and
take the consequences. Cut-glass whisky decanters broken over your
head, nagging, burnt neals, children crying, clash and thunder of
embattl ed nmothers-in-law. Better that, perhaps, than horrible
freedon? You' d know, at least, that it was real life that you were
[iving.

But anyway, how can you marry on two quid a week? Nbney, noney,

al ways noney! The devil of it is, that outside marriage, no decent
relationship with a woman is possible. H's mnd nmoved backwar ds,
over his ten years of adult Iife. The faces of wonen fl owed

t hrough his nmenory. Ten or a dozen of themthere had been. Tarts,
al so. Comre au long d'un cadavre un cadavre etendu. And even when
they were not tarts it had been squalid, always squalid. A ways it
had started in a sort of cold-blooded w |ful ness and ended in sone
mean, callous desertion. That, too, was noney. Wthout nobney, you
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can't be straightforward in your dealings with wonen. For without
noney, you can't pick and choose, you've got to take what wonen you
can get; and then, necessarily, you' ve got to break free of them
Constancy, like all other virtues, has got to be paid for in noney.
And the nere fact that he had rebell ed against the nmoney code and
woul dn't settle down in the prison of a 'good job--a thing no
worman wi || ever understand--had brought a quality of inmpernmanence
of deception, into all his affairs with women. Abjuring noney, he
ought to have abjured wonmen to. Serve the noney-god, or do w thout
worren- -t hose are the only alternatives. And both were equally
i mpossi bl e.

Fromthe side-street just ahead, a shade of white |ight cut through
the mist, and there was a bellowi ng of street hawkers. It was
Luton Road, where they have the open-air nmarket two evenings a
week. Gordon turned to his left, into the market. He often cane
this way. The street was so crowded that you could only with
difficulty thread your way down the cabbage-littered alley between

the stalls. In the glare of hanging electric bulbs, the stuff on
the stalls glowed with fine lurid col ours--hacked, crinson chunks
of meat, piles of oranges and green and white broccoli, stiff,

gl assy-eyed rabbits, live eels | ooping in enanmel troughs, plucked

fow s hanging in rows, sticking out their naked breasts |ike
guardsmen naked on parade. Gordon's spirits revived a little. He
i ked the noise, the bustle, the vitality. Wenever you see a
street-market you know there's hope for England yet. But even here
he felt his solitude. Grls were thronging everywhere, in knots of
four or five, prowing desirously about the stalls of cheap
underwear and swappi ng backchat and screams of |aughter with the
yout hs who foll owed them None had eyes for Gordon. He wal ked
among them as though invisible, save that their bodi es avoided him
when he passed them Ah, |look there! Involuntarily he paused.

Over a pile of art-silk undies on a stall, three girls were
bending, intent, their faces close together--three youthful faces,
flower-like in the harsh light, clustering side by side like a
truss of blossomon a Sweet WIlliamor phlox. His heart stirred.
No eyes for him of course! One girl |ooked up. Ah! Hurriedly,
with an offended air, she |ooked away again. A delicate flush |ike
a wash of aquarelle fl ooded her face. The hard, sexual stare in
his eyes had frightened her. They flee fromme that sonetinme did
me seek! He walked on. |If only Rosemary were here! He forgave
her now for not witing to him He could forgive her anything, if
only she were here. He knew how nuch she nmeant to him because she
al one of all wonen was willing to save himfromthe huniliation of
hi s I oneliness.

At this noment he | ooked up, and saw something that made his heart
junp. He changed the focus of his eyes abruptly. For a nonment he
t hought he was imagining it. But no! It WAS Rosenary!

She was coning down the alley between the stalls, twenty or thirty
yards away. It was as though his desire had called her into being.
She had not seen himyet. She cane towards him a small debonair
figure, picking her way ninbly through the crowmd and the nuck
underfoot, her face scarcely visible because of a flat black hat
whi ch she wore cocked down over her eyes like a Harrow boy's straw
hat. He started towards her and called her nane.

'Rosemary! Hi, Rosenary!

A bl ue-aproned man t humbing codfish on a stall turned to stare at
him Rosenmary did not hear him because of the din. He called
agai n.
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'Rosemary! | say, Rosemary!’
They were only a few yards apart now. She started and | ooked up.
' Gordon! What are you doi ng here?
'"What are YOU doi ng here?
'l was coming to see you.'
"But how did you know | was here?

"I didn't. | always cone this way. | get out of the tube at
Canden Town.

Rosemary sonetimes cane to see Gordon at W1l owbed Road. Ms

W sbeach would informhimsourly that 'there was a young wonman to
see him, and he woul d conme downstairs and they would go out for a
wal k in the streets. Rosemary was never allowed indoors, not even
into the hall. That was a rule of the house. You would have

t hought 'young wonen' were plague-rats by the way Ms W sbeach
spoke of them CGordon took Rosemary by the upper arm and nade to
pul I her against him

'Rosemary! Ch, what a joy to see you again! | was so vilely
lonely. Wy didn't you cone before?

She shook off his hand and stepped back out of his reach. Under
her slanting hat-brimshe gave hima glance that was i ntended to be

angry.

'"Let me go, now |I'mvery angry with you. | very nearly didn't
cone after that beastly letter you sent ne.'

"What beastly letter?'
"You know very well.'

"No, | don't. Oh, well, let's get out of this. Sonewhere where we
can talk. This way.'

He took her arm but she shook him off again, continuing however,
to walk at his side. Her steps were quicker and shorter than his.
And wal ki ng besi de himshe had the appearance of sonething

extremely small, ninble, and young, as though he had had sone
lively little animal, a squirrel for instance, frisking at his
side. In reality she was not very nuch smaller than Gordon, and

only a few nonths younger. But no one would ever have descri bed
Rosemary as a spinster of nearly thirty, which in fact she was.

She was a strong, agile girl, with stiff black hair, a small
triangul ar face, and very pronounced eyebrows. It was one of those
smal |, peaky faces, full of character, which one sees in sixteenth-
century portraits. The first time you saw her take her hat off you
got a surprise, for on her crown three white hairs glittered anong
the black ones like silver wires. It was typical of Rosemary that
she never bothered to pull the white hairs out. She still thought
of herself as a very young girl, and so did everybody else. Yet if
you | ooked closely the marks of tine were plain enough on her face.

CGordon wal ked nmore boldly with Rosemary at his side. He was proud
of her. People were |ooking at her, and therefore at himas well
He was no longer invisible to women. As always, Rosemary was

Page 66



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
rather nicely dressed. It was a nystery how she did it on four
pounds a week. He liked particularly the hat she was wearing--one
of those flat felt hats which were then conming into fashion and
whi ch caricatured a clergyman's shovel hat. There was somet hing
essentially frivolous about it. In sone way difficult to be
descri bed, the angle at which it was cocked forward harnonized
appealingly with the curve of Rosemary's behind

"I like your hat,' he said.

In spite of herself, a small smile flickered at the corner of her
nmout h.

"It IS rather nice,' she said, giving the hat a little pat with her
hand.

She was still pretending to be angry, however. She took care that
their bodies should not touch. As soon as they had reached the end

of the stalls and were in the main street she stopped and faced him
sonbrely.

"What do you mean by witing me letters like that?' she said.
"Letters |ike what?

'Saying |'d broken your heart.

'So you have.'

"It looks like it, doesn't it!’

"I don't know. It certainly feels like it.'

The words were spoken hal f jokingly, and yet they made her | ook
nore closely at him-at his pale, wasted face, his uncut hair, his
general down-at-heel, neglected appearance. Her heart softened
instantly, and yet she frowned. Why WON' T he take care of hinsel f?
was the thought in her mnd. They had noved cl oser together. He
took her by the shoulders. She let himdo it, and, putting her
smal |l arms round him squeezed himvery hard, partly in affection,
partly in exasperation.

' Gordon, you ARE a miserable creature!' she said.

"Wy am | a m serable creature?'

"Why can't you | ook after yourself properly? You' re a perfect
scarecrow. Look at these awful old clothes you re wearing!'

"They're suited to ny station. One can't dress decently on two
quid a week, you know.'

"But surely there's no need to go about |ooking |like a rag-bag?
Look at this button on your coat, broken in half!'

She fingered the broken button, then suddenly lifted his

di scol oured Wolworth's tie aside. 1In sone fem nine way she had
di vined that he had no buttons on his shirt.

"Yes, AGAIN! Not a single button. You are awful, Gordon!'

"I tell you |l can't be bothered with things like that. |[|'ve got a
soul above buttons.'
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'"But why not give themto ME and | et nme sew themon for you? And,
oh, Gordon! You haven't even shaved today. How absolutely beastly
of you. You might at |east take the trouble to shave every
nor ni ng.
"I can't afford to shave every norning,' he said perversely.

"What DO you mean, CGordon? It doesn't cost noney to shave, does
it?

"Yes, it does. Everything costs nobney. Cleanness, decency,
energy, self-respect--everything. It's all nmoney. Haven't | told
you that a million times?

She squeezed his ribs again--she was surprisingly strong--and
frowned up at him studying his face as a nother |ooks at sone
peevi sh child of which she is unreasonably fond

"WHAT a fool | am' she said.

"In what way a fool ?

'Because |'m so fond of you.'

"Are you fond of me?

"Cf course | am You know | am | adore you. |It's idiotic of
me. '
'Then conme somewhere where it's dark. | want to kiss you.

'Fancy being kissed by a man who hasn't even shaved!'

"Well, that'll be a new experience for you.'

"No, it won't, Gordon. Not after knowing YOU for two years.
'"Ch, well, come on, anyway.'

They found an al nost dark alley between the backs of houses. Al
their | ovemaki ng was done in such places. The only place where
they could ever be private was the streets. He pressed her

shoul ders agai nst the rough danp bricks of the wall. She turned
her face readily up to his and clung to himwith a sort of eager
violent affection, like a child. And yet all the while, though
they were body to body, it was as though there were a shield
between them She kissed himas a child m ght have done, because
she knew t hat he expected to be kissed. It was always like this.
Only at very rare nonents coul d he awake in her the begi nnings of
physi cal desire; and these she seened afterwards to forget, so that
he al ways had to begin at the begi nning over again. There was

somet hing defensive in the feeling of her small, shapely body. She
| onged to know t he meani ng of physical |ove, but also she dreaded
it. It would destroy her youth, the youthful, sexless world in

whi ch she chose to live.
He parted his nmouth fromhers in order to speak to her.
'"Do you | ove me?' he said.

'"OfF course, silly. Wy do you always ask nme that?

Page 68



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying

"I like to hear you say it.
|'"ve heard you say it.

Sonehow |

never feel sure of you till

' But why?'
"Ch, well, you might have changed your nind. After all, |'mnot
exactly the answer to a nmaiden's prayer. |'mthirty, and noth-

eaten at that.'

'"Don't be so absurd, Gordon!
hundred, to hear you tal k.
'"Yes, but not npth-eaten.'

She rubbed her cheek against his,
ol d beard. Their

al nost agai nst her ear he mnurnured:

'"Are you EVER going to sleep with nme?'

"Yes, sonme day | will. Not now

"It's always "sonme day".
can't

"I know. But | help it.'

He pressed her back against the wall,
hair.

hat, and buried his face in her
close to her and all for nothing.
lifted her small face up to his,
in the al nost conpl ete darkness.

'"Say you will, Rosemary.

"You know |' mgoing to SOMVE tine.'

bellies were cl ose together.

two years he had wanted her and never had her.

He put a hand under
trying to distinguish her features

There's a dear!

don't nean this nonment,

Anyone would think you were a
You know I'mthe same age as you are.'

feeling the roughness of his day-

He t hought of the
Wth his Iips

Sone day.'

It's been "some day" for two years now.'

pul | ed off the absurd fl at

It was tornenting to be so
her chin and

Do!’

but soon.

"Yes, but not SOMVE tinme--now. |

When we get an opportunity. Say you will!'
"Il can't. | can't promse.'

'Say "yes," Rosemary. PLEASE do!'

' No.'

Still stroking her invisible face

"Veuillez le dire donc sel on

Que vous estes benigne et doul che,
Car ce doulx mot n'est pas si |long
Q'il vous face mal en | a bouche.’

'VWhat does that mean?'

He translated it.

"I can't, Gordon. | just can't.

'Say "yes," Rosemary,
Ilyesll as " r.]oll ?l

there's a dear.

he quot ed:

Surely it's as easy to say
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"No, it isn't, it's easy enough for you. You're a man. |It's
different for a wonan.'

'Say "yes," Rosemary! "Yes"--it's such an easy word. GO on, nhow,
say it. "Yes!"'

" Anyone woul d think you were teaching a parrot to talk, Gordon.'
'Ch, damm! Don't make jokes about it.'

It was not nuch use arguing. Presently they came out into the
street and wal ked on, southward. Sonmehow, from Rosemary's swi ft,
neat novenents, from her general air of a girl who knows how to

| ook after herself and who yet treats life mainly as a joke, you
could make a good guess at her upbringing and her nmental background
She was the youngest child of one of those huge hungry fanilies
which still exist here and there in the nmiddle classes. There had
been fourteen children all told--the father was a country solicitor.
Sone of Rosemary's sisters were married, some of themwere
school m stresses or running typi ng bureaux; the brothers were
farmi ng in Canada, on tea-plantations in Ceylon, in obscure

regi ments of the Indian Arny. Like all wonen who have had an
eventful girlhood, Rosemary wanted to remain a girl. That was why,
sexual |y, she was so inmature. She had kept late into life the

hi gh-spirited sexl ess atnmosphere of a big family. Also she had
absorbed into her very bones the code of fair play and |ive-and-
let-live. She was profoundly magnani nous, quite iIncapable of
spiritual bullying. From Gordon, whom she adored, she put up with
al nost anything. It was the measure of her magnanimty that never
once, in the two years that she had known him had she bl anmed him
for not attenpting to earn a proper living.

CGordon was aware of all this. But at the nmoment he was thinking of
other things. 1In the pallid circles of |ight about the |anp-posts,
besi de Rosemary's smaller, trimer figure, he felt graceless,
shabby, and dirty. He w shed very nuch that he had shaved t hat
norning. Furtively he put a hand into his pocket and felt his
noney, half afraid--it was a recurrent fear with him-that he m ght
have dropped a coin. However, he could feel the mlled edge of a
form his principal coin at the noment. Four and fourpence left.
He couldn't possibly take her out to supper, he reflected. They'd
have to trail dismally up and down the streets, as usual, or at
best go to a Lyons for a coffee. Bloody! How can you have any fun
when you've got no nobney? He said broodingly:

"Of course it all cones back to noney.'

This remark cane out of the blue. She |ooked up at himin surprise
"What do you nean, it all cones back to noney?

"I mean the way nothing ever goes right inny life. [It's always
noney, noney, noney that's at the bottom of everything. And

especi ally between nme and you. That's why you don't really |ove
nme. There's a sort of film of nobney between us. | can feel it
every time | kiss you.

'Money! \What HAS noney got to do with it, Gordon?

"Money's got to do with everything. |If | had nore noney you'd | ove
me nore.'
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"OfF course, | wouldn't! Wy should I?

"You couldn't help it. Don't you see that if | had nore noney |'d
be nore worth loving? Look at ne now Look at ny face, |ook at
these clothes |I'm wearing, |ook at everything el se about nme. Do
you suppose |'d be like that if | had two thousand a year? |If |
had nmore noney | should be a different person.

"I'f you were a different person | shouldn't |ove you.'

"That's nonsense, too. But look at it like this. If we were
married woul d you sl eep with ne?'

"What questions you do ask! O course | would. Oherw se, where
woul d be the sense of being married?

"Well then, suppose | was decently well off, WOULD you marry nme?'

"What's the good of tal king about it, Gordon? You know we can't
afford to marry.'

"Yes, but IF we could. Wuld you?
"I don't know. Yes, | would, | dare say.'
'There you are, then! That's what | said--noney!’

'"No, Gordon, no! That's not fair! You're twi sting my words
round. '’

"No, I'mnot. You've got this noney-business at the bottom of your
heart. Every woman's got it. You wish | was in a GOOD job now,
don't you?'

"Not in the way you nean it. |1'd like you to be earning nore
nmoney--yes.'

"And you think | ought to have stayed on at the New Al bion, don't
you? You'd like me to go back there now and write slogans for
Q T. Sauce and Truweet Breakfast Crisps. Wuldn't you?

"No, | wouldn't. | NEVER said that.'

"You thought it, though. It's what any woman woul d t hink.

He was being horribly unfair, and he knew it. The one thing
Rosemary had never said, the thing she was probably quite incapable

of saying, was that he ought to go back to the New Al bion. But
for the nonent he did not even want to be fair. His sexua

di sappoi ntnment still pricked him Wth a sort of nelancholy triunph
he reflected that, after all, he was right. It was noney that stood
bet ween them Mbney, noney, all is noney! He broke into a

hal f -serious tirade:

"Wnen! \What nonsense they nake of all our ideas! Because one
can't keep free of women, and every wonan nmakes one pay the sane

price. "Chuck away your decency and make nore noney"--that's what
worren say. " Chuck away your decency, suck the blacking off the
boss's boots, and buy nme a better fur coat than the woman next
door." Every man you can see has got sonme bl asted worman hangi ng

round his neck |like a mermaid, dragging hi mdown and down--down to
some beastly little sem -detached villa in Putney, with hire-
purchase furniture and a portable radio and an aspidistra in the
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wi ndow. It's wonen who nake all progress inpossible. Not that |
believe in progress,' he added rather unsatisfactorily.

'VWhat absol ute NONSENSE you do tal k, Gordon! As though wonmen were
to blane for everything!'

'"They are to blanme, finally. Because it's the wonen who really
believe in the noney-code. The nmen obey it; they have to, but they
don't believe init. |It's the wonen who keep it going. The wonen
and their Putney villas and their fur coats and their babies and
their aspidistras.'

"I't is NOT the wonen, Gordon! Wénen didn't invent noney, did
t hey?'

"It doesn't matter who invented it, the point is that it's wonen
who worship it. A wonman's got a sort of mnystical feeling towards
noney. Good and evil in a wonen's mind nmean sinply noney and no
noney. Look at you and me. You won't sleep with me, sinmply and
sol ely because |'ve got no noney. Yes, that IS the reason. (He
squeezed her armto silence her.) You admitted it only a mnute
ago. And if | had a decent income you'd go to bed with ne
tomorrow. It's not because you're nercenary. You don't want ne
to PAY you for sleeping with nme. |It's not so crude as that. But
you' ve got that deep-down nystical feeling that sonehow a nman

wi t hout noney isn't worthy of you. He's a weakling, a sort of

hal f-man--that's how you feel. Hercules, god of strength and god
of money--you'll find that in Lenmpriere. It's wonen who keep al
nyt hol ogi es goi ng. Wonen!'

"Wonen!' echoed Rosenmary on a different note. 'I hate the way nen
are always tal king about WOMEN. "Wonen do this," and "WOVEN do
that"--as though all women were exactly the sane!’

'"Of course all wonen are the sanme! Wat does any woman want except
a safe income and two babies and a seni-detached villa in Putney
with an aspidistra in the w ndow?'

' Ch, you and your aspi distras!

"On the contrary, YOUR aspidistras. You're the sex that cultivates
them'

She squeezed his arm and burst out |aughing. She was really
extraordinarily good-natured. Besides, what he was sayi ng was such
pal pabl e nonsense that it did not even exasperate her. CGordon's

di atri bes agai nst wonen were in reality a kind of perverse joke

i ndeed, the whole sex-war is at bottomonly a joke. For the sane
reason it is great fun to pose as a feminist or an anti-feninist
according to your sex. As they wal ked on they began a viol ent
argunent upon the eternal and idiotic question of Man versus Woman.
The noves in this argunent--for they had it as often as they net--
were always very much the same. Men are brutes and wonen are
soul | ess, and wonen have al ways been kept in subjection and they
jolly well ought to be kept in subjection, and | ook at Patient
Grisel da and | ook at Lady Astor, and what about pol ygany and Hi ndu
wi dows, and what about Mbther Pankhurst's piping days when every
decent woman wore mousetraps on her garters and couldn't | ook at a
man wi thout feeling her right hand itch for a castrating knife?
CGordon and Rosenmary never grew tired of this kind of thing. Each

| aughed with delight at the other's absurdities. There was a nerry
war between them Even as they disputed, armin arm they pressed
their bodies delightedly together. They were very happy. I|ndeed
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t hey adored one another. Each was to the other a standing joke and
an object infinitely precious. Presently a red and bl ue haze of
Neon |ights appeared in the distance. They had reached the
begi nning of the Tottenham Court Road. Gordon put his armround
her wai st and turned her to the right, down a darkish side-street.
They were so happy together that they had got to kiss. They stood
cl asped together under the |anp-post, still |aughing, two enem es
breast to breast. She rubbed her cheek agai nst his.

' Gordon, you are such a dear old ass! | can't help |oving you,
scrubby jaw and all.'

'"Do you really?
'"Really and truly.'

Her arms still round him she leaned a little backwards, pressing
her belly against his with a sort of innocent vol uptuousness.

'"Life IS wrth living, isn't it, Gordon?
' Sonetines. '

"I'f only we could neet a bit oftener! Sonetinmes | don't see you
for weeks.'

"I know. It's bloody. |If you knew how | hate my evenings al one!'’
'One never seens to have time for anything. | don't even |eave
that beastly office till nearly seven. What do you do with

yoursel f on Sundays, Gordon?'
'Ch, God! Moon about and | ook niserable, |ike everyone el se.’

"Wy not let's go out for a walk in the country sonmetines. Then we
woul d have all day together. Next Sunday, for instance?

The words chilled him They brought back the thought of noney,
whi ch he had succeeded in putting out of his nind for half an hour
past. A trip into the country would cost noney, far nore than he
could possibly afford. He said in a non-comrittal tone that
transferred the whole thing to the real mof abstraction:

'"Of course, it's not too bad in Richnmond Park on Sundays. O even
Hanpst ead Heath. Especially if you go in the nornings before the
crowds get there.'

"Ch, but do let's go right out into the country! Somewhere in
Surrey, for instance, or to Burnham Beeches. 1It's so lovely at
this time of year, with all the dead | eaves on the ground, and you
can wal k all day and hardly neet a soul. W'Ill walk for mles and
mles and have dinner at a pub. It would be such fun. Do let's!'

Bl ast! The noney- busi ness was com ng back. A trip even as far as
Bur nham Beeches woul d cost all of ten bob. He did sone hurried
arithmetic. Five bob he m ght manage, and Julia would 'lend" him
five, GVE himfive, that was. At the sane nonent he renmenbered
his oath, constantly renewed and al ways broken, not to 'borrow
nmoney of f Julia. He said in the same casual tone as before

"I't WOULD be rather fun. | should think we mght manage it. |'lI
I et you know | ater in the week, anyway.'
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They came out of the side-street, still armin arm There was a
pub on the corner. Rosemary stood on tiptoe, and, clinging to
CGordon's armto support herself, nmanaged to | ook over the frosted
| ower half of the w ndow.

'Look, Gordon, there's a clock in there. |It's nearly half past
nine. Aren't you getting frightfully hungry?

"No,' he said instantly and untruthfully.

"I ' am |I'msinmply starving. Let's go and have sonething to eat
somewhere.' Money again! One nmonent nore, and he nust confess
that he had only four and fourpence in the world--four and
fourpence to last till Friday.

"I couldn't eat anything,' he said. 'I mght nanage a dri nk,

dare say. Let's go and have sone coffee or sonething. | expect
we'll find a Lyons open.

'"Ch, don't let's go to a Lyons! | know such a nice little Italian
restaurant, only just down the road. We'I||l have Spaghett
Napolitaine and a bottle of red wine. | adore spaghetti. Do
let's!’

Hi s heart sank. It was no good. He would have to own up. Supper

at the Italian Restaurant could not possibly cost |less than five
bob for the two of them He said al nost sullenly:

"It's about time | was getting hone, as a matter of fact.'
' Ch, CGordon! Already? Wy?

"Ch, well! If you MUST know, |'ve only got four and fourpence in
the world. And it's got to last till Friday.'

Rosemary stopped short. She was so angry that she pinched his arm
with all her strength, meaning to hurt him and punish him

' Gordon, you ARE an ass! You're a perfect idiot! You' re the npst
unspeakable idiot |I've ever seen!’

"Wy am | an idiot?

' Because what does it matter whether you' ve got any nmoney! |'m
asking YOU to have supper with M.’

He freed his armfrom hers and stood away fromher. He did not
want to | ook her in the face.

"VWhat! Do you think 1'd go to a restaurant and |let you pay for ny
f ood?'

' But why not?'
'Because one can't do that sort of thing. It isn't done.'

"It "isn't done"! You'll be saying it's "not cricket" in another
moment. WHAT "isn't done"?

"Letting you pay for my neals. A man pays for a woman, a woman
doesn't pay for a man.'

'Ch, Gordon! Are we living in the reign of Queen Victoria?
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'Yes, we are, as far as that kind of thing's concerned. |deas
don't change so quickly.'

'"But MY ideas have changed.'

'No, they haven't. You think they have, but they haven't. You've
been brought up as a wonan, and you can't hel p behaving like a
worran, however much you don't want to.

'But what do you nean by BEHAVI NG LI KE A WOMAN, anyway?

"I tell you every wonan's the same when it cones to a thing |ike
this. A woman despi ses a man who's dependent on her and sponges on
her. She may say she doesn't, she may THI NK she doesn't, but she
does. She can't help it. If I let you pay for nmy nmeals YOU D
despi se ne.'

He had turned away. He knew how abom nably he was behaving. But
somehow he had got to say these things. The feeling that people--
even Rosemary--MJST despise himfor his poverty was too strong to
be overcome. Only by rigid, jealous independence could he keep his
self-respect. Rosemary was really distressed this time. She
caught his armand pulled himround, making himface her. Wth an
i nsi stent gesture, angrily and yet demanding to be |oved, she
pressed her breast against him

"CGordon! | won't let you say such things. How can you say |'d
ever despi se you?

"I tell you you couldn't help it if | let nmyself sponge on you.'

' Sponge on ne! \What expressions you do use! Howis it sponging on
nme to let ne pay for your supper just for once!'

He could feel the small breasts, firmand round, just beneath his
own. She |l ooked up at him frowning and yet not far fromtears.

She thought hi m perverse, unreasonable, cruel. But her physical
nearness distracted him At this nonent all he could renenber was
that in two years she had never yielded to him She had starved
himof the one thing that nattered. What was the good of pretending
that she loved himwhen in the | ast essential she recoiled? He
added with a kind of deadly joy:

"In a way you do despise ne. Ch, yes, | know you're fond of ne.
But after all, you can't take me quite seriously. |'ma kind of
joke to you. You're fond of nme, and yet I'mnot quite your equal --
that's how you feel.'

It was what he had said before, but with this difference, that now
he nmeant it, or said it as if he neant it. She cried out with
tears in her voice:

'l don't, Gordon, | don't! You KNOWI don't!

"You do. That's why you won't sleep with me. Didn't | tell you
that before?

She | ooked up at himan instant |onger, and then buried her face in
his breast as suddenly as though ducking froma blow It was
because she had burst into tears. She wept against his breast,
angry with him hating him and yet clinging to himlike a child.

It was the childish way in which she clung to him as a nere male
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breast to weep on, that hurt himmst. Wth a sort of self-hatred
he renenmbered the other wonen who in just the same way had cried
against his breast. It seenmed the only thing he could do with
worren, to make themcry. Wth his armround her shoul ders he
caressed her clunsily, trying to console her.

"You' ve gone and made ne cry!' she whinpered in self-contenpt.

I"msorry! Rosemary, dear one! Don't cry, PLEASE don't cry.

' Gordon, dearest! VHY do you have to be so beastly to nme?'

I"msorry, I'msorry! Sometines | can't help it.
'But why? Why?'

She had got over her crying. Rather nore conposed, she drew away
fromhimand felt for something to wi pe her eyes. Neither of them
had a handkerchief. Inpatiently, she wung the tears out of her
eyes with her knuckles.

"How silly we always are! Now, Gordon, BE nice for once. Cone
along to the restaurant and have some supper and let me pay for
it.'

"No.'

"Just this once. Never mind about the old noney-business. Do it
just to please ne.'

"I tell youl can't do that kind of thing. 1've got to keep ny end
up.'

'But what do you nmean, keep your end up?

"Il've made a war on noney, and |'ve got to keep the rules. The
first rule is never to take charity.'

"Charity! ©Oh, Gordon, | DO think you're silly!'

She squeezed his ribs again. It was a sign of peace. She did not
understand him probably never would understand him yet she
accepted himas he was, hardly even protesting against his

unr easonabl eness. As she put her face up to be kissed he noticed
that her lips were salt. A tear had trickled here. He strained
her against him The hard defensive feeling had gone out of her
body. She shut her eyes and sank against himand into him as

t hough her bones had grown weak, and her |ips parted and her small
tongue sought for his. It was very seldomthat she did that. And
suddenly, as he felt her body yielding, he seemed to know with
certainty that their struggle was ended. She was his now when he
chose to take her, and yet perhaps she did not fully understand
what it was that she was offering; it was sinply an instinctive
noverment of generosity, a desire to reassure him-to snooth away
that hateful feeling of being unloveable and unloved. She said
nothing of this in words. It was the feeling of her body that
seermed to say it. But even if this had been the tine and the place
he coul d not have taken her. At this nonent he loved her but did
not desire her. His desire could only return at sonme future tine
when there was no quarrel fresh in his mnd and no consci ousness of
four and fourpence in his pocket to daunt him

Presently they separated their nouths, though still clinging
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cl osely together.

"How stupid it is, the way we quarrel, isn't it Gordon? Wen we
nmeet so seldom'

"I know. It's all my fault. | can't help it. Things rub ne up.
It's money at the bottomof it, always noney.'

'Ch, nmoney! You let it worry you too nuch, Gordon.'

"Inpossible. It's the only thing worth worryi ng about.'

"But, anyway, we WLL go out into the country next Sunday, won't
we? To Burnham Beeches or sonewhere. |t would be so nice if we
could."'

"Yes, I'd love to. We'Ill go early and be out all day. [I'Ill raise

the train fares sonehow. '
"But you'll let me pay ny own fare, won't you?
"No, I'd rather | paid them but we'll go, anyway.'

"And you really won't let me pay for your supper--just this once,
just to show you trust nme?

"No, | can't. I'msorry. |'ve told you why.'

'Ch, dear! | suppose we shall have to say good night. It's
getting late.'

They stayed talking a long time, however, so |ong that Rosemary got
no supper after all. She had to be back at her |odgings by el even,
or the she-dragons were angry. GCordon went to the top of the
Tottenham Court Road and took the tram It was a penny cheaper
than taking the bus. On the wooden seat upstairs he was wedged
against a small dirty Scotchnman who read the football finals and
oozed beer. Gordon was very happy. Rosemary was going to be his
m stress. Sharply the nenacing w nd sweeps over. To the music of
the tram s boom ng he whi spered the seven conpl eted stanzas of his
poem Nine stanzas there would be in all. 1t was GOOD. He
believed in it and in hinmself. He was a poet. Gordon Constock,
aut hor of Mce. Even in London Pl easures he once again believed.

He thought of Sunday. They were to neet at nine o'clock at

Paddi ngton Station. Ten bob or so it would cost; he would raise
the noney if he had to pawn his shirt. And she was going to become
his mstress; this very Sunday, perhaps, if the right chance
offered itself. Nothing had been said. Only, sonehow, it was
agreed between them

Pl ease God it kept fine on Sunday! It was deep winter now \What
luck if it turned out one of those splendid w ndl ess days--one of
t hose days that m ght al nbost be sumer, when you can lie for hours
on the dead bracken and never feel cold! But you don't get many
days like that; a dozen at nobst in every winter. As likely as not
it would rain. He wondered whether they would get a chance to do
it after all. They had nowhere to go, except the open air. There
are so many pairs of lovers in London with 'nowhere to go'; only
the streets and the parks, where there is no privacy and it is
always cold. It is not easy to make love in a cold climte when
you have no noney. The 'never the tine and the place' motif is not
made enough of in novels.
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The plumes of the chi meys fl oated perpendi cul ar agai nst skies of
snoky rose.

CGordon caught the 27 bus at ten past eight. The streets were stil

| ocked in their Sunday sleep. On the doorsteps the nilk bottles
wai ted ungathered like little white sentinels. Gordon had fourteen
shillings in his hand--thirteen and nine, rather, because the bus
fare was t hreepence. Nine bob he had set aside from his wages-- God
knew what that was going to nean, later in the week!--and five he
had borrowed from Juli a.

He had gone round to Julia's place on Thursday night. Julia's room
in Earl's Court, though only a second-floor back, was not just a

vul gar bedroomlike Gordon's. It was a bed-sitting with the accent
on the sitting. Julia would have died of starvation sooner than
put up with such squalor as Gordon lived in. Indeed every one of

her scraps of furniture, collected over intervals of years,
represented a period of sem -starvation. There was a divan bed that
could very nearly be mistaken for a sofa, and a little round funed
oak table, and two 'antique' hardwood chairs, and an ornanent al
footstool and a chintz-covered arnchair--Drage's: thirteen nonthly
paynments--in front of the tiny gas-fire; and there were various
brackets with framed photos of father and nother and Gordon and Aunt
Angel a, and a birchwood cal endar--sonebody's Christmas present--with
'"It's a long | ane that has no turning' done on it in pokerwork.
Julia depressed Gordon horribly. He was always telling hinself that
he ought to go and see her oftener; but in practice he never went
near her except to 'borrow noney.

When Gordon had gi ven three knocks--three knocks for second fl oor--
Julia took himup to her roomand knelt down in front of the gas-
fire.

"I'"lIl light the fire again,' she said. 'You'd like a cup of tea,
woul dn't you?'

He noted the 'again'. The roomwas beastly cold--no fire had been
lighted in it this evening. Julia always 'saved gas' when she was
al one. He | ooked at her |ong narrow back as she knelt down. How
grey her hair was getting! Wwole |locks of it were quite grey. A
l[ittle more, and it would be 'grey hair' tout court.

"You like your tea strong, don't you?' breathed Julia, hovering
over the tea-caddy with tender, goose-like novenents.

Gordon drank his cup of tea standing up, his eye on the birchwood
calendar. Qut with it! Get it over! Yet his heart alnost failed
him The neanness of this hateful cadging! Wat would it all tot
up to, the noney he had 'borrowed' fromher in all these years?

"l say, Julia, |I'mdamed sorry--1 hate asking you; but |ook here--'
'Yes, CGordon?' she said quietly. She knew what was com ng.

'Look here, Julia, |I'mdamed sorry, but could you lend ne five
bob?
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'Yes, CGordon, | expect so.

She sought out the small, worn black | eather purse that was hidden
at the bottom of her linen drawer. He knew what she was t hinking
It neant |ess for Christnas presents. That was the great event of
her 1ife nowadays--Christmas and the giving of presents: hunting
through the glittering streets, late at night after the teashop was
shut, from one bargain counter to another, picking out the trash
that women are so curiously fond of. Handkerchief sachets, letter
racks, teapots, manicure sets, birchwood cal endars with nottoes in
pokerwork. Al through the year she was scraping fromher wetched
wages for 'So-and-so's Christmas present', or 'So-and-so's birthday
present'. And had she not, l|last Christmas, because Gordon was
"fond of poetry', given himthe Sel ected Poens of John Drinkwater
in green norocco, which he had sold for half a crown? Poor Juli a!
CGordon nmade off with his five bob as soon as he decently coul d.

Wy is it that one can't borrow froma rich friend and can froma
hal f-starved relative? But one's famly, of course, 'don't count'.

On the top of the bus he did mental arithnetic. Thirteen and nine
in hand. Two day-returns to Slough, five bob. Bus fares, say two
bob nmore, seven bob. Bread and cheese and beer at a pub, say a bob
each, nine bob. Tea, eightpence each, twelve bob. A bob for
cigarettes, thirteen bob. That |eft ninepence for emergencies.
They woul d manage all right. And how about the rest of the week?
Not a penny for tobacco! But he refused to let it worry him

Today woul d be worth it, anyway.

Rosemary nmet himon tinme. It was one of her virtues that she was
never |late, and even at this hour of the nmorning she was bright and
debonair. She was rather nicely dressed, as usual. She was

weari ng her nock-shovel hat again, because he had said he liked it.
They had the station practically to thenselves. The huge grey
place, littered and deserted, had a bl owsy, unwashed air, as though
it were still sleeping off a Saturday ni ght debauch. A yawning
porter in need of a shave told themthe best way to get to Burnham
Beeches, and presently they were in a third-class snmoker, rolling
westward, and the nean wil derness of London was opening out and
giving way to narrow sooty fields dotted with ads for Carter's
Little Liver Pills. The day was very still and warm Gordon's
prayer had cone true. It was one of those wi ndl ess days which you
can hardly tell fromsunmer. You could feel the sun behind the
mst; it would break through presently, with any luck. Gordon and
Rosemary were profoundly and rather absurdly happy. There was a
sense of wild adventure in getting out of London, with the | ong day
in '"the country' stretching out ahead of them It was nonths since
Rosemary and a year since Gordon had set foot in 'the country'.
They sat close together with the Sunday Ti nes open across their
knees; they did not read it, however, but watched the fields and
cows and houses and the enpty goods trucks and great sl eeping
factories rolling past. Both of them enjoyed the railway journey
so much that they wi shed it had been | onger.

At Sl ough they got out and travelled to Farnham Common in an absurd
chocol at e-col oured bus with no top. Slough was still half asleep
Rosemary remenbered the way now that they had got to Farnham
Common. You wal ked down a rutted road and canme out on to stretches
of fine, wet, tussocky grass dotted with little naked birches. The
beech woods were beyond. Not a bough or a blade was stirring. The
trees stood |ike ghosts in the still, msty air. Both Rosemary and
CGordon exclaimed at the |oveliness of everything. The dew, the
stillness, the satiny stens of the birches, the softness of the
turf under your feet! Nevertheless, at first they felt shrunken
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and out of place, as Londoners do when they get outside London.
CGordon felt as though he had been |iving underground for a | ong
time past. He felt etiolated and unkenpt. He slipped behind
Rosemary as they wal ked, so that she should not see his lined
colourless face. Also, they were out of breath before they had
wal ked far, because they were only used to London wal ki ng, and for
the first half hour they scarcely talked. They plunged into the
woods and started westward, with not nuch idea of where they were
maki ng for--anywhere, so long as it was away from London. Al
round themthe beech-trees soared, curiously phallic with their
snoot h skin-like bark and their flutings at the base. Nothing grew
at their roots, but the dried | eaves were strewn so thickly that in
the di stance the slopes |ooked |like folds of copper-coloured silk.
Not a soul seened to be awake. Presently Gordon came |level wth
Rosemary. They wal ked on hand in hand, sw shing through the dry
coppery leaves that had drifted into the ruts. Sonetines they came
out on to stretches of road where they passed huge desol ate houses--
opul ent country houses, once, in the carriage days, but now
deserted and unsal eable. Down the road the m st-di nmed hedges wore
that strange purplish brown, the col our of brown madder, that naked
brushwood takes on in winter. There were a few birds about--jays,
sonmeti nes, passing between the trees with dipping flight, and
pheasants that loitered across the road with long tails trailing,
al nost as tane as hens, as though knowi ng they were safe on Sunday.
But in half an hour Gordon and Rosemary had not passed a human
being. Sleep lay upon the countryside. It was hard to believe
that they were only twenty mles out of London.

Presently they had wal ked thenselves into trim They had got their
second wi nd and the blood glowed in their veins. It was one of

t hose days when you feel you could walk a hundred miles if
necessary. Suddenly, as they came out on to the road again, the
dew all down the hedge glittered with a dianond flash. The sun had
pi erced the clouds. The light came slanting and yell ow across the
fields, and delicate unexpected col ours sprang out in everything,
as though sone giant's child had been let |oose with a new
pai nt box. Rosemary caught Gordon's arm and pul | ed hi m agai nst her.

' Ch, Gordon, what a LOVELY day!'

"Lovel y.'

"And, oh, look, |ook! Look at all the rabbits in that field!"
Sure enough, at the other end of the field, innumerable rabbits
were browsing, alnmost like a flock of sheep. Suddenly there was a

flurry under the hedge. A rabbit had been |lying there. It |eapt
fromits nest in the grass with a flirt of dew and dashed away down

the field, its white tail lifted. Rosemary threw herself into
CGordon's arns. It was astonishingly warm as warm as sunmmer. They
pressed their bodies together in a sort of sexless rapture, l|ike

children. Here in the open air he could see the marks of tine
quite clearly upon her face. She was nearly thirty, and | ooked it,
and he was nearly thirty, and | ooked nore; and it mattered nothing.
He pulled off the absurd flat hat. The three white hairs gl eaned
on her crown. At the nonment he did not wish themaway. They were
part of her and therefore |ovable.

"What fun to be here alone with you! I'mso glad we cane!"’

"And, oh, Gordon, to think we've got all day together! And it
m ght so easily have rained. How |ucky we are!’
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"Yes. We'll burn a sacrifice to the imortal gods, presently.'

They were extravagantly happy. As they wal ked on they fell into
absurd ent husi asns over everything they saw. over a jay's feather
that they picked up, blue as lapis lazuli; over a stagnant poo

like a jet mirror, with boughs reflected deep down in it; over the
fungi that sprouted fromthe trees |ike nonstrous horizontal ears.
They discussed for a long time what would be the best epithet to
descri be a beech-tree. Both agreed that beeches | ook nore |ike
sentient creatures than other trees. It is because of the

snoot hness of their bark, probably, and the curious linb-1ike way

i n which the boughs sprout fromthe trunk. Gordon said that the
little knobs on the bark were like the nipples of breasts and that
t he sinuous upper boughs, with their snmooth sooty skin, were |ike
the withing trunks of elephants. They argued about similes and
nmet aphors. Fromtime to time they quarrelled vigorously, according
to their custom Gordon began to tease her by finding ugly siniles
for everything they passed. He said that the russet foliage of the
hornbeanms was |i ke the hair of Burne-Jones mmi dens, and that the
snooth tentacles of the ivy that wound about the trees were like
the clinging arms of Dickens heroines. Once he insisted upon
destroyi ng some mauve toadstool s because he said they rem nded him

of a Rackhamillustration and he suspected fairies of dancing round
them Rosemary called hima soulless pig. She waded through a bed
of drifted beech | eaves that rustled about her, knee-deep, like a

wei ghtl ess red-gol d sea

'Oh, Gordon, these |eaves! Look at themw th the sun on them
They're like gold. They really are like gold.'

"Fairy gold. You'll be going all Barrie in another nmonent. As a
matter of fact, if you want an exact sinile, they're just the

col our of tomato soup.

"Don't be a pig, Gordon! Listen how they rustle. "Thick as
autumal | eaves that strow the brooks in Vallonbrosa."'

"Or |like one of those American breakfast cereals. Truweet
Breakfast Crisps. "Kiddies clanour for their Breakfast Crisps.

"You are a beast!'

She | aughed. They wal ked on hand in hand, sw shing ankl e-deep
t hrough the | eaves and decl ai m ng

"Thick as the Breakfast Crisps that strow the plates
In Wl wn Garden City!'

It was great fun. Presently they came out of the wooded area
There were plenty of people abroad now, but not many cars if you
kept away fromthe main roads. Sonetinmes they heard church bells
ri nging and made detours to avoid the churchgoers. They began to
pass through straggling villages on whose outskirts pseudo- Tudor
villas stood sniffishly apart, am d their garages, their laure
shrubberies and their raw | ooking |lawns. And Gordon had sone fun
railing against the villas and the godless civilization of which
they were part--a civilization of stockbrokers and their I|ip-
sticked wives, of golf, whisky, ouija-boards, and Aberdeen terriers
called Jock. So they wal ked another four nmiles or so, talking and
frequently quarrelling. A few gauzy clouds were drifting across
the sky, but there was hardly a breath of w nd.
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They were growi ng rather footsore and nore and nore hungry. O its
own accord the conversation began to turn upon food. Neither of
them had a watch, but when they passed through a village they saw
that the pubs were open, so that it nmust be after twelve o'clock.
They hesitated outside a rather |ow | ooking pub called the Bird in
Hand. Gordon was for going in; privately he reflected that in a
pub like that your bread and cheese and beer would cost you a bob
at the very nost. But Rosermary said that it was a nasty-I|ooking
pl ace, which indeed it was, and they went on, hoping to find a

pl easanter pub at the other end of the village. They had visions
of a cosy bar-parlour, with an oak settle and perhaps a stuffed
pi ke in a glass case on the wall.

But there were no nore pubs in the village, and presently they were
in open country again, with no houses in sight and not even any

si gnposts. Gordon and Rosemary began to be alarned. At two the
pubs woul d shut, and then there would be no food to be had, except
per haps a packet of biscuits fromsone village sweetshop. At this
t hought a raveni ng hunger took possession of them They toiled
exhaustedly up an enormous hill, hoping to find a village on the

ot her side. There was no village, but far below a dark green river
wound, with what seened quite like a large town scattered along its
edge and a grey bridge crossing it. They did not even know what
river it was--it was the Thanes, of course.

'Thank God!' said Gordon. 'There nmust be plenty of pubs down
there. We'd better take the first one we can find.'

"Yes, do let's. |'m starving.
But when they neared the town it seened strangely quiet. Gordon

wonder ed whet her the people were all at church or eating their
Sunday dinners, until he realized that the place was quite

deserted. It was Crickham on- Thames, one of those riverside towns
which live for the boating season and go into hibernation for the
rest of the year. It straggled along the bank for a nmile or nore,

and it consisted entirely of boat-houses and bungal ows, all of them
shut up and enpty. There were no signs of |ife anywhere. At |ast,
however, they came upon a fat, aloof, red-nosed man, with a ragged
nmoust ache, sitting on a canp-stool beside a jar of beer on the
towpath. He was fishing with a twenty-foot roach pole, while on
the smooth green water two swans circled about his float, trying to
steal his bait as often as he pulled it up.

"Can you tell us where we can get sonething to eat?' said Gordon.
The fat man seemed to have been expecting this question and to
derive a sort of private pleasure fromit. He answered without

| ooki ng at Gor don.

'"YOU won't get nothing to eat. Not here you won't,' he said.

"But dash it! Do you nean to say there isn't a pub in the whole
pl ace? W've wal ked all the way from Farnham Conmmon. '

The fat man sniffed and seened to reflect, still keeping his eye on
the float. 'I| dessay you might try the Ravenscroft Hotel,' he
said. 'About half a mle along, that is. | dessay they'd give you

sonmet hing; that is, they would if they was open.'

'But ARE they open?
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' They might be and they might not,' said the fat nan confortably.

"And can you tell us what tine it is?'" said Rosemary.
"It's jest gone ten parse one.'

The two swans foll owed Gordon and Rosemary a little way al ong the
towpat h, evidently expecting to be fed. There did not seem nmuch
hope that the Ravenscroft Hotel would be open. The whol e place had
that desolate flyblown air of pleasure resorts in the off-season.
The woodwork of the bungal ows was cracking, the white paint was
peeling off, the dusty wi ndows showed bare interiors. Even the
sl ot machines that were dotted al ong the bank were out of order.
There seened to be another bridge at the other end of the town.
CGordon swore heartily.

"What bl oody fools we were not to go in that pub when we had the
chance!"

'"Ch, dear! I'msinply STARVING Had we better turn back, do you
t hi nk?'

'"I't's no use, there were no pubs the way we cane. W nust keep on.
| suppose the Ravenscroft Hotel's on the other side of that bridge.
If that's a main road there's just a chance it'll be open.

O herwi se we're sunk.'

They dragged their way as far as the bridge. They were thoroughly
footsore now. But behold! here at |ast was what they wanted, for
just beyond the bridge, down a sort of private road, stood a

bi ggi sh, smartish hotel, its back | awns running down to the river.
It was obviously open. Gordon and Rosemary started eagerly towards
it, and then paused, daunted.

"It looks frightfully expensive,' said Rosemary.

It did | ook expensive. It was a vulgar pretentious place, all gilt
and white paint--one of those hotels which have overchargi ng and
bad service witten on every brick. Beside the drive, conmmanding
the road, a snobbish board announced in gilt |ettering:

THE RAVENSCROFT HOTEL

OPEN TO NON- RESI DENTS

LUNCHEONS- TEAS- DI NNERS

DANCE HALL AND TENNI' S COURTS

PARTI ES CATERED FOR

Two gl eam ng two-seater cars were parked in the drive. Gordon
quai l ed. The nmoney in his pocket seenmed to shrink to nothing, this
was the very opposite to the cosy pub they had been | ooking for.
But he was very hungry. Rosemary tweaked at his arm

"It looks a beastly place. | vote we go on.'

"But we've got to get some food. |It's our |ast chance. W shan't
find another pub.'
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'"The food's al ways so disgusting in these places. Beastly cold
beef that tastes as if it had been saved up fromlast year. And
they charge you the earth for it.'

"Ch, well, we'll just order bread and cheese and beer. It always
costs about the sane.’

"But they hate you doing that. They'll try to bully us into having

a proper lunch, you'll see. W nmust be firmand just say bread and
cheese.'

"All right, we'll be firm Cone on.'

They went in, resolved to be firm But there was an expensive
snell in the draughty hallway--a snmell of chintz, dead flowers,
Thames water, and the rinsings of wine bottles. It was the
characteristic smell of a riverside hotel. Gordon's heart sank
lower. He knew the type of place this was. It was one of those

desol ate hotel s which exist all along the notor roads and are
frequented by stockbrokers airing their whores on Sunday
afternoons. In such places you are insulted and overcharged al nost
as a matter of course. Rosemary shrank nearer to him She too was
intimdated. They saw a door marked ' Sal oon' and pushed it open,
thinking it must be the bar. It was not a bar, however, but a
large, smart, chilly roomw th corduroy-uphol stered chairs and
settees. You could have nistaken it for an ordinary draw ng-room
except that all the ashtrays adverti sed White Horse whisky. And
round one of the tables the people fromthe cars outside--two

bl ond, flat-headed, fattish nmen, over-youthfully dressed, and two
di sagr eeabl e el egant young wonmen--were sitting, having evidently
just finished lunch. A waiter, bending over their table, was
serving themw th |iqueurs.

Gordon and Rosenmary had halted in the doorway. The people at the
table were already eyeing themw th of fensive upper-niddl e-class
eyes. Gordon and Rosemary | ooked tired and dirty, and they knew
it. The notion of ordering bread and cheese and beer had al npst
vani shed fromtheir mnds. |In such a place as this you couldn't
possi bly say 'Bread and cheese and beer'; 'Lunch' was the only
thing you could say. There was nothing for it but 'Lunch' or
flight. The waiter was al nost openly contenptuous. He had sumred
them up at a glance as having no noney; but al so he had divined
that it was in their mnds to fly and was deternmined to stop them
bef ore they coul d escape.

'Sare?' he demanded, lifting his tray off the table.

Now for it! Say 'Bread and cheese and beer', and dam the
consequences! Alas! his courage was gone. 'Lunch' it would have
to be. Wth a seening-carel ess gesture he thrust his hand into his
pocket. He was feeling his noney to make sure that it was still
there. Seven and el evenpence left, he knew. The waiter's eye

foll omed the novenent; Gordon had a hateful feeling that the nman
could actually see through the cloth and count the nmoney in his
pocket. In a tone as lordly as he could make it, he renarked:

'Can we have sone |unch, please?
"Luncheon, sare? Yes, sare. Zees way.'
The waiter was a black-haired young man with a very snooth, well -

featured, sallow face. Hi s dress clothes were excellently cut and
yet uncl ean-1ooking, as though he seldomtook themoff. He |ooked
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li ke a Russian prince; probably he was an Englishman and had
assuned a foreign accent because this was proper in a waiter.
Def eat ed, Rosemary and Gordon followed himto the di ni ng-room

whi ch was at the back, giving on to the lawn. It was exactly like
an aquarium It was built entirely of greenish glass, and it was
so danp and chilly that you could al nost have fanci ed yourself
under water. You could both see and snell the river outside. In

the niddl e of each of the small round tables there was a bow of
paper flowers, but at one side, to conmplete the aquarium effect,
there was a whole florist's stand of evergreens, palns, and
aspidistras and so forth, like dreary water-plants. |In sumer such
a room m ght be pl easant enough; at present, when the sun had gone
behind a cloud, it was nerely dank and niserable. Rosemary was

al nost as nmuch afraid of the waiter as Gordon was. As they sat
down and he turned away for a nonment she nade a face at his back.

"I"mgoing to pay for ny own lunch,' she whispered to Gordon,
across the table.

'"No, you're not.

"What a horrible place! The food's sure to be filthy. | do wi sh
we hadn't cone.’

' Sh!!
The waiter had cone back with a flyblown printed menu. He handed

it to Gordon and stood over himwith the menacing air of a waiter
who knows that you have not much noney in your pocket. Gordon's

heart pounded. If it was a table d hote lunch at three and
si xpence or even half a crown, they were sunk. He set his teeth
and | ooked at the nenu. Thank God! It was a la carte. The

cheapest thing on the list was cold beef and salad for one and
si xpence. He said, or rather nunbled:

"W' || have sonme cold beef, please.’
The waiter's delicate eyebrows lifted. He feigned surprise

"ONLY ze col d beef, sare?

"Yes that'll do to go on with, anyway.'
"But you will not have ANYSI NG el se, sare?'
"Ch, well. Bring us sonme bread, of course. And butter.'

But no soup to start wiz, sare?
"No. No soup.'

Nor any fish, sare? Only ze cold beef?

'Do we want any fish, Rosemary? | don't think we do. No. No
fish.'

"Nor any sweet to follow, sare? ONLY ze cold beef?

Gordon had difficulty in controlling his features. He thought he
had never hated anyone so nuch as he hated this waiter.

"We'll tell you afterwards if we want anything el se,' he said.
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"And you will drink sare?

CGordon had neant to ask for beer, but he hadn't the courage now
He had got to win back his prestige after this affair of the cold
beef .

"Bring ne the wine list,' he said flatly.

Anot her flyblown |ist was produced. All the w nes | ooked

i mpossi bly expensive. However, at the very top of the list there
was some nanel ess table claret at two and nine a bottle. Gordon
made hurried cal cul ations. He could just manage two and nine. He
indi cated the wine with his thunbnail.

"Bring us a bottle of this,' he said.
The waiter's eyebrows rose again. He essayed a stroke of irony.

"You will have ze WHOLE bottle, sare? You would not prefare ze
hal f bottl e?

"A whole bottle,' said Gordon coldly.

Al in a single delicate nmovenent of contenpt the waiter inclined
hi s head, shrugged his |l eft shoul der, and turned away. Gordon
could not stand it. He caught Rosemary's eye across the table.
Sonehow or other they had got to put that waiter in his place! In
a nonent the waiter cane back, carrying the bottle of cheap w ne by
the neck, and half concealing it behind his coat tails, as though
it were sonething a little indecent or unclean. Gordon had thought
of a way to avenge himself. As the waiter displayed the bottle he
put out a hand, felt it, and frowned.

"That's not the way to serve red wine,' he said.

Just for a nmoment the waiter was taken aback. 'Sare?' he said.
'"It's stone cold. Take the bottle away and warmit.

'Very good, sare.'

But it was not really a victory. The waiter did not | ook abashed
Was the wi ne worth warm ng? his raised eyebrow said. He bore the
bottle away with easy disdain, naking it quite clear to Rosemary
and Gordon that it was bad enough to order the cheapest wi ne on the
[ist without nmaking this fuss about it afterwards.

The beef and sal ad were corpse-cold and did not seemlike real food

at all. They tasted |like water. The rolls, also, though stale,
were danp. The reedy Thanmes water seened to have got into
everything. It was no surprise that when the wi ne was opened it

tasted like mud. But it was alcoholic, that was the great thing.

It was quite a surprise to find how stimulating it was, once you
had got it past your gullet and into your stomach. After drinking
a glass and a half CGordon felt very much better. The waiter stood
by the door, ironically patient, his napkin over his arm trying to
make Gordon and Rosemary unconfortable by his presence. At first
he succeeded, but Gordon's back was towards him and he di sregarded
hi m and presently al nost forgot him By degrees their courage
returned. They began to talk nore easily and in | ouder voices.

'Look,' said Gordon. 'Those swans have followed us all the way up
here.'
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Sure enough, there were the two swans sailing vaguely to and fro
over the dark green water. And at this noment the sun burst out
again and the dreary aquarium of a dining-roomwas flooded with

pl easant greenish light. Gordon and Rosemary felt suddenly warm
and happy. They began chattering about nothing, alnmost as though
the waiter had not been there, and Gordon took up the bottle and
poured out two nmore gl asses of wine. Over their glasses their eyes
nmet. She was looking at himwith a sort of yielding irony. 'I'm
your mstress,' her eyes said; 'what a joke!' Their knees were
touchi ng under the small table; nomentarily she squeezed his knee
bet ween her own. Sonething |eapt inside him a warm wave of

sensual ity and tenderness crept up his body. He had renenbered!
She was his girl, his mstress. Presently, when they were al one,
in sone hidden place in the warm w ndless air, he would have her
naked body all for his own at last. True, all the nmorning he had
known this, but sonehow the knowl edge had been unreal. It was only
now that he grasped it. Wthout words said, with a sort of bodily
certainty, he knew that wi thin an hour she would be in his arns,
naked. As they sat there in the warmlight, their knees touching
their eyes neeting, they felt as though already everything had been
acconpl i shed. There was deep intimacy between them They could
have sat there for hours, just |ooking at one another and talking
of trivial things that had nmeanings for them and for nobody el se.
They did sit there for twenty nminutes or nore. Gordon had
forgotten the waiter--had even forgotten, nmonmentarily, the disaster
of being let in for this wetched lunch that was going to strip him
of every penny he had. But presently the sun went in, the room
grew grey again, and they realized that it was tine to go

"The bill," said Gordon, turning half round

The waiter made a final effort to be offensive.

"Ze bill, sare? But you do not wi sh any coffee, sare?
"No, no coffee. The bill."

The waiter retired and cane back with a folded slip on a salver.
CGordon opened it. Six and threepence--and he had exactly seven and
el evenpence in the world! O course he had known approxi mately
what the bill must be, and yet it was a shock now that it cane. He
stood up, felt in his pocket, and took out all his noney. The

sall ow young waiter, his salver on his arm eyed the handful of
noney; plainly he divined that it was all Gordon had. Rosenary

al so had got up and cone round the table. She pinched Gordon's

el bow;, this was a signal that she would like to pay her share
CGordon pretended not to notice. He paid the six and threepence
and, as he turned away, dropped another shilling on to the sal ver.
The waiter balanced it for a monment on his hand, flicked it over,
and then slipped it into his waistcoat pocket with the air of
covering up somrethi ng unnmenti onabl e.

As they went down the passage, Gordon felt dismayed, hel pl ess--
dazed, almost. All his noney gone at a single swoop! It was a
ghastly thing to happen. |If only they had not cone to this
accursed place! The whole day was ruined now-and all for the sake
of a couple of plates of cold beef and a bottle of nuddy w ne!
Presently there woul d be tea to think about, and he had only six
cigarettes left, and there were the bus fares back to Sl ough and
God knew what el se; and he had just eightpence to pay for the |ot!
They got outside the hotel feeling as if they had been kicked out
and the door slammed behind them Al the warmintimcy of a
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nonent ago was gone. Everything seened different now that they
were outside. Their blood seemed to grow suddenly cooler in the
open air. Rosemary wal ked ahead of him rather nervous, not
speaki ng. She was half frightened now by the thing she had
resolved to do. He watched her strong delicate |inbs noving.
There was her body that he had wanted so | ong; but now when the
time had cone it only daunted him He wanted her to be his, he
wanted to HAVE HAD her, but he wi shed it were over and done with.
It was an effort--a thing he had got to screw hinmself up to. It
was strange that that beastly business of the hotel bill could have
upset himso conpletely. The easy carefree nood of the norning was
shattered; in its place there had come back the hateful, harassing,
fam liar thing--worry about nmoney. |In a mnute he would have to
own up that he had only eightpence |eft; he would have to borrow
noney of f her to get them hone; it would be squalid and shaneful .
Only the wine inside himkept up his courage. The warnth of the
wi ne, and the hateful feeling of having only eightpence left,
warred together in his body, neither getting the better of the
ot her.

They wal ked rather slowly, but soon they were away fromthe river
and on hi gher ground again. Each searched desperately for
something to say and could think of nothing. He cane |level with
her, took her hand, and wound her fingers within his own. Like
that they felt better. But his heart beat painfully, his entrails
were constricted. He wondered whether she felt the same.

'There doesn't seemto be a soul about,' she said at | ast.

"It's Sunday afternoon. They're all asleep under the aspidistra,
after roast beef and Yorkshire.'

There was anot her silence. They wal ked on fifty yards or so. Wth
difficulty mastering his voice, he managed to say:

'"It's extraordinarily warm We might sit down for a bit if we can
find a place.'

"Yes, all right. If you like.

Presently they cane to a snmall copse on the left of the road. It

| ooked dead and enpty, nothing growi ng under the naked trees. But
at the corner of the copse, on the far side, there was a great
tangl ed patch of sloe or blackthorn bushes. He put his arm round
her without saying anything and turned her in that direction.

There was a gap in the hedge with some barbed wire strung across
it. He held the wire up for her and she slipped ninbly under it.
Hi s heart |eapt again. How supple and strong she was! But as he
clinmbed over the wire to follow her, the eightpence--a sixpence and
two pennies--clinked in his pocket, daunting himanew

When they got to the bushes they found a natural alcove. On three
sides were beds of thorns, |eafless but inpenetrable, and on the

ot her side you | ooked downhill over a sweep of naked pl oughed
fields. At the bottomof the hill stood a | ow-roofed cottage, tiny
as a child's toy, its chimeys snokeless. Not a creature was
stirring anywhere. You could not have been nore alone than in such
a place. The grass was the fine nobssy stuff that grows under

trees.

"W ought to have brought a nackintosh,' he said. He had knelt
down.
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"It doesn't matter. The ground's fairly dry.

He pulled her to the ground beside him kissed her, pulled off the
flat felt hat, |ay upon her breast to breast, kissed her face al
over. She lay under him yielding rather than responding. She did
not resist when his hand sought her breasts. But in her heart she
was still frightened. She would do it--oh, yes! she would keep her
i mplied prom se, she would not draw back; but all the same she was
frightened. And at heart he too was half reluctant. It di smayed
himto find howlittle, at this nmonment, he really wanted her. The
noney- busi ness still unnerved him How can you nmeke | ove when you
have only ei ghtpence in your pocket and are thinking about it al
the tine? Yet in a way he wanted her. Indeed, he could not do
without her. His life would be a different thing when once they
were really lovers. For a long tine he lay on her breast, her head
turned sideways, his face agai nst her neck and hair, attenpting
not hi ng further.

Then the sun came out again. It was getting lowin the sky now.
The warm | i ght poured over them as though a menbrane across the sky
had broken. It had been a little cold on the grass, really, with

the sun behind the clouds; but now once again it was al nost as warm
as sumrer. Both of themsat up to exclaimat it.

' Ch, Gordon, |ook! Look how the sun's lighting everything up!'

As the clouds nelted away a w dening yellow beamslid swiftly
across the valley, gilding everything in its path. Gass that had
been dull green shone suddenly enmerald. The enpty cottage bel ow
sprang out into warm col ours, purply-blue of tiles, cherry-red of
brick. Only the fact that no birds were singing rem nded you that
it was winter. Gordon put his armround Rosemary and pull ed her
hard against him They sat cheek to cheek, |ooking down the hill
He turned her round and ki ssed her.

"You do like me, don't you?

' Adore you, silly.'

"And you're going to be nice to nme, aren't you?
"Nice to you?'

'"Let me do what | want with you?

"Yes, | expect so.

" Anyt hi ng?'

"Yes, all right. Anything.'

He pressed her back upon the grass. It was quite different now.
The warnmth of the sun seened to have got into their bones. 'Take
your clothes off, there's a dear,' he whispered. She did it
readi |y enough. She had no shane before him Besides, it was so
warm and the place was so solitary that it did not matter how many
cl ot hes you took off. They spread her clothes out and nade a sort
of bed for her to lie on. Naked, she lay back, her hands behind
her head, her eyes shut, sniling slightly, as though she had

consi dered everything and were at peace in her mind. For a |long
time he knelt and gazed at her body. Its beauty startled him She
| ooked much younger naked than with her clothes on. Her face

t hrown back, with eyes shut, |ooked al nost childish. He noved
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closer to her. Once again the coins clinked in his pocket. Only
ei ghtpence left! Trouble coning presently. But he wouldn't think
of it now Get onwith it, that's the great thing, get on with it
and dam the future! He put an arm beneath her and laid his body
to hers.
"May | ?--now?’
"Yes. All right.'
"You're not frightened?
"No.'
"I'"lIl be as gentle as | can with you.'
"It doesn't matter.'
A monent |ater:
'Oh, Gordon, no! No, no, no!'
"What? What is it?
"No, Gordon, no! You mustn't! NO'
She put her hands agai nst himand pushed himviolently back. Her
face | ooked renote, frightened, alnost hostile. It was terrible to
feel her push himaway at such a nonent. It was as though cold
wat er had been dashed all over him He fell back from her,
di smayed, hurriedly rearranging his clothes.
"What is it? Whiat's the matter?’
' Ch, Gordon! | thought you--oh, dear!’

She threw her arm over her face and rolled over on her side, away
from him suddenly ashaned.

"What is it?" he repeated.

' How coul d you be so THOUGHTLESS?'

"What do you mean- -t houghtl ess?'

'"Ch! you know what | rnean!'

Hi s heart shrank. He did know what she neant; but he had never
thought of it till this monment. And of course--oh, yes!--he ought
to have thought of it. He stood up and turned away from her.
Suddenly he knew that he could go no further with this business.
In a wet field on a Sunday afternoon--and in nmid-winter at that!

| npossible! It seened so right, so natural only a mnute ago; now
it seemed nerely squalid and ugly.

"I didn't expect TH'S,' he said bitterly.

"But | couldn't help it, Gordon! You ought to have--you know. '
"You don't think I go in for that kind of thing, do you?

But what el se can we do? | can't have a baby, can |?'
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"You nmust take your chance.'’

' Ch, Gordon, how inpossible you are!’

She lay | ooking up at him her face full of distress, too overcone
for the nonent even to remenber that she was naked. His

di sappoi ntment had turned to anger. There you are, you see! Money
again! Even the npbst secret action of your life you don't escape
it; you've still got to spoil everything with filthy col d-bl ooded
precautions for nmoney's sake. Mney, noney, always noney! Even in
the bridal bed, the finger of the nmoney-god intruding! 1In the
heights or in the depths, he is there. He walked a pace or two up
and down, his hands in his pockets.

'Money again, you see!' he said. 'Even at a noment like this it's
got the power to stand over us and bully us. Even when we're al one
and mles fromanywhere, with not a soul to see us.'

"What's MONEY got to do with it?

"I tell you it'd never enter your head to worry about a baby if it
wasn't for the noney. You'd WANT the baby if it wasn't for that.
You say you "can't" have a baby. What do you nmean, you "can't"
have a baby? You nean you daren't; because you'd | ose your job and
|"ve got no noney and all of us would starve. This birth-control
busi ness! It's just another way they've found out of bullying us.
And you want to acquiesce in it, apparently.’

'But what am | to do, CGordon? Wat am!| to do?

At this noment the sun disappeared behind the clouds. |t becane
percepti bly colder. After all, the scene was grotesque--the naked
worman lying in the grass, the dressed man standing moodily by with
his hands in his pockets. She'd catch her death of cold in another
nonent, lying there like that. The whol e thing was absurd and

i ndecent .

'But what else am| to do?' she repeated.

"l should think you m ght start by putting your clothes on,' he
said coldly.

He had only said it to avenge his irritation; but its result was to
make her so painfully and obviously enbarrassed that he had to turn
hi s back on her. She had dressed herself in a very few nonments.

As she knelt lacing up her shoes he heard her sniff once or tw ce.
She was on the point of crying and was struggling to restrain
herself. He felt horribly ashaned. He would have liked to throw
hi nsel f on his knees beside her, put his arnms round her, and ask
her pardon. But he could do nothing of the kind; the scene had
left himlunpish and awkward. It was with difficulty that he could
command his voice even for the nobst banal remark.

"Are you ready?' he said flatly.
'Yes.'

They went back to the road, clinbed through the wire, and started
down the hill without another word. Fresh clouds were rolling
across the sun. It was getting rmuch colder. Another hour and the
early dusk woul d have fallen. They reached the bottom of the hill
and came in sight of the Ravenscroft Hotel, scene of their

di saster.
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"Where are we going?' said Rosemary in a small sul ky voi ce.

'Back to Slough, |I suppose. W must cross the bridge and have a
| ook at the signposts.’

They scarcely spoke again till they had gone several mles.
Rosemary was enbarrassed and miserable. A number of tines she
edged closer to him meaning to take his arm but he edged away
from her; and so they wal ked abreast with al nost the width of the
road between them She inmagined that she had of fended him
nortally. She supposed that it was because of his disappointnent--
because she had pushed himaway at the critical nmonent--that he was
angry with her; she would have apol ogi zed if he had given her a
quarter of a chance. But as a matter of fact he was scarcely
thinking of this any longer. H's mind had turned away fromt hat
side of things. It was the noney-business that was troubling him
now- -t he fact that he had only eightpence in his pocket. 1In a very
little while he would have to confess it. There would be the bus
fares from Farnhamto Sl ough, and tea in Slough, and cigarettes,
and nore bus fares and perhaps another neal when they got back to
London; and just eightpence to cover the lot! He would have to
borrow from Rosemary after all. And that was so damed humliating
It is hateful to have to borrow noney of f someone you have just been
quarrelling with. What nonsense it made of all his fine attitudes!
There was he, lecturing her, putting on superior airs, pretending to
be shocked because she took contraception for granted; and the next
nmonent turning round and asking her for noney! But there you are
you see, that's what noney can do. There is no attitude that noney
or the lack of it cannot puncture.

By hal f past four it was al nost conpletely dark. They tranped

al ong mi sty roads where there was no illunination save the cracks
of cottage wi ndows and the yel |l ow beam of an occasional car. It
was getting beastly cold, too, but they had wal ked four mles and
the exercise had warmed them |t was inpossible to go on being

unsoci abl e any longer. They began to talk nore easily and by
degrees they edged closer together. Rosemary took Gordon's arm
Presently she stopped hi mand swing himround to face her.

' Gordon, WHY are you so beastly to me?

'"How am | beastly to you?

"Coming all this way w thout speaking a word!'’

"Ch, well!’
"Are you still angry with me because of what happened just now?'
"No. | was never angry with you. YOU RE not to blane.'

She | ooked up at him trying to divine the expression of his face
in the alnost pitch darkness. He drew her against him and, as she
seenmed to expect it, tilted her face back and ki ssed her. She
clung to himeagerly; her body nelted against his. She had been
waiting for this, it seened.

' Gordon, you do love nme, don't you?
"Of course | do.'

' Thi ngs went wrong somehow. | couldn't help it. | got frightened
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suddenl y."'

"It doesn't matter. Another tinme it'll be all right.'

She was lying linmp against him her head on his breast. He could
feel her heart beating. It seemed to flutter violently, as though
she were taking sonme deci sion.

"Il don't care,' she said indistinctly, her face buried in his coat.

"Don't care about what?

'"The baby. [1'Il risk it. You can do what you like with ne.'
At these surrendering words a weak desire raised itself in himand
di ed away at once. He knew why she had said it. It was not
because, at this noment, she really wanted to be nmade love to. It

was froma nere generous inpulse to let himknow that she | oved him
and woul d take a dreaded risk rather than di sappoint him

"Now?' he said.

"Yes, if you like.

He considered. He so wanted to be sure that she was his! But the
cold night air flowed over them Behind the hedges the |ong grass
woul d be wet and chill. This was not the time or the place

Besi des, that business of the eightpence had usurped his nmind. He
was not in the nood any | onger.

"I can't,' he said finally.

"You can't! But, Gordon! | thought--'

"1 know. But it's all different now.'

"You're still upset?
"Yes. In a way.'
' \le?l

He pushed her a little away fromhim As well have the explanation
now as | ater. Neverthel ess he was so ashaned that he munbl ed
rat her than said:

"I'"ve got a beastly thing to say to you. It's been worrying nme all
the way al ong."'

"What is it?

"It's this. Can you |l end me sone noney? |'m absolutely cleaned
out. | had just enough noney for today, but that beastly hote
bill upset everything. 1've only eightpence left.

Rosemary was amazed. She broke right out of his arms in her
amazenent .

'"Only eightpence left! Wat ARE you tal king about? What does it
matter if you' ve only eightpence left?

"Don't | tell you | shall have to borrow noney off you in another
m nute? You'll have to pay for your own bus fares, and my bus
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fares, and your tea and Lord knows what. And | asked you to come
out with me! You're supposed to be ny guest. It's bloody."

"Your GQUEST! Ch, Gordon. |s THAT what's been worrying you al
this time?

'Yes.'

' Gordon, you ARE a baby! How can you let yourself be worried by a
thing like that? As though | ninded | ending you noney! Aren't |
always telling you | want to pay ny share when we go out together?

'Yes, and you know how | hate your paying. W had that out the
ot her night."'

' Ch, how absurd, how absurd you are! Do you think there's anything
to be ashanmed of in having no noney?

'"Of course there is! It's the only thing in the world there IS to
be ashanmed of.'

"But what's it got to do with you and ne naking | ove, anyway?
don't understand you. First you want to and then you don't want
to. What's nmoney got to do wth it?

'Everything.'

He wound her armin his and started down the road. She woul d never
understand. Neverthel ess he had got to explain.

"Don't you understand that one isn't a full hunman being--that one
doesn't FEEL a human bei ng--unl ess one's got noney in one's

pocket ?'

"No. | think that's just silly.

"It isn't that | don't want to make love to you. | do. But | tel
you | can't make |l ove to you when |I've only eightpence in ny
pocket. At |east when you know |'ve only eightpence. | just can't

do it. It's physically inpossible.’
'But why? Why?'
"You'll find it in Lenpriere,' he said obscurely.

That settled it. They talked no nore about it. For the second
ti me he had behaved grossly badly and yet he had made her feel as
if it were she who was in the wong. They wal ked on. She did not
understand him on the other hand, she forgave himeverything
Presently they reached Farnham Common, and, after a wait at the
cross road, got a bus to Slough. |In the darkness, as the bus

| oomed near, Rosemary found Gordon's hand and slipped half a crown
into it, so that he might pay the fares and not be shamed in public
by letting a woman pay for him

For his own part Gordon woul d sooner have wal ked to Sl ough and
saved the bus fares, but he knew Rosemary woul d refuse. |n Slough,
al so, he was for taking the train straight back to London, but
Rosemary said indignantly that she wasn't going to go w thout her
tea, so they went to a |large, dreary, draughty hotel near the
station. Tea, with little wilting sandwi ches and rock cakes |ike
balls of putty, was two shillings a head. It was torment to Gordon
to let her pay for his food. He sul ked, ate nothing, and, after a
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whi spered argument, insisted on contributing his eightpence towards
the cost of the tea.

It was seven o' clock when they took the train back to London. The
train was full of tired hikers in khaki shorts. Rosemary and
Gordon did not talk nuch. They sat close together, Rosemary with
her armtw ned through his, playing with his hand, Gordon | ooking
out of the window. People in the carriage eyed them wondering
what they had quarrell ed about. Gordon watched the |anp-starred
dar kness stream ng past. So the day to which he had | ooked forward
was ended. And now back to WI Il owbed Road, with a pennil ess week
ahead. For a whol e week, unless some mracle happened, he woul dn't
even be able to buy hinself a cigarette. Wat a bloody fool he had
been! Rosemary was not angry with him By the pressure of her
hand she tried to make it clear to himthat she loved him His
pal e di scontented face, turned half away from her, his shabby coat,
and hi s unkenpt nouse-col oured hair that wanted cutting nore than
ever, filled her with profound pity. She felt nore tenderly
towards himthan she would have done if everything had gone well,
because in her fem nine way she grasped that he was unhappy and
that life was difficult for him

'See nme hone, will you?' she said as they got out at Paddi ngton.
"I'f you don't mind walking. | haven't got the fare.
"But et ME pay the fare. ©Oh, dear! | suppose you won't. But how

are you going to get honme yoursel f?
"Ch, I'l'l walk. | know the way. |It's not very far.

"I hate to think of you walking all that way. You |ook so tired.
Be a dear and let ne pay your fare honme. DO’

"No. You've paid quite enough for ne already.
'Ch, dear! You are so silly!’

They halted at the entrance to the Underground. He took her hand
"l suppose we must say good-bye for the present,' he said.

' Good- bye, Gordon dear. Thanks ever so much for taking ne out. It
was such fun this norning.

"Ah, this norning! It was different then.' His mnd went back to
the norning hours, when they had been al one on the road together
and there was still noney in his pocket. Conpunction seized him
On the whol e he had behaved badly. He pressed her hand a little
tighter. 'You're not angry with nme, are you?

"No, silly, of course not.'

"I didn't nmean to be beastly to you. It was the noney. It's

al ways t he noney.'

"Never mind, it'll be better next time. We'Il go to some better
place. W'Il go down to Brighton for the week-end, or sonething.'
' Per haps, when |'ve got the npney. You will wite soon, won't
you?'

'Yes.'
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"Your letters are the only things that keep me going. Tell nme when
you'll wite, so that | can have your letter to | ook forward to.

| wite tonorrow night and post it on Tuesday. Then you'll get
ast post on Tuesday ni ght.

1
it |

' Then good-bye, Rosenmary dear.'

' Good- bye, CGordon darling.

He I eft her at the booking-office. Wen he had gone twenty yards
he felt a hand laid on his arm He turned sharply. It was
Rosemary. She thrust a packet of twenty Gold Fl ake, which she had
bought at the tobacco kiosk, into his coat pocket and ran back to
t he Underground before he could protest.

He trail ed honeward through the wastes of Maryl ebone and Regent's
Park. It was the fag-end of the day. The streets were dark and
desol ate, with that strange listless feeling of Sunday night when
people are nore tired after a day of idleness than after a day of

work. It was vilely cold, too. The wind had risen when the night
fell. Sharply the nenacing wi nd sweeps over. Gordon was footsore,
havi ng wal ked a dozen or fifteen mles, and al so hungry. He had

had little food all day. 1In the nmorning he had hurried of f w thout

a proper breakfast, and the lunch at the Ravenscroft Hotel wasn't
the kind of meal that did you nuch good; since then he had had no
solid food. However, there was no hope of getting anything when he
got home. He had told Mother Wsbeach that he woul d be away al

day.

When he reached the Hanpstead Road he had to wait on the kerb to
et a stream of cars go past. Even here everything seened dark and
gl oony, in spite of the glaring lanps and the cold glitter of the
jewel l ers' wndows. The raw wind pierced his thin clothes, nmaking
hi m shiver. Sharply the nenacing wi nd sweeps over The bendi ng

popl ars, newly bare. He had finished that poem all except the
last two lines. He thought again of those hours this norning--the
enpty mi sty roads, the feeling of freedom and adventure, of having
t he whol e day and the whol e country before you in which to wander
at will. It was having noney that did it, of course. Seven and

el evenpence he had had in his pocket this norning. It had been a
brief victory over the noney-god; a norning' s apostasy, a holiday
in the groves of Ashtaroth. But such things never last. Your
noney goes and your freedomwith it. Circuntise ye your foreskins,
saith the Lord. And back we creep, duly snivelling

Anot her shoal of cars swam past. One in particular caught his eye,
a long slender thing, elegant as a swallow, all gleaning blue and
silver; a thousand guineas it would have cost, he thought. A blue-
cl ad chauffeur sat at the wheel, upright, immobile, |ike sone
scornful statue. At the back, in the pink-lit interior, four

el egant young people, two youths, and two girls, were snoking
cigarettes and | aughing. He had a glinpse of sleek bunny-faces;
faces of ravishing pinkness and snoothness, lit by that peculiar

i nner gl ow that can never be counterfeited, the soft warm radi ance
of noney.

He crossed the road. No food tonight. However, there was stil

oil in the lamp, thank God; he would have a secret cup of tea when
he got back. At this noment he saw hinmself and his [ife w thout
savi ng di squi ses. Every night the same--back to the cold lonely
bedroom and the grimy littered sheets of the poemthat never got
any further. It was a blind alley. He would never finish London
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Pl easures, he would never marry Rosemary, he would never set his

life in order. He would only drift and sink, drift and sink, |ike
the others of his famly; but worse than them-down, down into some
dreadful sub-world that as yet he could only dimy imgine. It was

what he had chosen when he declared war on noney. Serve the noney-
god or go under; there is no other rule.

Sonet hi ng deep bel ow made the stone street shiver. The tube-train,
sliding through middle earth. He had a vision of London, of the

western world; he saw a thousand million slaves toiling and
grovel li ng about the throne of noney. The earth is ploughed, ships
sail, mners sweat in dripping tunnels underground, clerks hurry

for the eight-fifteen with the fear of the boss eating at their
vitals. And even in bed with their wives they trenble and obey.
Obey whon®? The noney-priesthood, the pink-faced nmasters of the
worl d. The Upper Crust. A welter of sleek young rabbits in

t housand gui nea nmotor cars, of golfing stockbrokers and

cosnmopol itan financiers, of Chancery |awers and fashi onabl e Nancy
boys, of bankers, newspaper peers, novelists of all four sexes,
American pugilists, lady aviators, filmstars, bishops, titled
poets, and Chicago gorill as.

Wen he had gone another fifty yards the rhyne for the final stanza
of his poemoccurred to him He wal ked homeward, repeating the
poem to hinself:

Sharply the nenaci ng wi nd sweeps over
The bendi ng popl ars, newly bare,

And the dark ribbons of the chi meys
Veer downward; flicked by whips of air,

Torn posters flutter; coldly sound

The boom of trains and the rattle of hooves,
And the clerks who hurry to the station
Look, shuddering, over the eastern rooves,

Thi nki ng, each one, 'Here conmes the winter!
Pl ease God | keep ny job this year!'’

And bl eakly, as the cold strikes through
Their entrails like an icy spear,

They think of rent, rates, season tickets,

I nsurance, coal, the skivvy's wages,

Boots, school-bills, and the next instal nent
Upon the two twin beds from Drage's.

For if in careless sunmer days

In groves of Ashtaroth we whored,
Repent ant now, when wi nds bl ow col d,
We kneel before our rightful lord

The lord of all, the noney-god,

Who rul es us blood and hand and brain,
Who gives the roof that stops the wi nd,
And, giving, takes away agai n;

VWho spies with jeal ous, watchful care

Qur thoughts, our dreans, our secret ways,
VWho picks our words and cuts our clothes,
And maps the pattern of our days;

Who chills our anger, curbs our hope,

Page 97



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
And buys our lives and pays with toys,
Who clains as tribute broken faith,
Accepted insults, muted joys;

VWho binds with chains the poet's wit,

The navvy's strength, the soldier's pride
And | ays the sleek, estranging shield
Between the lover and his bride

As the clock struck one Gordon slammed the shop door to and
hurried, alnmpbst ran, to the branch of the Westm nster Bank down the
street.

Wth a hal f-consci ous gesture of caution he was clutching the |ape

of his coat, holding it tight against him In there, stowed away
in his right-hand inner pocket, was an object whose very existence
he partly doubted. It was a stout blue envelope with an Anerican

stanmp; in the envel ope was a cheque for fifty dollars; and the
cheque was made out to ' Gordon Constock'!

He could feel the square shape of the envel ope outlined against his
body as clearly as though it had been red hot. Al the norning he
had felt it there, whether he touched it or whether he did not; he
seermed to have devel oped a special patch of sensitiveness in the
skin bel ow his right breast. As often as once in ten mnutes he
had taken the cheque out of its envel ope and anxiously exam ned it.
After all, cheques are tricky things. It would be frightful if
there turned out to be sone hitch about the date or the signature
Besi des, he might lose it--it mght even vanish of its own accord
like fairy gold.

The cheque had cone fromthe Californian Review, that American
magazi ne to whi ch, weeks or nonths ago, he had despairingly sent a
poem He had al nost forgotten about the poem it had been so |ong
away, until this nmorning their letter had cone sailing out of the
blue. And what a letter! No English editor ever wites letters
like that. They were 'very favorably inpressed’ by his poem They
woul d 'endeavor’ to include it in their next number. Would he
'favor' them by showi ng them sonme nore of his work? (Wuld he?
Oh, boy!--as Flaxman would say.) And the cheque had conme with it.
It seened the nmobst nonstrous folly, in this year of blight 1934,

t hat anyone should pay fifty dollars for a poem However, there
it was; and there was the cheque, which | ooked perfectly genuine
however often he inspected it.

He woul d have no peace of nmind till the cheque was cashed--for
quite possibly the bank would refuse it--but already a stream of
visions was flow ng through his mnd. Visions of girls' faces,

vi sions of cobwebby claret bottles and quart pots of beer, visions
of a new suit and his overcoat out of pawn, visions of a week-end
at Brighton with Rosemary, visions of the crisp, crackling five
pound note which he was going to give to Julia. Above all, of
course, that fiver for Julia. It was alnost the first thing he had
t hought of when the cheque came. \Whatever else he did with the
noney, he nust give Julia half of it. It was only the barest
justice, considering how much he had 'borrowed' from her in al
these years. Al the norning the thought of Julia and the nobney he
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owed her had been cropping up in his mind at odd nonents. It was a
vaguel y di stasteful thought, however. He would forget about it for
hal f an hour at a time, would plan a dozen ways of spending his ten
pounds to the utternmost farthing, and then suddenly he woul d
remenber about Julia. Good old Julia! Julia should have her
share. A fiver at the very least. Even that was not a tenth of
what he owed her. For the twentieth time, with a faint mal aise, he
regi stered the thought: five quid for Julia.

The bank nade no trouble about the cheque. Gordon had no banking
account, but they knew himwell, for M MKechni e banked there.
They had cashed editors' cheques for Gordon before. There was only
a mnute's consultation, and then the cashier came back.

'Notes, M Constock?'
'"One five pound, and the rest pounds, please.’

The flimsy luscious fiver and the five clean pound notes slid
rustling under the brass rail. And after themthe cashier pushed a
little pile of half-crowns and pennies. |In lordly style Gordon
shot the coins into his pocket w thout even counting them That
was a bit of backsheesh. He had only expected ten pounds for fifty
dollars. The dollar must be above par. The five pound note,
however, he carefully folded up and stowed away in the Anmerican
envel ope. That was Julia's fiver. It was sacrosanct. He would
post it to her presently.

He did not go home for dinner. Wy chew |eathery beef in the
aspi di stral dini ng-room when he had ten quid in pocket--five quid,
rather? (He kept forgetting that half the noney was already
nortgaged to Julia.) For the noment he did not bother to post
Julia's five pounds. This evening would be soon enough. Besides,
he rather enjoyed the feeling of it in his pocket. It was queer
how different you felt with all that noney in your pocket. Not

opul ent, merely, but reassured, revivified, reborn. He felt a

di fferent person fromwhat he had been yesterday. He WAS a

di fferent person. He was no |onger the downtrodden wetch who nade
secret cups of tea over the oil stove at 31 WII|owbed Road. He was
CGordon Comst ock, the poet, fampus on both sides of the Atlantic.
Publications: Mce (1932), London Pleasures (1935). He thought
with perfect confidence of London Pl easures now. In three nonths
it should see the light. Deny octavo, white buckram covers. There
was nothing that he did not feel equal to now that his |uck had
turned.

He strolled into the Prince of Wales for a bite of food. A cut

off the joint and two veg., one and twopence, a pint of pale ale

ni nepence, twenty Gold Flakes a shilling. Even after that
extravagance he still had well over ten pounds in hand--or rather,
wel | over five pounds. Beer-warned, he sat and neditated on the
things you can do with five pounds. A new suit, a week-end in the
country, a day-trip to Paris, five rousing drunks, ten dinners in
Soho restaurants. At this point it occurred to himthat he and
Rosemary and Ravel ston nust certainly have dinner together tonight.
Just to celebrate his stroke of luck; after all, it isn't every day
that ten pounds--five pounds--drops out of the sky into your | ap.
The thought of the three of themtogether, with good food and w ne
and noney no object took hold of himas something not to be
resisted. He had just a tiny twinge of caution. Mistn't spend ALL
hi s money, of course. Still, he could afford a quid--two quid. |In
a couple of mnutes he had got Ravel ston on the pub phone
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"I's that you, Ravelston? | say, Ravelston! Look here, you've got
to have dinner with me tonight.'

Fromthe other end of the Iine Ravelston faintly dermurred. ' No,
dash it! You have dinner with ME.' But Gordon overbore him
Nonsense! Ravel ston had got to have dinner with H Mtonight.
Unwi | I ingly, Ravel ston assented. All right, yes, thanks; he'd |ike

it very much. There was a sort of apologetic misery in his voice
He guessed what had happened. Gordon had got hold of nobney from
somewher e and was squandering it i mediately; as usual, Ravelston
felt he hadn't the right to interfere. \Were should they go?
CGordon was demandi ng. Ravel ston began to speak in praise of those
jolly little Soho restaurants where you get such a wonderful dinner
for half a crown. But the Soho restaurants sounded beastly as soon
as Ravel ston nmentioned them Cordon wouldn't hear of it. Nonsense

They nmust go somewhere decent. Let's do it all regardless, was his
private thought; mght as well spend two quid--three quid, even.
Where did Ravel ston generally go? Mdigliani's, adnmtted Ravel ston.
But Mbdigliani's was very--but no! not even over the phone could
Ravel ston frane that hateful word 'expensive'. How rem nd Gordon

of his poverty? Gordon mightn't care for Mddigliani's, he

euphem stically said. But Gordon was satisfied. Modigliani's?

Ri ght you are--half past eight. Good! After all, if he spent even
three quid on the dinner he'd still have two quid to buy hinmself a
new pair of shoes and a vest and a pair of pants.

He had fixed it up with Rosemary in another five mnutes. The New
Al bion did not like their enpl oyees being rung up on the phone, but
it did not matter once in a way. Since that disastrous Sunday
journey, five days ago, he had heard from her once but had not seen
her. She answered eagerly when she heard whose voice it was.

Woul d she have dinner with himtonight? O course! Wat fun!

And so in ten mnutes the whole thing was settled. He had al ways
want ed Rosemary and Ravel ston to neet, but sonehow had never been
able to contrive it. These things are so nmuch easi er when you've
got a little nmoney to spend

The taxi bore himwestward through the darkling streets. A three-
mle journey--still, he could afford it. Wy spoil the ship for a
ha' porth of tar? He had dropped that notion of spending only two
pounds tonight. He would spend three pounds, three pounds ten--
four pounds if he felt like it. Slap up and regardl ess--that was
the idea. And, oh! by the way! Julia's fiver. He hadn't sent it
yet. No matter. Send it first thing in the norning. Good old
Julial She should have her fiver.

How vol upt uous were the taxi cushions under his bum He lolled
this way and that. He had been drinking, of course--had had two
qui ck ones, or possibly three, before coming away. The taxi-driver
was a stout philosophic man with a weat her-beaten face and a
knowi ng eye. He and Gordon understood one another. They had

pall ed up in the bar where Gordon was having his quick ones. As
they neared the West End the taximan drew up, unbidden, at a

di screet pub on a corner. He knew what was in Gordon's m nd
Gordon could do with a quick one. So could the taximan. But the
drinks were on Gordon--that too was understood.

"You anticipated ny thoughts,' said Gordon, climnbing out.
"Yes, sir.'
"I could just about do with a quick one.'
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' Thought you might, sir.
"And coul d you nanage one yourself, do you think?
"Where there's a will there's a way,' said the taximn.
'Cone inside,' said Gordon

They | eaned matily on the brass-edged bar, elbow to el bow, |ighting
two of the taximan's cigarettes. Gordon felt witty and expansive.
He woul d have liked to tell the taxinman the history of his life.
The white-aproned barman hastened towards them

"Yes sir?' said the barnan.

"G n,' said Gordon

"Make it two,' said the taximan.

More matily than ever, they clinked gl asses.
' Many happy returns,' said Gordon.

" Your birthday today, sir?'

Only metaphorically. M re-birthday, so to speak.'
"l never had nuch education,' said the taxinman.

"I was speaking in parables,' said Gordon.

English is good enough for nme,' said the taxi man.

It was the tongue of Shakespeare,' said Gordon.

Literary gentlenman, are you, sir, by any chance?

"Do | |ook as npth-eaten as all that?

Not noth-eaten, sir. Only intellectual-like.

You're quite right. A poet.'

' Poet ! It takes all sorts to nake a world, don't it now?' said the
t axi man.

"And a bl oody good world it is,' said Gordon.

Hi s thoughts noved lyrically tonight. They had another gin and
presently went back to the taxi all but armin arm after yet
another gin. That nmade five gins Gordon had had this evening

There was an ethereal feeling in his veins; the gin seemed to be
flowing there, mingled with his blood. He lay back in the corner
of the seat, watching the great bl azing skysigns swi m across the

bl ui sh dark. The evil red and blue of the Neon lights pleased him
at this monent. How snmoothly the taxi glided! Mre |like a gondola
than a car. It was having noney that did that. Money greased the
wheels. He thought of the evening ahead of him good food, good

wi ne, good tal k--above all, no worrying about noney. No damed
niggling with sixpences and 'We can't afford this' and 'W can't
afford that!' Rosemary and Ravel ston would try to stop hi m being
extravagant. But he would shut themup. He'd spend every penny he
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had if he felt like it. Ten whole quid to bust! At |east, five
quid. The thought of Julia passed flickeringly through his mnd
and di sappeared agai n.

He was quite sober when they got to Mddigliani's. The nonstrous
conmi ssionaire, like a great glittering waxwork with the m ni mum of
joints, stepped stiffly forward to open the taxi door. His grim
eye | ooked askance at CGordon's clothes. Not that you were expected
to 'dress' at Mddigliani's. They were tremendously Boheni an at
Modi gl iani's, of course; but there are ways and ways of being

Bohem an, and Gordon's way was the wong way. Gordon did not care.
He bade the taximan an affectionate farewell, and tipped himhalf a
crown over his fare, whereat the commissionaire's eye |ooked a
little less grim At this nonment Ravel ston emerged fromthe
doorway. The conm ssionaire knew Ravel ston, of course. He |ounged
out on to the pavenment, a tall distinguished figure, aristocratically
shabby, his eye rather mobody. He was worrying al ready about the
noney this dinner was going to cost Gordon.

" Ah, there you are, Gordon!'’
"Hul | o, Ravel ston! \ere's Rosemary?'

'Perhaps she's waiting inside. | don't know her by sight, you
know. But | say, Gordon, |ook here! Before we go in, | wanted--'

"Ah, | ook, there she is!

She was coning towards them swi ft and debonair. She threaded her
way through the crowd with the air of sone neat little destroyer
gliding between |arge clunsy cargo-boats. And she was nicely
dressed, as usual. The sub-shovel hat was cocked at its nost
provocative angle. GCordon's heart stirred. There was a girl for
you! He was proud that Ravel ston should see her. She was very gay
tonight. It was witten all over her that she was not going to
remi nd herself or Gordon of their |ast disastrous encounter.

Per haps she | aughed and talked just a little too vivaciously as
Gordon introduced them and they went inside. But Ravel ston had

taken a liking to her imediately. |ndeed, everyone who net her
did take a liking to Rosemary. The inside of the restaurant
overawed Gordon for a nmonent. It was so horribly, artistically

smart. Dark gate-leg tables, pewter candl esticks, pictures by
nodern French painters on the walls. One, a street scene, |ooked
like a Utrillo. Gordon stiffened his shoulders. Damm it, what was
there to be afraid of? The five pound note was tucked away in its

envel ope in his pocket. It was Julia's five pounds, of course;
he wasn't going to spend it. Still, its presence gave hi m noral
support. It was a kind of talisman. They were naking for the

corner table--Ravelston's favourite table--at the far end
Ravel ston took Gordon by the armand drew hima little back,
out of Rosemary's hearing

' Gordon, | ook here!l’
" What ?

'Look here, you're going to have dinner with ME tonight.'

'Bosh! This is on ne.'

"l do wish you would. | hate to see you spending all that noney.'

We won't tal k about noney tonight,' said Gordon.
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"Fifty-fifty, then,' pleaded Ravel ston.
"It's on me,' said Gordon firmy.

Ravel ston subsided. The fat, white-haired Italian waiter was
bowi ng and smiling beside the corner table. But it was at

Ravel ston, not at Gordon, that he smiled. Gordon sat down with the
feeling that he nust assert hinself quickly. He waved away the
menu whi ch the waiter had produced.

"W nust settle what we're going to drink first,' he said.
'Beer for nme,' said Ravelston, with a sort of gl oonmy haste.
'"Beer's the only drink | care about.'

'Me too,' echoed Rosenary.

"Ch, rot! W've got to have sone wine. What do you like, red or
white? Gve nme the wine list," he said to the waiter.

'"Then let's have a plain Bordeaux. Medoc or St Julien or
sonet hing,' said Ravel ston.

'l adore St Julien,' said Rosemary, who thought she renenbered that
St Julien was al ways the cheapest wine on the |ist.

| nwardly, Gordon danmed their eyes. There you are, you see! They
were in | eague agai nst himalready. They were trying to prevent

hi m from spending his noney. There was going to be that deadly,
hat ef ul at nosphere of 'You can't afford it' hanging over everything
It made himall the nore anxious to be extravagant. A nonment ago he
woul d have conprom sed on Burgundy. Now he deci ded that they nust
have something really expensive--sonmething fizzy, sonething with a
kick init. Chanpagne? No, they'd never |et him have chanpagne.

Ah!

'Have you got any Asti?'" he said to the waiter.

The waiter suddenly beamed, thinking of his corkage. He had
grasped now that Gordon and not Ravel ston was the host. He
answered in the peculiar mxture of French and English which he
af f ect ed.

"Asti, sir? Yes, sir. Very nice Asti! Asti Spumanti. Tres fin!
Tres vifl!l'

Ravel ston's worried eye sought Gordon's across the table. You
can't afford it! his eye pleaded.

'"I's that one of those fizzy wi nes?' said Rosemary.

"Very fizzy, madane. Very lively wine. Tres vif! Pop!' His fat
hands nmade a gesture, picturing cascades of foam

"Asti,' said Gordon, before Rosemary could stop him

Ravel ston | ooked niserable. He knew that Asti would cost CGordon

ten or fifteen shillings a bottle. Gordon pretended not to notice.
He began tal ki ng about Stendhal --association with Duchesse de
Sanseverina and her 'force vin d Asti'. Along cane the Asti in a

pail of ice--a mstake, that, as Ravel ston could have told Gordon.
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Qut came the cork. Pop! The wild wine foaned into the wi de flat
gl asses. Mysteriously the atnmosphere of the table changed.
Sonet hi ng had happened to all three of them Even before it was
drunk the wi ne had worked its magic. Rosemary had | ost her
nervousness, Ravelston his worried preoccupation with the expense
CGordon his defiant resolve to be extravagant. They were eating
anchovi es and bread and butter, fried sole, roast pheasant with
bread sauce and chi pped potatoes; but principally they were
drinking and tal king. And how brilliantly they were tal king--or so
it seemed to them anyway! They tal ked about the bl oodi ness of
nodern |ife and the bl oodi ness of nodern books. What else is there
to tal k about nowadays? As usual (but, oh! how differently, now
that there was money in his pocket and he didn't really believe
what he was sayi ng) Gordon descanted on the deadness, the
dr eadful ness of the age we live in. French letters and machi ne-

guns! The novies and the Daily Mail! It was a bone-deep truth
when he wal ked the streets with a couple of coppers in his pocket;
but it was a joke at this nonent. It was great fun--it IS fun when

you have good food and good w ne inside you--to denonstrate that we
l[ive in a dead and rotting world. He was being witty at the
expense of the nodern literature; they were all being witty. Wth
the fine scorn of the unpublished Gordon knocked down reputation
after reputation. Shaw, Yeats, Eliot, Joyce, Huxley, Lews,

Hem ngway- -each with a carel ess phrase or two was shovelled into
the dustbin. Wat fun it all was, if only it could last! And of
course, at this particular nmonment, Gordon believed that it COULD
last. OF the first bottle of Asti, Gordon drank three gl asses,
Ravel ston two, and Rosemary one. Gordon became aware that a gir

at the table opposite was watching him A tall elegant girl with a
shel | - pi nk skin and wonderful, al nond-shaped eyes. Rich, obviously;
one of the noneyed intelligentsia. She thought himinteresting--was
wonderi ng who he was. CGordon found hinsel f manufacturing specia
witticisns for her benefit. And he WAS being witty, there was no
doubt about that. That too was noney. Mbney greasing the wheel s--
wheel s of thought as well as wheels of taxis.

But sonmehow the second bottle of Asti was not such a success as
the first. To begin with there was unconfortabl eness over its
ordering. Gordon beckoned to the waiter.

'Have you got another bottle of this?

The waiter beaned fatly. 'Yes, sir!l Miis certainenent, nonsieur!

Rosemary frowned and tapped Gordon's foot under the table. ' No,
Gordon, NO You're not to.'

"Not to what?

'Order another bottle. W don't want it.'
"Oh, bosh! Get another bottle, waiter.'
"Yes, sir.'

Ravel ston rubbed his nose. Wth eyes too guilty to neet Gordon's
he | ooked at his wine glass. 'Look here, Gordon. Let ME stand
this bottle. 1'd like to.'

'Bosh!' repeated Gordon.

'"Cet half a bottle, then,' said Rosemary.
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"A whole bottle, waiter,' said Gordon.

After that nothing was the sane. They still talked, |aughed,
argued, but things were not the same. The elegant girl at the
tabl e opposite had ceased watchi ng Gordon. Sonehow, Gordon wasn't
being wtty any longer. It is alnost always a nistake to order a
second bottle. It is |ike bathing for a second tine on a sumer
day. However warmthe day is, however much you have enjoyed your
first bathe, you are always sorry for it if you go in a second
time. The magic had departed fromthe wine. It seemed to foam and
sparkle less, it was nmerely a clogging sourish |liquid which you

gul ped down half in disgust and half in hopes of getting drunk

qui cker. Gordon was now definitely though secretly drunk. One
hal f of himwas drunk and the other half sober. He was begi nning
to have that peculiar blurred feeling, as though your features had
swol I en and your fingers grown thicker, which you have in the
second stage of drunkenness. But the sober half of himwas stil

in command to outward appearance, anyway. The conversation grew
nore and nore tedi ous. Gordon and Ravel ston tal ked in the detached
unconf ortabl e manner of people who have had a little scene and are
not going to admt it. They tal ked about Shakespeare. The
conversation tailed off into a | ong di scussi on about the neaning

of Hamet. It was very dull. Rosemary stifled a yawmn. Wile
Gordon's sober half tal ked, his drunken half stood aside and
listened. Drunken half was very angry. They'd spoiled his

eveni ng, damm them with their arguing about that second bottle.

Al he wanted now was to be properly drunk and have done with it.

O the six glasses in the second bottle he drank four--for Rosemary
refused nore wine. But you couldn't do nmuch on this weak stuff.
Drunken hal f clamured for nore drink, and nore, and nore. Beer by
the quart and the bucket! A real good rousing drink! And by God
he was going to have it later on. He thought of the five pound
note stowed away in his inner pocket. He still had that to bl ow,
anyway.

The nusi cal clock that was conceal ed sonmewhere in Mdigliani's
interior struck ten.

"Shall we shove of f?' said Gordon.

Ravel ston's eyes | ooked pleadingly, guiltily across the table. Let

me share the bill! his eyes said. Gordon ignored him

"l vote we go to the Cafe Inperial,' he said.

The bill failed to sober him A little over two quid for the
dinner, thirty bob for the wine. He did not let the others see the
bill, of course, but they saw hi mpaying. He threw four pound
notes on to the waiter's salver and said casually, 'Keep the
change.' That left himw th about ten bob besides the fiver.

Ravel ston was hel ping Rosenmary on with her coat; as she saw Gordon
throw notes to the waiter her lips parted in dismay. She had had
no i dea that the dinner was going to cost anything like four

pounds. It horrified her to see himthrow ng noney about I|ike
that. Ravel ston | ooked gl oomy and di sapproving. Gordon dammed
their eyes again. Wy did they have to keep on worrying? He could
afford it, couldn't he? He still had that fiver. But by God, it
woul dn't be his fault if he got hone with a penny |eft!

But outwardly he was quite sober, and much nore subdued than he

had been half an hour ago. 'W'd better have a taxi to the Cafe
I rperial,' he said.
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"Ch, let's wal k!' said Rosemary. 'It's only a step.'

"No, we'll have a taxi.

They got into the taxi and were driven away, Gordon sitting next to
Rosemary. He had half a mind to put his armround her, in spite of
Ravel ston's presence. But at that noment a swirl of cold night air
cane in at the wi ndow and bl ew agai nst Gordon's forehead. It gave
hima shock. It was |ike one of those nonents in the ni ght when
suddenly from deep sl eep you are broad awake and full of sone
dreadful realization--as that you are dooned to die, for instance
or that your life is a failure. For perhaps a mnute he was cold
sober. He knew all about hinmself and the awful folly he was
conmitting--knew that he had squandered five pounds on utter
fool i shness and was now going to squander the other five that

bel onged to Julia. He had a fleeting but terribly vivid vision of
Julia, with her thin face and her greying hair, in the cold of her
di smal bed-sitting room Poor, good Julia! Julia who had been
sacrificed to himall her life, fromwhom he had borrowed pound
after pound after pound; and now he hadn't even the decency to keep
her five intact! He recoiled fromthe thought; he fled back into
hi s drunkenness as into a refuge. Quick, quick, we're getting
sober! Booze, nore booze! Recapture that first fine carel ess
rapture! CQutside, the nulti-col oured wi ndow of an Italian grocery,
still open, swamtowards them He tapped sharply on the gl ass.

The taxi drew up. Gordon began to clinb out across Rosenary's
knees.

"\WWhere are you goi ng, Gordon?'

"To recapture that first fine careless rapture,' said Gordon, on
t he pavenent.

" Vhat ?'

"It's time we laid in some nmore booze. The pubs'll be shutting in
hal f an hour.'

'No, Gordon, no! You're not to get anything nore to drink. You've
had quite enough already.'

"Wait!!

He cane out of the shop nursing a litre bottle of Chianti. The
grocer had taken the cork out for himand put it in |oosely again.
The ot hers had grasped now t hat he was drunk--that he nmust have
been drinking before he met them It nmade them both enbarrassed.
They went into the Cafe Inperial, but the chief thought in both
their mnds was to get Gordon away and to bed as quickly as
possi bl e. Rosemary whi spered behi nd Gordon's back, 'PLEASE don't
et himdrink any nore!' Ravel ston nodded gloonily. Gordon was
mar chi ng ahead of themto a vacant table, not in the | east troubled
by the stares everyone was casting at the wi ne-bottle which he
carried on his arm They sat down and ordered coffee, and with
some difficulty Ravel ston restrained Gordon from ordering brandy as
well. Al of themwere ill at ease. It was horrible in the great
garish cafe, stuffily hot and deafeningly noisy with the jabber of
several hundred voices, the clatter of plates and gl asses, and the
intermttent squalling of the band. All three of themwanted to
get away. Ravelston was still worrying about the expense, Rosemary
was worried because Cordon was drunk, Gordon was restless and
thirsty. He had wanted to come here, but he was no sooner here
than he wanted to escape. Drunken half was clanmouring for a bit
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of fun. And drunken half wasn't going to be kept in check nuch
| onger. Beer, beer! cried drunken half. Gordon hated this stuffy
pl ace. He had visions of a pub taproomw th great oozy barrels and
quart pots topped with foam He kept an eye on the clock. It was
nearly half past ten and the pubs even in Westm nster would shut at
el even. Mustn't nmiss his beer! The bottle of w ne was for
afterwards, when the pubs were shut. Rosemary was sitting opposite
him talking to Ravel ston, unconfortably but with a sufficient
pretence that she was enjoying herself and there was nothing the
matter. They were still talking in a rather futile way about
Shakespeare. Cordon hat ed Shakespeare. As he watched Rosenary
tal king there came over hima violent, perverse desire for her.
She was | eaning forward, her el bows on the table; he could see her

smal | breasts clearly through her dress. It came to himwith a
ki nd of shock, a catch of breath, which once again al nost sobered
him that he had seen her naked. She was his girl! He could have

her whenever he wanted her! And by God, he was going to have her
tonight! Wy not? It was a fitting end to the evening. They
could find a place easily enough; there are plenty of hotels round
Shaf t esbury Avenue where they don't ask questions if you can pay
the bill. He still had his fiver. He felt her foot under the
table, meaning to inprint a delicate caress upon it, and only
succeeded in treading on her toe. She drew her foot away from him

"Let's get out of this,' he said abruptly, and at once stood up
"Ch, let's!' said Rosemary with relief.
They were in Regent Street again. Down on the left Piccadilly

Circus blazed, a horrible pool of light. Rosemary's eyes turned
towards the bus stop opposite.

"It's half past ten,' she said doubtfully. 'I've got to be back by
el even.'

"Ch, rot! Let's look for a decent pub. | mustn't mss ny beer.
'Ch, no, Gordon! No nore pubs tonight. | couldn't drink any nore.

Nor ought you.'
"It doesn't matter. Cone this way.'

He t ook her by the arm and began to | ead her down towards the
bott om of Regent Street, holding her rather tight as though afraid
she woul d escape. For the nonment he had forgotten about Ravel ston.
Ravel ston fol |l owed, wondering whet her he ought to | eave themto

t hemsel ves or whet her he ought to stay and keep an eye on CGordon.
Rosemary hung back, not liking the way Gordon was pulling at her
arm

'Where are you taking nme, Gordon?
"Round the corner, where it's dark. | want to kiss you.'
"l don't think I want to be kissed.'

'"Of course you do.'

" No!"

' Yes!'

She let himtake her. Ravelston waited on the corner by the Regent
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Pal ace, uncertain what to do. Gordon and Rosemary di sappeared
round the corner and were al nost inmediately in darker, narrower
streets. The appalling faces of tarts, like skulls coated with
pi nk powder, peered nmeaningly from several doorways. Rosemary
shrank fromthem Gordon was rather anused.

'They think you're one of them' he explained to her.

He stood his bottle on the pavenent, carefully, against the wall,

t hen suddenly seized her and twi sted her backwards. He wanted her
badly, and he did not want to waste tinme over prelinmnaries. He
began to kiss her face all over, clunsily but very hard. She |et
himdo it for a nonent, but it frightened her; his face, so cl ose
to hers, |ooked pale, strange, and distracted. He snelt very
strongly of wine. She struggled, turning her face away so that he
was only kissing her hair and neck.

' Gordon, you nustn't!’
"Why nustn't |?
"What are you doi ng?

"What do you suppose |'m doi ng?'

He shoved her back against the wall, and with the careful
preoccupi ed movenents of a drunken man, tried to undo the front of
her dress. It was of a kind that did not undo, as it happened.

This time she was angry. She struggled violently, fending his hand
asi de.

' Gordon, stop that at once!'’

' \le?l

"I'f you do it again I'll smack your face.'

"Smack ny face! Don't you come the Grl Guide with ne.'

"Let me go, will you!'

"Think of last Sunday,' he said |lewdly.

"CGordon, if you go on I'll hit you, honestly | will.'

"Not you.'

He thrust his hand right into the front of her dress. The novenent
was curiously brutal, as though she had been a stranger to him
She grasped that fromthe expression of his face. She was not
Rosemary to himany |onger, she was just a girl, a girl's body.
That was the thing that upset her. She struggled and managed to
free herself fromhim He came after her again and cl utched her
arm She smacked his face as hard as she could and dodged neatly
out of his reach

"What did you do that for?' he said, feeling his cheek but not hurt
by the bl ow

"I"'mnot going to stand that sort of thing. |'m going hone.
You'll be different tonorrow.'

"Rot! You come along with me. You're going to bed with ne.'
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'Good night!' she said, and fled up the dark side street.

For a nmonent he thought of follow ng her, but found his legs too
heavy. It did not seemwrth while, anyway. He wandered back to
where Ravel ston was still waiting, |ooking nmoody and al one, partly
because he was worri ed about Gordon and partly because he was
trying not to notice two hopeful tarts who were on patrol just
behind him Gordon | ooked properly drunk, Ravel ston thought. His
hair was tumbling down over his forehead, one side of his face was
very pale and on the other there was a red snudge where Rosemary
had sl apped him Ravel ston thought this nmust be the flush of
drunkenness.

"What have you done with Rosemary?' he said.

'She's gone,' said Gordon, with a wave of his hand whi ch was neant
to explain everything. 'But the night's still young.'

'Look here, Gordon, it's time you were in bed.
"In bed, yes. But not alone.’

He stood on the kerb gazing out into the hideous m dni ght-noon.

For a monment he felt quite deathly. H's face was burning. His
whol e body had a dreadful, swollen, fiery feeling. H's head in
particul ar seemed on the point of bursting. Sonehow the bal ef ul
[ight was bound up with his sensations. He watched the skysigns
flicking on and off, glaring red and blue, arrowing up and down- -
the awmful, sinister glitter of a dooned civilization, |ike the
still blazing lights of a sinking ship. He caught Ravel ston's arm
and nmade a gesture that conprehended the whole of Piccadilly
Circus.

"The lights down in hell will look just like that.'
"l shouldn't wonder.'

Ravel ston was | ooking out for a disengaged taxi. He must get
Gordon home to bed without further delay. Gordon wondered whet her
he was in joy or in agony. That burning, bursting feeling was
dreadful. The sober half of himwas not dead yet. Sober half

still knewwith ice-cold clarity what he had done and what he was
doing. He had committed follies for which tonorrow he would fee
like killing hinmself. He had squandered five pounds in sensel ess
ext ravagance, he had robbed Julia, he had insulted Rosemary. And
tonmorrow -oh, tonmorrow, we'll be sober! Go home, go hone! cried
sober half. ---- to you! said drunken half contenptuously. Drunken
hal f was still clanpburing for a bit of fun. And drunken hal f was
the stronger. A fiery clock somewhere opposite caught his eye.
Twenty to el even. Quick, before the pubs are shut! Haro! |a gorge
m ard! Once again his thoughts noved lyrically. He felt a hard
round shape under his arm discovered that it was the Chianti
bottle, and tweaked out the cork. Ravelston was waving to a taxi-
driver without managing to catch his eye. He heard a shocked
squeal fromthe tarts behind. Turning, he saw with horror that
CGordon had up-ended the bottle and was drinking fromit.

"Hi! Gordon!'

He sprang towards himand forced his arm down. A gout of w ne went
down Gordon's collar.
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'For God's sake be careful! You don't want the police to get hold
of you, do you?
"I want a drink,' conplained Gordon.
"But dash it! You can't start drinking here.'
'Take me to a pub,' said Gordon.
Ravel ston rubbed his nose helplessly. 'Ch, God! | suppose that's
better than drinking on the pavement. Conme on, we'll go to a pub
You shall have your drink there.

CGordon recorked his bottle carefully. Ravel ston shepherded hi m
across the circus, Gordon clinging to his arm but not for support,

for his legs were still quite steady. They halted on the island,
then managed to find a gap in the traffic and went down the
Haymar ket .

In the pub the air seemed wet with beer. It was all a m st of beer

shot through with the sickly tang of whisky. Along the bar a press
of men seethed, downing with Faustli ke eagerness their |ast drinks
before el even should sound its knell. Gordon slid easily through
the crowmd. He was not in a nbod to worry about a few jostlings and
el bowi ngs. In a nmonent he had fetched up at the bar between a
stout commercial traveller drinking Guinness and a tall, |ean,
decayed mmjor type of man with droopy noustaches, whose entire
conversation seemed to consist of 'Wat ho!' and 'What, what!'’
Gordon threw half a crown on to the beer-wet bar.

"A quart of bitter, please!’

"No quart pots here!' cried the harassed barmaid, measuring pegs of
whi sky with one eye on the clock.

"Quart pots on the top shelf, Effie!'" shouted the landlord over his
shoul der, fromthe other side of the bar.

The barmai d haul ed the beer-handle three tines hurriedly. The
nonstrous gl ass pot was set before him He lifted it. What a

wei ght! A pint of pure water weighs a pound and a quarter.

Down with it! Swi sh--gurgle! A long, |ong sup of beer flowed
gratefully down his gullet. He paused for breath, and felt a
little sickish. Come on, now for another. Swish--gurgle! It

al most choked himthis tinme. But stick it out, stick it out!
Through the cascade of beer that poured down his throat and seened
to drown his ears he heard the | andlord' s shout: 'Last orders,
gentl emen, please!' For a monent he rempoved his face fromthe pot,
gasped, and got his breath back. Now for the last. Sw sh--gurgle!
A-a-ah! Gordon set down the pot. Enptied in three gulps--not bad.
He clattered it on the bar.

"Hi! Gve nme the other half of that--quick!'’

"What ho!' said the nmjor.

"Coming it a bit, aren't you?' said the commercial traveller.

Ravel ston, farther down the bar and hemmed in by several nen, saw
what Gordon was doing. He called to him 'H , Gordon!', frowned
and shook his head, too shy to say in front of everybody, 'Don't
drink any nore.' Gordon settled himself on his legs. He was stil
st eady, but consciously steady. His head seemed to have swollen to
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an i mrense size, his whole body had the same horrible, swollen,
fiery feeling as before. Languidly he lifted the refilled beerpot.
He did not want it now Its snmell nauseated him It was just a
hateful, pale yellow, sickly-tasting liquid. Like urine, alnost!
That bucketful of stuff to be forced down into his bursting guts--
horrible! But come on, no flinching! What else are we here for?
Down with it! Here she is so near nmy nose. So tip her up and down
she goes. Swi sh--gurglel!

In the same nonment sonet hi ng dreadful happened. His gullet had
shut up of its own accord, or the beer had m ssed his mouth. It
was pouring all over him a tidal wave of beer. He was drowning in
beer |ike lay-brother Peter in the |Ingol dsby Legends. Help! He
tried to shout, choked, and let fall the beer-pot. There was a
flurry all round him People were | eaping aside to avoid the jet
of beer. Crash! went the pot. Gordon stood rocking. Men,

bottles, mirrors were going round and round. He was falling,

| osi ng consciousness. But dinmy visible before hi mwas a bl ack
upri ght shape, sole point of stability in a reeling world--the
beer-handle. He clutched it, swung, held tight. Ravelston started
t owar ds hi m

The barmai d | eaned indignantly over the bar. The roundabout world
sl owed down and stopped. CGordon's brain was quite clear.

'"Here! What are you hanging on to the beer-handle for?

"Al'l over ny bloody trousers!' cried the comrercial traveller.
"What am | hanging on to the beer-handle for?

'"YES! \What are you hanging on to the beer-handle for?

CGordon swung hi nsel f sideways. The elongated face of the major
peered down at him with wet noustaches drooping.

' She says, "What am | hanging on to the beer-handle for?"'

"What ho! \hat?'

Ravel ston had forced his way between several nmen and reached him
?gegyt a strong armround Gordon's wai st and hoisted himto his
"Stand up, for God's sake! You're drunk.'

"Drunk?' said Gordon.

Everyone was | aughing at them Ravelston's pale face fl ushed.
"Two and three those mugs cost,' said the barmaid bitterly.

' And what about ny bl oody trousers?' said the comercial traveller.

"I'"lIl pay for the mug,' said Ravelston. He did so. 'Now cone on
out of it. You're drunk.'

He began to shepherd Gordon towards the door, one armround his
shoul der, the other holding the Chianti bottle, which he had taken
fromhimearlier. Gordon freed hinself. He could walk with
perfect steadiness. He said in a dignified manner:

"Drunk did you say | was?
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Ravel ston took his armagain. 'Yes, |I'mafraid you are. Decidedly.
' Swan swam across the sea, well swam swan,' said Gordon.
' Gordon, you ARE drunk. The sooner you're in bed the better.'

"First cast out the beamthat is in thine own eye before thou
castest out the note that is in thy brother's,' said Gordon.

Ravel ston had got himout on to the pavenent by this tinme. 'W'd
better get hold of a taxi,' he said, |ooking up and down the
street.

There seened to be no taxis about, however. The people were
stream ng noisily out of the pub, which was on the point of
closing. Gordon felt better in the open air. H's brain had never
been clearer. The red satanic gleamof a Neon |ight, somewhere in
the di stance, put a new and brilliant idea into his head. He

pl ucked at Ravel ston's arm

'Ravel ston! | say, Ravelston!'
" What ?
'"Let's pick up a couple of tarts.'

In spite of Gordon's drunken state, Ravel ston was scandalized. 'MW
dear old chap! You can't do that kind of thing.

'"Don't be so dammed upper-class. Wy not?

'"But how could you, dash it! After you've just said good night to
Rosemary--a really charmng girl like that!'

"At night all cats are grey,' said Gordon, with the feeling that he
voi ced a profound and cyni cal w sdom

Ravel ston decided to ignore this remark. 'We'd better walk up to
Piccadilly Circus,' he said. 'There'll be plenty of taxis there.'

The theatres were enptying. Crowds of people and streans of cars
flowed to and fro in the frightful corpse-light. Gordon's brain
was marvel lously clear. He knew what folly and evil he had
conmitted and was about to commit. And yet after all it hardly
seemed to matter. He saw as sonething far, far away, |ike

sonet hing seen through the wong end of the tel escope, his thirty
years, his wasted life, the blank future, Julia's five pounds,
Rosemary. He said with a sort of phil osophic interest:

'"Look at the Neon lights! Look at those awful blue ones over the
rubber shop. Wen | see those lights | know that |I'm a damed
soul .

"Quite,' said Ravel ston, who was not listening. 'Ah, there's a
taxi!' He signalled. 'Dam! He didn't see ne. Wit here a
second. '

He | eft Gordon by the Tube station and hurried across the street.
For a little while Gordon's m nd receded into bl ankness. Then he
was aware of two hard yet youthful faces, like the faces of young
predatory aninmals, that had come close up to his own. They had
bl ackened eye-brows and hats that were |ike vul garer versions of
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Rosemary's. He was exchangi ng badi nage with them This seened to
himto have been going on for several m nutes.

"Hul l o, Dora! Hullo, Barbara! (He knew their names, it seened.)
And how are you? And how s old England' s wi ndi ng-sheet?

' Qo--haven't you got a cheek, just!

"And what are you up to at this time of night?
'"Qo--jes' strolling around.'’

"Li ke a lion, seeking whom he nmay devour?

'Qo--you haven't half got a cheek! Hasn't he got a cheek, Barbara?
You HAVE got a cheek!'’

Ravel ston had caught the taxi and brought it round to where Gordon
was standing. He stepped out, saw Gordon between the two girls,
and st ood aghast.

'Gordon! Ch, ny God! What the devil have you been doi ng?'
'Let me introduce you. Dora and Barbara,' said Gordon.

For a nmonent Ravel ston | ooked al nost angry. As a matter of fact,
Ravel ston was incapabl e of being properly angry. Upset, pained
embarr assed--yes; but not angry. He stepped forward with a

m serable effort not to notice the two girls' existence. Once he
noti ced themthe game was up. He took Gordon by the arm and woul d
have bundl ed himinto the taxi.

'Come on, Gordon, for God's sake! Here's the taxi. We'Ill go
strai ght honme and put you to bed.'

Dora caught CGordon's other arm and haul ed hi m out of reach as
t hough he had been a stol en handbag

"What bl oody business is it of yours? she cried ferociously.
"You don't want to insult these two | adies, | hope? said Gordon.

Ravel ston faltered, stepped back, rubbed his nose. It was a nonent
to be firm but Ravelston had never in his life been firm He

| ooked from Dora to Gordon, from Gordon to Barbara. That was
fatal. Once he had | ooked themin the face he was lost. ©Ch, Cod
What could he do? They were human bei ngs--he couldn't insult them
The sane instinct that sent his hand into his pocket at the very
sight of a beggar made him hel pless at this noment. The poor,
wetched girls! He hadn't the heart to send them packing into the
ni ght. Suddenly he realized that he would have to go through with
thi s aboni nabl e adventure into which Gordon had led him For the
first time in his life he was let in for going home with a tart.

"But dash it all!' he said feebly.
"Allons-y,"' said Gordon.

The taxi man had taken his direction at a nod from Dora. GCordon
slunmped into the corner seat and seened imediately to sink into
some i mrense abyss from which he rose again nore gradually and with
only partial consciousness of what he had been doing. He was
gliding smothly through darkness starred with lights. O were the

Page 113



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
lights moving and he stationary? It was |ike being on the ocean
bottom anong the lum nous, gliding fishes. The fancy returned to
hi mthat he was a damed soul in hell. The |andscape in hell would
be just like this. Ravines of cold evil-coloured fire, with
darkness all above. But in hell there would be tornent. WAs this
torment? He strove to classify his sensations. The nmonentary | apse
into unconsci ousness had | eft hi mweak, sick, shaken; his forehead
seermed to be splitting. He put out a hand. It encountered a knee,
a garter, and a small soft hand whi ch sought mechanically for his.
He became aware that Ravel ston, sitting opposite, was tapping his
toe urgently and nervously.

' Gordon! Gordon! \Wake up!'’
" What ?

'Gordon! Ch, damm! Causons en francais. Q' est-ce que tu as
fait? Crois-tu que je veux coucher avec une sal e--oh, damation!’

' Qo- parl ey-voo francey!' squeal ed the girls.

Gordon was mildly amused. Do Ravel ston good, he thought. A

parl our Socialist going hone with a tart! The first genuinely
proletarian action of his life. As though aware of this thought,
Ravel ston subsided into his corner in silent msery, sitting as far
away from Barbara as possible. The taxi drew up at a hotel in a
side-street; a dreadful, shoddy, |ow place it was. The 'hotel

sign over the door |ooked skeweyed. The w ndows were al nost dark,
but the sound of singing, boozy and dreary, trickled fromw thin.
CGordon staggered out of the taxi and felt for Dora's arm G ve us
a hand, Dora. Mnd the step. What ho!

A smal lish, darkish, smelly hallway, |ino-carpeted, nean, uncared-
for, and sonehow i npernmanent. From a room somewhere on the |eft
the singing swelled, mournful as a church organ. A cross-eyed,
evi |l -1 ooki ng chanmber mai d appeared from nowhere. She and Dora
seemed to know one another. \What a nmug! No conpetition there.
Fromthe roomon the left a single voice took up the song with
woul d- be facetious enphasis:

'The man that kisses a pretty girl
And goes and tells his nother,
Qught to have his lips cut off,
Qught to--'

It tailed away, full of the ineffable, undisguisable sadness of
debauchery. A very young voice it sounded. The voice of some poor
boy who in his heart only wanted to be at hone with his nother and
sisters, playing hunt-the-slipper. There was a party of young
fools in there, on the razzle with whisky and girls. The tune

remi nded Gordon. He turned to Ravel ston as he came in, Barbara
foll owi ng.

"WWhere's nmy Chianti?" he said.

Ravel ston gave himthe bottle. H's face | ooked pal e, harassed,
hunted, alnost. Wth guilty restless novenents he kept hinself
apart from Barbara. He could not touch her or even | ook at her,
and yet to escape was beyond him His eyes sought Gordon's. 'For
the love of God can't we get out of it somehow?' they signalled
Gordon frowned at him Stick it out! No flinching! He took
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Dora's arm again. Cone on, Dora! Now for those stairs. Ah!
Wait a nonent.

Her armround his waist, supporting him Dora drew him aside. Down
the darkish, snelly stairs a young worman cane nincingly, buttoning
on a glove; after her a bald, m ddle-aged man in evening cl othes,

bl ack overcoat, and white silk nuffler, his opera hat in his hand
He wal ked past themwith snmall nean nouth tightened, pretending not
to see them A fanmily man, by the guilty look in his eye. Gordon
wat ched the gaslight gl eamon the back of his bald head. His

predecessor. |In the sane bed, probably. The mantle of Elisha.
Now t hen, Dora, up we go! Ah, these stairs! Difficilis ascensus
Averni. That's right, here we arel 'Mnd the step,' said Dora

They were on the landing. Black and white lino |ike a chessboard
Wit e-painted doors. A snmell of slops and a fainter snell of stale
l'i nen.

We this way, you that. At the other door Ravelston halted, his
fingers on the handle. He could not--no, he COULD not do it. He
could not enter that dreadful room For the last tinme his eyes,

li ke those of a dog about to be whi pped, turned upon Gordon. ' Must
I, nust I?" his eyes said. Gordon eyed himsternly. Stick it out,
Regul us!  March to your dooml Atqui sciebat quae sibi Barbara. It
is afar, far nore proletarian thing that you do. And then with
startling suddenness Ravel ston's face cleared. An expression of
relief, alnost of joy, stole over it. A wonderful thought had
occurred to him After all, you could always pay the girl wthout
actual ly doing anything! Thank God! He set his shoul ders, plucked
up courage, went in. The door shut.

So here we are. A nean, dreadful room Lino on the floor, gas-
fire, huge double bed with sheets vaguely dingy. Over the bed a
framed col oured picture fromlLa Vie Parisienne. A nistake, that.
Sonetimes the originals don't conpare so well. And, by Jove! on
t he banboo table by the wi ndow, positively an aspidistra! Hast
thou found me, O m ne eneny? But come here, Dora. Let's have a
| ook at you.

He seened to be lying on the bed. He could not see very well. Her
yout hful , rapaci ous face, with bl ackened eyebrows, |eaned over him
as he sprawl ed there.

' How about mny present?' she denmanded, half wheedling, half
nenaci ng.

Never mind that now To work! Cone here. Not a bad mouth. Cone
here. Cone cl oser. Ah!

No. No use. Inpossible. The will but not the way. The spirit is
willing but the flesh is weak. Try again. No. The booze, it nust
be. See Macbeth. One last try. No, no use. Not this evening

' m af raid.

Al right, Dora, don't you worry. You'll get your two quid al
right. W aren't paying by results.

He made a clunsy gesture. 'Here, give us that bottle. That bottle
of f the dressing-table.'

Dora brought it. Ah, that's better. That at |east doesn't fail.
Wth hands that had swollen to nonstrous size he up-ended the
Chianti bottle. The wine flowed down his throat, bitter and
choking, and sone of it went up his nose. It overwhelned him He
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was slipping, sliding, falling off the bed. His head net the

floor. His legs were still on the bed. For a while he lay in this
position. 1Is this the way to |live? Down bel ow the youthful voices
were still nournfully singing

"For tonight we'll merry be

For tonight we'll nerry be,

For tonight we'll nerry be-e-e--

Tonorrow we' Il be so-ober!"’

9

And, by Jove, tonorrow we WERE sober!

Gordon enmerged from sone |ong, sickly dreamto the consciousness
that the books in the lending library were the wong way up. They
were all lying on their sides. Mreover, for sone reason their
backs had turned white--white and shiny, l|ike porcelain.

He opened his eyes a little wider and noved an arm Small rivulets
of pain, seem ngly touched off by the novenent, shot through his
body at unexpected pl aces--down the calves of his legs, for

i nstance, and up both sides of his head. He perceived that he was
lying on his side, with a hard snmooth pill ow under his cheek and a
coarse bl anket scratching his chin and pushing its hairs into his
mout h. Apart fromthe mnor pains that stabbed himevery tine he
noved, there was a large, dull sort of pain which was not |ocalized
but which seemed to hover all over him

Suddenly he flung off the blanket and sat up. He was in a police
cell. At this nonent a frightful spasm of nausea overcane him
DimMy perceiving a WC. in the corner, he crept towards it and was
violently sick, three or four tines.

After that, for several mnutes, he was in agonizing pain. He
could scarcely stand on his feet, his head throbbed as though it
were going to burst, and the |ight seenmed |ike sonme scal ding white
liquid pouring into his brain through the sockets of his eyes. He
sat on the bed hol ding his head between his hands. Presently, when
some of the throbbing had di ed down, he had anot her | ook about him
The cell neasured about twelve feet |ong by six wi de and was very
high. The walls were all of white porcelain bricks, horribly white
and cl ean. He wondered dully how they cl eaned as high up as the
ceiling. Perhaps with a hose, he reflected. At one end there was
alittle barred wi ndow, very high up, and at the other end, over
the door, an electric bulb let into the wall and protected by a
stout grating. The thing he was sitting on was not actually a bed,
but a shelf with one blanket and a canvas pillow The door was of
steel, painted green. |In the door there was a little round hole
with a flap on the outside.

Havi ng seen this nmuch he lay down and pull ed the bl anket over him
again. He had no further curiosity about his surroundings. As to
what had happened | ast night, he remenbered everything--at |east,
he renmenmbered everything up to the time when he had gone with Dora
into the roomwith the aspidistra. God knew what had happened
after that. There had been sone kind of bust-up and he had | anded
in the clink. He had no notion of what he had done; it night be
murder for all he knew. In any case he did not care. He turned
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his face to the wall and pulled the bl anket over his head to shut
out the light.

After a long time the spyhole in the door was pushed aside. Gordon
managed to turn his head round. His neck-nuscles seemed to creak.
Through the spyhole he could see a blue eye and a seni-circle of
pi nk chubby cheek.

'*Ja do with a cup of tea?' a voice said.

CGordon sat up and instantly felt very sick again. He took his head
bet ween hi s hands and groaned. The thought of a cup of hot tea
appealed to him but he knew it would nmake himsick if it had sugar
init.

"Pl ease,' he said.

The police constable opened a partition in the top half of the door

and passed in a thick white nug of tea. It had sugar in it. The
constabl e was a solid rosy young man of about twenty-five, with a
kind face, white eyel ashes, and a tremendous chest. It reninded

CGordon of the chest of a carthorse. He spoke with a good accent
but with vul gar turns of speech. For a mnute or so he stood
regardi ng Gordon

"You weren't half bad last night,' he said finally.
"I''m bad now. '

'You was worse |ast night, though. Wat you go and hit the
sergeant for?'

"Did I hit the sergeant?

"Did you? Coo! He wasn't half wild. He turns to ne and he says--
hol ding his ear he was, |like this--he says, "Now, if that man
wasn't too drunk to stand, |1'd knock his block off." [It's all gone
down on your charge sheet. Drunk and disorderly. You'd only ha
bi n drunk and incapable if you hadn't of hit the sergeant.

'"Do you know what | shall get for this?

'"Five quid or fourteen days. You'll go up before M G oom Lucky
for you it wasn't M Walker. He'd give you a nonth wi thout the
option, M WAl ker would. Very severe on the drunks he is.

Teetotal ler.’

CGordon had drunk sonme of the tea. It was nauseatingly sweet but
its warmh made himfeel stronger. He gulped it down. At this

nonent a nasty, snarling sort of voice--the sergeant whom Gordon
had hit, no doubt--yel ped from somewhere outsi de:

' Take that man out and get himwashed. Black Maria | eaves at half
past nine."'

The constabl e hastened to open the cell door. As soon as Gordon
stepped outside he felt worse then ever. This was partly because
it was much colder in the passage than in the cell. He walked a
step or two, and then suddenly his head was goi ng round and round
"I"'mgoing to be sick!' he cried. He was falling--he flung out a

hand and stopped hinmself against the wall. The constable's strong
armwent round him Across the arm as over a rail, Gordon sagged,
doubled up and linp. A jet of vomt burst fromhim It was the
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tea, of course. There was a gutter running along the stone fl oor.
At the end of the passage the npustachio' d sergeant, in tunic
wi thout a belt, stood with his hand on his hip, |ooking on
di sgust edl y.

'"Dirty little tyke,' he nuttered, and turned away.

'Come on, old chap,' said the constable. 'You'll be better in half
a no'.'

He half led, half dragged Gordon to a big stone sink at the end of

t he passage and helped himto strip to the waist. His gentleness
was astoni shing. He handl ed Gordon al nost |ike a nurse handling a
child. Gordon had recovered enough strength to sluice hinself with
the ice-cold water and rinse his nouth out. The constable gave him
atorn towel to dry hinself with and then led himback to the cell.

'"Now you sit quiet till the Black Maria conmes. And take ny tip--
when you go up to the court, you plead guilty and say you won't do
it again. M Goomwon't be hard on you.'

"WWhere are ny collar and tie?' said Gordon.

"We took 'emaway | ast night. You'll get 'em back before you go up
to court. We had a bl oke hung himself with his tie, once.'

CGordon sat down on the bed. For a little while he occupied hinself
by cal cul ati ng the nunber of porcelain bricks in the walls, then
sat with his elbows on his knees, his head between his hands. He
was still aching all over; he felt weak, cold, jaded, and, above
all, bored. He w shed that boring business of going up to the
court could be avoi ded sonehow. The thought of being put into some
jolting vehicle and taken across London to hang about in chilly
cells and passages, and of having to answer questions and be

| ectured by magi strates, bored himindescribably. Al he wanted
was to be left alone. But presently there was the sound of severa
voi ces farther down the passage, and then of feet approaching. The
partition in the door was opened.

'Coupl e of visitors for you,' the constabl e said.

CGordon was bored by the very thought of visitors. Unwillingly he

| ooked up, and saw Fl axman and Ravel ston | ooking in upon him How
they had got there together was a nystery, but Gordon felt not the
faintest curiosity about it. They bored him He wi shed they woul d
go away.

"Hul | o, chappie!' said Flaxman.
'YOQU here?' said Gordon with a sort of weary of fensiveness.

Ravel ston | ooked mi serable. He had been up since the very early
norni ng, | ooking for Gordon. This was the first time he had seen
the interior of a police cell. H's face shrank with disgust as he
| ooked at the chilly white-tiled place with its shameless WC. in
the corner. But Flaxman was nore accustonmed to this kind of thing.
He cocked a practised eye at Gordon.

"I"ve seen 'emworse,' he said cheerfully. 'Gve hima prairie
oyster and he'd buck up something wonderful. D you know what your
eyes | ook |like, chappie? he added to Gordon. 'They look as if
they'd been taken out and poached.’
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"I was drunk | ast night,' said Gordon, his head between his hands.

"l gathered sonmething of the kind, old chappie.'
"Look here, Gordon,' said Ravelston, 'we cane to bail you out, but
it seems we're too late. They're taking you up to court in a few
m nutes' time. This is a bloody show It's a pity you didn't give
them a fal se name when they brought you here |ast night.'

'Did | tell themny nane?

"You told themeverything. | wish to God | hadn't |let you out of
ny sight. You slipped out of that house sonmehow and into the
street.’'

"Wandering up and down Shaftesbury Avenue, drinking out of a
bottle,' said Flaxnman appreciatively. 'But you oughtn't to have
hit the sergeant, old chappie! That was a bit of bl oody
foolishness. And | don't mind telling you Mot her Wsbeach is on
your track. \Wen your pal here cane round this norning and told
her you'd been for a night on the tiles, she took on as if you'd
done a bl oody murder.'

"And | ook here, CGordon,' said Ravel ston.

There was the faniliar note of disconfort in his face. It was
sonet hi ng about noney, as usual. GCordon | ooked up. Ravel ston was
gazing into the distance.

'Look here.'

" What ?

" About your fine. You'd better leave that to ne. I'Ill pay it.'

'"No, you won't.'
"My dear old chap! They'll send you to jail if I don't.'
"Oh, hell! | don't care.’

He did not care. At this nonent he did not care if they sent him
to prison for a year. O course he couldn't pay his fine hinself.
He knew wi thout even needing to | ook that he had no npney left. He
woul d have given it all to Dora, or nore probably she woul d have

pi nched it. He lay down on the bed again and turned his back on
the others. In the sulky, sluggish state that he was in, his sole
desire was to get rid of them They nade a few nore attenpts to
talk to him but he woul d not answer, and presently they went away.
Fl axman' s voi ce boomed cheerfully down the passage. He was giving
Ravel ston mnute instructions as to how to make a prairie oyster.

The rest of that day was very beastly. Beastly was the ride in the
Bl ack Maria, which, inside, was |ike nothing so nmuch as a miniature
public lavatory, with tiny cubicles down each side, into which you
were | ocked and in which you had barely roomto sit down.

Beastlier yet was the long wait in one of the cells adjoining the
magi strate's court. This cell was an exact replica of the cell at
the police station, even to having precisely the same nunber of
porcelain bricks. But it differed fromthe police station cell in
being repulsively dirty. It was cold, but the air was so fetid as
to be al nost unbreathable. Prisoners were com ng and going all the
time. They would be thrust into the cell, taken out after an hour
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or two to go up to the court, and then perhaps brought back again
to wait while the magi strate deci ded upon their sentence or fresh
wi tnesses were sent for. There were always five or six men in the

cell, and there was nothing to sit on except the plank bed. And
the worst was that nearly all of themused the WC.--there,
publicly, in the tiny cell. They could not help it. There was

nowhere else to go. And the plug of the beastly thing did not even
pul I properly.

Until the afternoon Gordon felt sick and weak. He had had no
chance to shave, and his face was hatefully scrubby. At first he
nerely sat on the corner of the plank bed, at the end nearest the
door, as far away fromthe WC. as he could get, and took no notice
of the other prisoners. They bored and disgusted him |later, as
hi s headache wore of f, he observed themwi th a faint interest.
There was a professional burglar, a |ean worried-Iooking man with
grey hair, who was in a terrible stew about what woul d happen to
his wife and kids if he were sent to jail. He had been arrested
for "loitering with intent to enter'--a vague of fence for which you
general ly get convicted if there are previous convictions agai nst
you. He kept wal king up and down, flicking the fingers of his
right hand with a curious nervous gesture, and excl ai nmi ng agai nst
the unfairness of it. There was also a deaf nmute who stank like a
ferret, and a small m ddl e-aged Jew with a fur-collared overcoat,
who had been buyer to a large firm of kosher butchers. He had
bolted with twenty-seven pounds, gone to Aberdeen, of all places,
and spent the noney on tarts. He too had a grievance, for he said
hi s case ought to have been tried in the rabbi's court instead of
being turned over to the police. There was also a publican who

had enbezzled his Christmas club noney. He was a big, hearty,

pr osperous-| ooki ng man of about thirty-five, with a loud red face
and a | oud blue overcoat--the sort of man who, if he were not a
publican, would be a bookie. Hi s relatives had paid back the
embezzl ed noney, all except twelve pounds, but the club nenbers had
deci ded to prosecute. There was sonething in this man's eyes that
troubl ed Gordon. He carried everything off with a swagger, but al
the while there was that blank, staring look in his eyes; he would
fall into a kind of reverie at every gap in the conversation. It
was somehow rather dreadful to see him There he was, still in his
smart cl othes, with the splendour of a publican's life only a nonth
or two behind him and now he was ruined, probably for ever. Like
all London publicans he was in the claw of the brewer, he would be
sold up and his furniture and fittings seized, and when he cane out
of jail he would never have a pub or a job again.

The norning wore on with dismal slowness. You were allowed to
snoke- - mat ches were forbidden, but the constable on duty outside
woul d give you a light through the trap in the door. Nobody had
any cigarettes except the publican, who had his pockets full of
them and distributed themfreely. Prisoners cane and went. A
ragged dirty nman who claimed to be a coster 'up' for obstruction
was put into the cell for half an hour. He talked a great deal

but the others were deeply suspicious of him when he was taken out
again they all declared he was a 'split'. The police, it was said,
often put a 'split' into the cells, disguised as a prisoner, to
pi ck up information. Once there was great excitenent when the
const abl e whi spered through the trap that a nurderer, or woul d-be
nmurderer, was being put into the cell next door. He was a youth of
ei ghteen who had stabbed his "tart' in the belly, and she was not
expected to live. Once the trap opened and the tired, pale face of
a clergyman | ooked in. He saw the burglar, said wearily, 'YQU here
agai n, Jones?' and went away again. Dinner, so-called, was served
out at about twelve o'clock. Al you got was a cup of tea and two
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slices of bread and marg. You could have food sent in, though, if
you could pay for it. The publican had a good dinner sent in in
covered di shes; but he had no appetite for it, and gave nobst of it
away. Ravelston was still hangi ng about the court, waiting for
CGordon's case to conme on, but he did not know the ropes well enough
to have food sent in to Gordon. Presently the burglar and the
publican were taken away, sentenced, and brought back to wait till
the Black Maria should take themoff to jail. They each got nine
nont hs. The publican questioned the burglar about what prison was
like. There was a conversation of unspeakabl e obscenity about the
| ack of women there.

CGordon's case canme on at half past two, and it was over so quickly
that it seemed preposterous to have waited all that time for it.
Afterwards he coul d remenber not hi ng about the court except the
coat of arnms over the magistrate's chair. The magistrate was
dealing with the drunks at the rate of two a minute. To the tune
of 'John-Smth-drunk six-shillings-nmove-on-NEXT!' they fil ed past
the railings of the dock, precisely like a crowd taking tickets at
a booking-office. Gordon's case, however, took two m nutes instead
of thirty seconds, because he had been disorderly and the sergeant
had to testify that Gordon had struck himon the ear and called him
a ---- bastard. There was also a nild sensation in the court
because Gordon, when questioned at the police station, had

descri bed hinself as a poet. He nust have been very drunk to say a
thing like that. The nagistrate | ooked at hi m suspi ciously.

'l see you call yourself a POET. ARE you a poet?

"I wite poetry,' said Gordon sulkily.

"Hr Well, it doesn't seemto teach you to behave yoursel f, does
it? You will pay five pounds or go to prison for fourteen days.
NEXT! '

And that was all. Neverthel ess, sonewhere at the back of the court

a bored reporter had pricked up his ears.

On the other side of the court there was a room where a police
sergeant sat with a |large |ledger, entering up the drunks' fines and
taki ng paynment. Those who could not pay were taken back to the
cells. Gordon had expected this to happen to hinmself. He was
quite resigned to going to prison. But when he energed fromthe
court it was to find that Ravel ston was waiting there and had
already paid his fine for him Gordon did not protest. He allowed
Ravel ston to pack himinto a taxi and take himback to the flat in
Regent's Park. As soon as they got there Gordon had a hot bath; he
needed one, after the beastly contanminating grine of the | ast

twel ve hours. Ravelston lent hima razor, lent hima clean shirt
and pyjamas and socks and undercl ot hes, even went out of doors and
bought him a toothbrush. He was strangely solicitous about Gordon.
He could not rid himself of a guilty feeling that what had happened
| ast night was mainly his own fault; he ought to have put his foot
down and taken Gordon honme as soon as he showed signs of being
drunk. Gordon scarcely noticed what was being done for him Even
the fact the Ravel ston had paid his fine failed to trouble him

For the rest of that afternoon he lay in one of the arnthairs in
front of the fire, reading a detective story. About the future he
refused to think. He grew sleepy very early. At eight o'clock he
went to bed in the spare bedroom and slept Iike a log for nine

hour s.

It was not till next norning that he began to think seriously about
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his situation. He woke in the wi de caressing bed, softer and
war mer than any bed he had ever slept in, and began to grope about
for his matches. Then he remenbered that in places like this you
didn't need matches to get a light, and felt for the electric
switch that hung on a cord at the bedhead. Soft |ight flooded the
room There was a syphon of soda water on the bed-table. Gordon
di scovered that even after thirty-six hours there was still a vile
taste in his mouth. He had a drink and | ooked about him

It was a queer feeling, lying there in sonebody el se's pyjamas in
sonmebody else's bed. He felt that he had no business there--that
this wasn't the sort of place where he bel onged. There was a sense
of guilt in lying here in luxury when he was rui ned and hadn't a
penny in the world. For he was ruined right enough, there was no
doubt about that. He seened to know with perfect certainty that
his job was lost. God knew what was going to happen next. The
menory of that stupid dull debauch rolled back upon himw th
beastly vividness. He could recall everything, fromhis first pink
gin before he started out to Dora's peach-coloured garters. He
squi rmed when he t hought of Dora. WHY does one do these things?
Money agai n, always nmoney! The rich don't behave Iike that. The
rich are graceful even in their vices. But if you have no noney
you don't even know how to spend it when you get it. You just
splurge it frantically away, like a sailor in a bawdy-house his
first night ashore.

He had been in the clink, twelve hours. He thought of the cold
faecal stench of that cell at the police court. A foretaste of
future days. And everyone would know that he had been in the
clink. Wth luck it mght be kept from Aunt Angela and Uncl e
Walter, but Julia and Rosemary probably knew already. Wth
Rosemary it didn't matter so much, but Julia would be ashanmed and
m serable. He thought of Julia. Her long thin back as she bent
over the tea-caddy; her good, goose-like, defeated face. She had
never lived. From childhood she had been sacrificed to him-to
CGordon, to 'the boy'. It might be a hundred quid he had 'borrowed
fromher in all these years; and then even five quid he couldn't
spare her. Five quid he had set aside for her, and then spent it
on a tart!

He turned out the light and lay on his back, w de awake. At this
nmonent he saw himself with frightful clarity. He took a sort of
inventory of hinmself and his possessions. Gordon Constock, |ast of
the Constocks, thirty years old, with twenty-six teeth left; with
no noney and no job; in borrowed pyjamas in a borrowed bed; with
not hi ng before himexcept cadging and destitution, and nothing
behi nd hi m except squalid fooleries. Hi s total wealth a puny body
and two cardboard suitcases full of worn-out clothes.

At seven Ravel ston was awakened by a tap on his door. He rolled
over and said sleepily, 'Hullo?" Gordon canme in, a dishevelled
figure alnpst lost in the borrowed silk pyjamas. Ravel ston roused
hi nsel f, yawning. Theoretically he got up at the prol etarian hour
of seven. Actually he seldomstirred until Ms Beaver, the
charworman, arrived at eight. Gordon pushed the hair out of his
eyes and sat down on the foot of Ravel ston's bed.

'l say, Ravelston, this is bloody. 1've been thinking things over.
There's going to be hell to pay.'

" What ?

"l shall lose nmy job. MKechnie can't keep ne on after |'ve been

Page 122



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
in the clink. Besides, | ought to have been at work yesterday.
Probably the shop wasn't opened all day.'

Ravel ston yawned. 'It'll be all right, | think. That fat chap--
what's his nane? Flaxman--rang MKechnie up and told himyou were
down with flu. He nmade it pretty convincing. He said your
tenperature was a hundred and three. O course your | andl ady
knows. But | don't suppose she'd tell MKechnie.'

'But suppose it's got into the papers!

"Ch, lord! | suppose that m ght happen. The char brings the
papers up at eight. But do they report drunk cases? Surely not?

M s Beaver brought the Tel egraph and the Heral d. Ravel ston sent
her out for the Mail and the Express. They searched hurriedly

t hrough the police-court news. Thank God! it hadn't 'got into the
papers' after all. There was no reason why it should, as a matter
of fact. It was not as if Gordon had been a racing notorist or a
prof essional footballer. Feeling better, Gordon managed to eat
sone breakfast, and after breakfast Ravelston went out. It was
agreed that he should go up to the shop, see M MKechnie, give him
further details of Gordon's illness, and find out how the |land |ay.
It seened quite natural to Ravel ston to waste several days in
getting Gordon out of his scrape. All the norning Gordon hung
about the flat, restless and out of sorts, smoking cigarettes in an
endl ess chain. Now that he was al one, hope had deserted him He
knew by profound instinct that M MKechni e woul d have heard about
his arrest. It wasn't the kind of thing you could keep dark. He
had lost his job, and that was all about it.

He | ounged across to the wi ndow and | ooked out. A desol ate day;
the whitey-grey sky looked as if it could never be blue again; the
naked trees wept slowy into the gutters. Down a neighbouring
street the cry of the coal -man echoed mournfully. Only a fortnight
to Christnmas now. Jolly to be out of work at this tine of year!
But the thought, instead of frightening him merely bored him The
peculiar lethargic feeling, the stuffy heavi ness behind the eyes,
that one has after a fit of drunkenness, seened to have settled
upon him permanently. The prospect of searching for another job
bored hi meven nore than the prospect of poverty. Besides, he
woul d never find another job. There are no jobs to be had
nowadays. He was goi ng down, down into the sub-world of the

unenpl oyed- - down, down into God knew what workhouse depths of dirt
and hunger and futility. And chiefly he was anxious to get it over
with as little fuss and effort as possible.

Ravel ston came back at about one o'clock. He pulled his gloves off
and threw theminto a chair. He |ooked tired and depressed

CGordon saw at a gl ance that the game was up

'"He's heard, of course?' he said.

"Everything, |I'mafraid.

"How? | suppose that cow of a W sbeach woman went and sneaked to
hi '
"No. It was in the paper after all. The local paper. He got it

out of that.'

"Ch, hell! 1'd forgotten that.'
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Ravel ston produced fromhis coat pocket a folded copy of a bi-

weekly paper. It was one that they took in at the shop because M
McKechni e advertised in it--Gordon had forgotten that. He opened
it. Gosh! What a splash! It was all over the middle page

BOOKSELLER' S ASSI STANT FI NED
MAGQ STRATE' S SEVERE STRI CTURE
' DI SGRACEFUL FRACAS

There were nearly two colums of it. Gordon had never been so
famous before and never woul d be again. They nust have been very
hard up for a bit of news. But these |ocal papers have a curious
noti on of patriotism They are so avid for local news that a

bi cycl e-accident in the Harrow Road will occupy nore space than a
European crisis, and such itens of news as 'Hanpstead Man on Mirder
Charge' or 'Disnenbered Baby in Cellar in Canberwell' are displayed
with positive pride.

Ravel ston described his interviewwith M MKechnie. M MKechni e,
it seemed, was torn between his rage against Gordon and his desire
not to offend such a good custoner as Ravel ston. But of course
after such a thing like that, you could hardly expect himto take
Gordon back. These scandals were bad for trade, and besides, he
was justly angry at the lies Flaxman had tol d hi mover the phone.
But he was angriest of all at the thought of H' S assistant being
drunk and di sorderly. Ravelston said that the drunkenness seened
to anger himin a way that was peculiar. He gave the inpression
that he woul d al nost have preferred Gordon to pinch noney out of
the till. O course, he was a teetotaller hinmself. GCordon had
soneti nes wondered whether he wasn't also a secret drinker, in the
traditional Scottish style. Hi's nose was certainly very red. But
perhaps it was snuff that did it. Anyway, that was that. Gordon
was in the soup, full fathomfive.

"l suppose the W sbeach will stick to ny clothes and things,' he
said. 'I'mnot going round there to fetch them Besides, | owe
her a week's rent.’

'"Ch, don't worry about that. |[|'Il see to your rent and everything.'
"My dear chap, | can't let you pay ny rent!’

'"Ch, dash it!' Ravelston's face grew faintly pink. He |ooked

m serably into the distance, and then said what he had to say al

in a sudden burst: 'Look here, Gordon, we nust get this settl ed.
You' ve just got to stay here till this business has bl own over.

"Il see you through about noney and all that. You needn't think
you' re being a nui sance, because you're not. And anyway, it's only
till you get another job.'

Gordon noved nmoodily away fromhim his hands in his pockets. He
had foreseen all this, of course. He knew that he ought to refuse,
he WANTED to refuse, and yet he had not quite the courage

"I"mnot going to sponge on you like that,' he said sulkily.

'Don't use such expressions, for God's sake! Besides, where could
you go if you didn't stay here?
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"I don't know-into the gutter, | suppose. It's where | bel ong
The sooner | get there the better.'

"Rot! You're going to stay here till you've found another job.'
"But there isn't a job in the world. It nmight be a year before
found a job. | don't WANT a job.'

"You mustn't talk like that. You'll find a job right enough

Sonet hing's bound to turn up. And for God's sake don't tal k about
SPONG NG on ne. |It's only an arrangenent between friends. |f you
really want to, you can pay it all back when you've got the noney.'

" Yes--VWHEN!'

But in the end he let hinmself be persuaded. He had known that he
woul d I et hinself be persuaded. He stayed on at the flat, and

al | owed Ravel ston to go round to WI Il owbed Road and pay his rent
and recover his two cardboard suitcases; he even all owed Ravel ston
to 'lend" hima further two pounds for current expenses. Hi s heart
sickened while he did it. He was living on Ravel ston--sponging on
Ravel ston. How could there ever be a real friendship between them
again? Besides, in his heart he didn't want to be hel ped. He only
wanted to be left alone. He was headed for the gutter; better to
reach the gutter quickly and get it over. Yet for the tine being
he stayed, sinply because he | acked the courage to do ot herwi se

But as for this business of getting a job, it was hopel ess fromthe
start. Even Ravel ston, though rich, could not manufacture jobs out
of nothing. Gordon knew beforehand that there were no jobs going
begging in the book trade. During the next three days he wore his
shoes out traipsing frombookseller to bookseller. At shop after
shop he set his teeth, marched in, demanded to see the manager, and
three minutes |ater marched out again with his nose in the air.

The answer was al ways the same--no jobs vacant. A few booksellers
were taking on an extra man for the Christnmas rush, but Gordon was
not the type they were |looking for. He was neither smart nor
servile; he wore shabby clothes and spoke with the accent of a
gentl eman. Besides, a few questions always brought it out that he
had been sacked fromhis |last job for drunkenness. After only
three days he gave it up. He knewit was no use. It was only to
pl ease Ravel ston that he had even been pretending to | ook for work.

In the evening he trailed back to the flat, footsore and with his
nerves on edge froma series of snubs. He was naking all his
journeys on foot, to econonize Ravel ston's two pounds. Wen he got
back Ravel ston had just cone up fromthe office and was sitting in
one of the arnchairs in front of the fire, with some long galley-
proofs over his knee. He |ooked up as Gordon cane in.

"Any | uck?'" he said as usual.

Gordon did not answer. |If he had answered it woul d have been with
a stream of obscenities. Wthout even | ooking at Ravel ston he went
straight into his bedroom kicked off his shoes, and flung hinself
on the bed. He hated hinself at this noment. Wy had he cone
back? What right had he to come back and sponge on Ravel ston when
he hadn't even the intention of |ooking for a job any longer? He
ought to have stayed out in the streets, slept in Trafal gar Square,
begged- - anything. But he hadn't the guts to face the streets as
yet. The prospect of warnth and shelter had tugged hi mback. He
lay with his hands beneath his head, in a nixture of apathy and
self-hatred. After about half an hour he heard the door-bell ring
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and Ravel ston get up to answer it. It was that bitch Herm one
Sl ater, presumably. Ravelston had introduced Gordon to Herm one a
coupl e of days ago, and she had treated himlike dirt. But a
nmonent |ater there was a knock at the bedroom door.

"What is it?" said Gordon.

' Sonebody' s conme to see you,' said Ravel ston.
'To see ME?'

'Yes. Cone on into the other room

Gordon swore and rolled sluggishly off the bed. Wen he got to the
ot her room he found that the visitor was Rosemary. He had been
hal f expecting her, of course, but it wearied himto see her. He
knew why she had come; to synpathize with him to pity him to
reproach him-it was all the sane. In his despondent, bored nood
he did not want to make the effort of talking to her. All he
wanted was to be left alone. But Ravelston was glad to see her.

He had taken a liking to her in their single nmeeting and thought
she nmi ght cheer Gordon up. He nmde a transparent pretext to go
downstairs to the office, |leaving the two of them together.

They were al one, but Gordon made no nove to enmbrace her. He was
standing in front of the fire, round-shoul dered, his hands in his
coat pockets, his feet thrust into a pair of Ravelston's slippers
whi ch were nuch too big for him She cane rather hesitantly
towards him not yet taking off her hat or her coat with the | anb-
skin collar. It hurt her to see him 1In less than a week his
appear ance had deteriorated strangely. Already he had that

unm st akabl e, seedy, |ounging |ook of a man who is out of work.
Hi s face seemed to have grown thinner, and there were rings round
his eyes. Also it was obvious that he had not shaved that day.

She laid her hand on his arm rather awkwardly, as a woman does
when it is she who has to make the first enbrace.

' Gor don- -
"Wl ?

He said it alnost sulkily. The next nmonent she was in his arns.

But it was she who had made the first novenent, not he. Her head
was on his breast, and behold! she was struggling with all her

m ght against the tears that al nost overwhelned her. It bored
CGordon dreadfully. He seemed so often to reduce her to tears! And
he didn't want to be cried over; he only wanted to be |left al one--
al one to sulk and despair. As he held her there, one hand
nmechani cal | y caressi ng her shoul der, his main feeling was boredom
She had made things nore difficult for himby comng here. Ahead
of himwere dirt, cold, hunger, the streets, the workhouse, and the
jail. It was against THAT that he had got to steel hinself. And
he could steel hinself, if only she would | eave hi m al one and not
cone plaguing himw th these irrel evant enotions.

He pushed her a little way fromhim She had recovered herself
qui ckly, as she al ways did.

' Gordon, nmy dear one! GCh, |'mso sorry, so sorry!

'Sorry about what?
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"You | osing your job and everything. You |ook so unhappy.'

"I"'mnot unhappy. Don't pity me, for God's sake.'

He di sengaged hinself from her arms. She pulled her hat off and
threwit into a chair. She had come here with something definite
to say. It was sonething she had refrained fromsaying all these
years--sonething that it had seened to her a point of chivalry not
to say. But nowit had got to be said, and she woul d cone strai ght

out with it. It was not in her nature to beat about the bush.
'Gordon, will you do sonething to pl ease ne?'
" Vhat ?'

"WIl you go back to the New Al bion?

So that was it! O course he had foreseen it. She was going to
start nagging at himlike all the others. She was going to add
herself to the band of people who worried himand badgered himto

'get on'. But what else could you expect? It was what any wonan
woul d say. The nmarvel was that she had never said it before. Go
back to the New Al bion! It had been the sole significant action of
his life, leaving the New Albion. It was his religion, you night

say, to keep out of that filthy noney-world. Yet at this nonment he
could not renenmber with any clarity the notives for which he had
left the New Albion. Al he knew was that he woul d never go back,
not if the skies fell, and that the argunment he foresaw bored him

i n advance.

He shrugged his shoul ders and | ooked away. ' The New Al bi on
woul dn't take nme back,' he said shortly.

'Yes, they would. You renenber what M Erskine said. It's not so
| ong ago--only two years. And they're always on the | ook-out for
good copywiters. Everyone at the office says so. |'msure they'd

give you a job if you went and asked them And they'd pay you at
| east four pounds a week.'

"Four pounds a week! Splendid! | could afford to keep an
aspidistra on that, couldn't 1?

'No, Gordon, don't joke about it now.'
"I"mnot joking. |'mserious.

"You mean you won't go back to them-not even if they offered you a
j ob?'

"Not in a thousand years. Not if they paid nme fifty pounds a
week. '

'But why? Why?'
"I"ve told you why,' he said wearily.

She | ooked at himhelplessly. After all, it was no use. There was
thi s noney-business standing in the way--these meani ngl ess scrupl es
whi ch she had never understood but which she had accepted nerely
because they were his. She felt all the inpotence, the resentnent
of a woman who sees an abstract idea triunphing over commobn sense.
How maddening it was, that he should I et hinself be pushed into the
gutter by a thing like that! She said alnost angrily:
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"l don't understand you, Gordon, |
of work, you may be starving in a
and yet when there's a good job wh
asking, you won't take it.

eally don't. Here you are out
ttle while for all you know,
h

I
[ you can have al nost for the

r
i
c
"No, you're quite right. | won't.'

'But you nmust have SOME kind of job, nmustn't you?

"Ajob, but not a GOOD job. |'ve explained that God knows how
often. | dare say |I'll get a job of sorts sooner or later. The
same kind of job as | had before.'

"But | don't believe you're even TRYING to get a job, are you?

"Yes, | am |'ve been out all today seeing booksellers.'

"And you didn't even shave this norning!' she said, changing her
ground with fem nine swiftness.

He felt his chin. 'l don't believe | did, as a matter of fact.'

"And then you expect people to give you a job! Ch, Gordon!'

'"Ch, well, what does it matter? |It's too much fag to shave every
day. '
"You're letting yourself go to pieces,' she said bitterly. 'You

don't seemto WANT to make any effort. You want to sink--just
SINK!

"I don't know -perhaps. |'d sooner sink than rise.'

There were further arguments. It was the first tinme she had ever
spoken to himlike this. Once again the tears came into her eyes,
and once again she fought them back. She had cone here swearing to
hersel f that she would not cry. The dreadful thing was that her

tears, instead of distressing him nerely bored him It was as
t hough he COULD not care, and yet at his very centre there was an
i nner heart that cared because he could not care. |If only she

woul d | eave him al one! Al one, alone! Free fromthe naggi ng
consci ousness of his failure; free to sink, as she had said, down,
down into quiet worlds where noney and effort and noral obligation
did not exist. Finally he got away from her and went back to the
spare bedroom it was definitely a quarrel--the first really deadly
quarrel they had ever had. Wether it was to be final he did not
know. Nor did he care, at this noment. He |ocked the door behind
himand lay on the bed smoking a cigarette. He nmust get out of
this place, and quickly! Tonorrow norning he would cl ear out.

No nore spongi ng on Ravel ston! No nore blackmail to the gods

of decency! Down, down, into the nud--down to the streets, the
wor khouse, and the jail. It was only there that he coul d be at
peace.

Ravel ston came upstairs to find Rosemary al one and on the point of
departure. She said good-bye and then suddenly turned to himand
laid her hand on his arm She felt that she knew himwell enough
now to take himinto her confidence

"M Ravel ston, please--WLL you try and persuade Gordon to get a
j ob?'
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"I'"ll do what | can. O course it's always difficult. But
expect we'll find hima job of sorts before long.'

"It's so dreadful to see himlike this! He goes absolutely to
pieces. And all the tine, you see, there's a job he could quite
easily get if he wanted it--a really GOOD job. |It's not that he
can't, it's sinply that he won't.'

She expl ai ned about the New Al bi on. Ravel ston rubbed his nose.

"Yes. As a matter of fact |'ve heard all about that. W talked it
over when he left the New Al bion.'

"But you don't think he was right to | eave then?' she said,
pronptly divining that Ravel ston DI D think Gordon right.

"Well--1 grant you it wasn't very wise. But there's a certain
amount of truth in what he says. Capitalism s corrupt and we ought
to keep outside it--that's his idea. It's not practicable, but in

a way It's sound.'

"Ch, | dare say it's all right as a theory! But when he's out of
wor k and when he could get this job if he chose to ask for it--
SURELY you don't think he's right to refuse?

"Not froma comopn-sense point of view. But in principle--well
yes.'

"Ch, in principlel W can't afford principles, people like us.
THAT' S what Gordon doesn't seemto understand.

CGordon did not |eave the flat next nmorning. One resolves to do
these things, one WANTS to do them but when the tine cones, in the
cold norning light, they sonehow don't get done. He would stay
just one day nore he told hinself; and then again it was 'just one
day nore', until five whol e days had passed since Rosemary's visit,
and he was still lurking there, living on Ravelston, with not even
a flicker of a job in sight. He still made sone pretence of
searching for work, but he only did it to save his face. He would
go out and loaf for hours in public libraries, and then come home
tolie on the bed in the spare bedroom dressed except for his
shoes, snoking endl ess cigarettes. And for all that inertia and
the fear of the streets still held himthere, those five days were
awful , damabl e, unspeakable. There is nothing nore dreadful in
the world than to live in somebody el se's house, eating his bread
and doing nothing in return for it. And perhaps it is worst of al
when your benefactor won't for a nonment admit that he is your
benefactor. Nothing could have exceeded Ravel ston's delicacy. He
woul d have perished rather than admt that Gordon was spongi hg on
him He had paid Gordon's fine, he had paid his arrears of rent,
he had kept himfor a week, and he had 'lent' himtwo pounds on top
of that; but it was nothing, it was a nere arrangenent between
friends, Gordon woul d do the same for himanother time. Fromtinme
to time Gordon made feeble efforts to escape, which always ended in
t he sane way.

'Look here, Ravelston, | can't stay here any longer. You've kept
me | ong enough. |'mgoing to clear out tonorrow norning.'

"But my dear old chap! Do be sensible. You haven't--' But no
Not even now, when Gordon was openly on the rocks, could Ravel ston
say, 'You haven't got any noney.' One can't say things like that.
He conpronised: 'Were are you going to live, anyway?'
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'God knows--1 don't care. There are common | odgi ng- houses and

pl aces. |'ve got a few bob left.’

"Don't be such an ass. You'd nuch better stay here till you've
found a job.'

"But it might be nonths, | tell you. | can't live on you like

this.'

"Rot, my dear chap! | |ike having you here.

But of course, in his innmobst heart, he didn't really like having
CGordon there. How should he? It was an inpossible situation.

There was a tension between themall the tine. It is always so
when one person is living on another. However delicately
di sgui sed, charity is still horrible; there is a nalaise, alnpost a

secret hatred, between the giver and the receiver. Gordon knew
that his friendship with Ravel ston woul d never be the sane again.
What ever happened afterwards, the nenory of this evil time would be
between them The feeling of his dependent position, of being in
the way, unwanted, a nui sance, was wth himnight and day. At
neal s he would scarcely eat, he would not snoke Ravel ston's
cigarettes, but bought hinself cigarettes out of his few renmaining
shillings. He would not even light the gas-fire in his bedroom

He woul d have nmade hinself invisible if he could. Every day, of
course, people were conming and going at the flat and at the office.
Al'l of them saw Gordon and grasped his status. Another of

Ravel ston's pet scroungers, they all said. He even detected a

gl eam of professional jealousy in one or two of the hangers-on of
Antichrist. Three tinmes during that week Herm one Sl ater cane.
After his first encounter with her he fled fromthe flat as soon as
she appeared; on one occasion, when she canme at night, he had to
stay out of doors till after midnight. Ms Beaver, the charwoman,
had al so 'seen through' Gordon. She knew his type. He was another
of those good-for-nothing young 'writing gentlemen' who sponged on
poor M Ravelston. So in none too subtle ways she made things
unconfortable for Gordon. Her favourite trick was to rout him out
with broom and pan--'Now, M Constock, |'ve got to do this room
out, IF you pl ease'--from whichever room he had settled down in.

But in the end, unexpectedly and through no effort of his own,
CGordon did get a job. One nmorning a letter cane for Ravel ston from
M MKechnie. M MKechnie had relented--not to the extent of
taki ng Gordon back, of course, but to the extent of hel ping him
find another job. He said that a M Cheesenan, a bookseller in
Lanbet h, was | ooking for an assistant. Fromwhat he said it was
evident that Gordon could get the job if he applied for it; it was
equal |y evident that there was sone snag about the job. Gordon had
vaguely heard of M Cheeseman--in the book trade everybody knows
everybody else. In his heart the news bored him He didn't really
want this job. He didn't want ever to work again; all he wanted
was to sink, sink, effortless, down into the nud. But he couldn't
di sappoi nt Ravel ston after all Ravel ston had done for him So the
same norni ng he went down to Lanmbeth to inquire about the job.

The shop was in the desolate stretch of road south of Waterl oo
Bridge. It was a poky, mnean-I|ooking shop, and the nanme over it,
in faded gilt, was not Cheeseman but Eldridge. |n the w ndow
however, there were sonme valuable calf folios, and some sixteenth-
century maps which Gordon thought must be worth noney. Evidently
M Cheeseman specialized in 'rare' books. Gordon plucked up his
courage and went in.
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As the door-bell ping'd, a tiny, evil-looking creature, with a
sharp nose and heavy bl ack eyebrows, emerged fromthe of fice behind
the shop. He |ooked up at Gordon with a kind of nosy malice. \Wen
he spoke it was in an extraordinary clipped manner, as though he
were biting each word in half before it escaped fromhim 'O c¢c'n
| do f'yer!'--that approximtely was what it sounded |ike. Gordon
expl ai ned why he had cone. M Cheeserman shot a neaning gl ance at
hi m and answered in the sane clipped manner as before

'Ch, eh? Constock, eh? Conme 'is way. Got m office back here
Bin 'specting you.

Gordon followed him M Cheesenman was a rather sinister little
man, al most small enough to be called a dwarf, with very bl ack
hair, and slightly deformed. As a rule a dwarf, when nal f or med,
has a full-sized torso and practically no legs. Wth M Cheeseman
it was the other way about. His |legs were normal [ength, but the
top half of his body was so short that his buttocks seened to
sprout al nost imedi ately bel ow his shoul der bl ades. This gave
him in walking, a resenblance to a pair of scissors. He had the
power f ul bony shoul ders of the dwarf, the large ugly hands, and the
sharp nosing novenents of the head. His clothes had that peculiar
hardened, shiny texture of clothes that are very old and very
dirty. They were just going into the office when the door-bel

pi ng'd again, and a custoner cane in, holding out a book fromthe
si xpenny box outside and half a crown. M Cheeseman did not take
the change out of the till--apparently there was no till--but
produced a very greasy wash-|eather purse from some secret place
under his waistcoat. He handl ed the purse, which was al nost | ost
in his big hands, in a peculiarly secretive way, as though to hide
it from sight.

"I like keep m noney i' m pocket,' he explained, with an upward
gl ance, as they went into the office.

It was apparent that M Cheeseman clipped his words froma notion
that words cost nmoney and ought not to be wasted. 1In the office
they had a talk, and M Cheesenan extorted from Gordon the
confession that he had been sacked for drunkenness. As a matter of
fact he knew all about this already. He had heard about Gordon
from M MKechni e, whom he had net at an auction a few days
earlier. He had pricked up his ears when he heard the story, for
he was on the | ook-out for an assistant, and clearly an assi stant
who had been sacked for drunkenness woul d conme at reduced wages.
CGordon saw that his drunkenness was going to be used as a weapon
against him Yet M Cheeseman did not seem absolutely unfriendly.
He seenmed to be the kind of person who will cheat you if he can,
and bully you if you give himthe chance, but who will also regard
you with a contenptuous good-humour. He took Gordon into his
confidence, talked of conditions in the trade, and boasted with
much chuckling of his own astuteness. He had a peculiar chuckle,
his mouth curving upwards at the corners and his | arge nose seening
about to disappear into it.

Recently, he told Gordon, he had had an idea for a profitable side-
line. He was going to start a twopenny library; but it would have
to be quite separate fromthe shop, because anything so | owcl ass
woul d frighten away the book-lovers who cane to the shop in search
of 'rare' books. He had taken premises a little distance away, and
in the lunch-hour he took Gordon to see them They were farther
down the dreary street, between a flybl own ham and- beef shop and a
smarti sh undertaker. The ads in the undertaker's w ndow caught
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CGordon's eye. It seenms you can get underground for as little as
two pounds ten nowadays. You can even get buried on the hire-
purchase. There was also an ad for cremations--'Reverent,
Sani tary, and | nexpensive.'

The prem ses consisted of a single narrow room-a nmere pipe of a
roomw th a wi ndow as wide as itself, furnished with a cheap desk
one chair, and a card index. The new painted shel ves were ready
and enpty. This was not, Gordon saw at a gl ance, going to be the
kind of library that he had presided over at MKechnie's.
McKechnie's library had been conparatively highbrow It had
dredged no deeper than Dell, and it even had books by Law ence and
Huxl ey. But this was one of those cheap arid evil little libraries
(" mushroom libraries', they are called) which are springing up al
over London and are deliberately aimed at the uneducated. |In
libraries like these there is not a single book that is ever
mentioned in the reviews or that any civilized person has ever
heard of . The books are published by special |owclass firm and
turned out by wretched hacks at the rate of four a year, as
nmechani cal | y as sausages and with nmuch less skill. In effect they
are nerely fourpenny novel ettes disgui sed as novels, and they only
cost the library-proprietor one and ei ght pence a volunme. M
Cheeseman expl ai ned that he had not ordered the books yet. He
spoke of 'ordering the books' as one m ght speak of ordering a ton
of coals. He was going to start with five hundred assorted titles,
he said. The shelves were already marked off into sections--'Sex',
"Crime', '"WId West', and so forth.

He offered Gordon the job. It was very sinmple. All you had to do
was to remain there ten hours a day, hand out the book, take the
noney, and choke off the nore obvi ous book-pinchers. The pay, he
added with a measuring, sidelong glance, was thirty shillings a
week.

CGordon accepted pronptly. M Cheeseman was perhaps faintly

di sappoi nted. He had expected an argunent, and woul d have enjoyed
crushi ng Gordon by rem nding himthat beggars can't be choosers.
But CGordon was satisfied. The job would do. There was no TROUBLE
about a job like this; no roomfor anbition, no effort, no hope
Ten bob | ess--ten bob nearer the nmud. It was what he wanted.

He 'borrowed' another two pounds from Ravel ston and took a
furni shed bed-sitting room eight bob a week, in a filthy alley
parall el to Lanmbeth Cut. M Cheeseman ordered the five hundred
assorted titles, and Gordon started work on the twentieth of
Decenber. This, as it happened, was his thirtieth birthday.

10

Under ground, under ground! Down in the safe soft wonb of earth,
where there is no getting of jobs or losing of jobs, no relatives
or friends to plague you, no hope, fear, anmbition, honour, duty--
no DUNS of any kind. That was where he w shed to be.

Yet it was not death, actual physical death, that he wi shed for.

It was a queer feeling that he had. It had been with him ever
since that norning when he had woken up in the police cell. The
evil, mutinous nood that comes after drunkenness seemed to have set

into a habit. That drunken night had marked a period in his life.
It had dragged himdownward with strange suddenness. Before, he
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had fought agai nst the nobney-code, and yet he had clung to his
wr et ched remmant of decency. But now it was precisely from decency
that he wanted to escape. He wanted to go down, deep down, into
some world where decency no |onger mattered; to cut the strings of
his self-respect, to submerge hinmself--to SINK, as Rosemary had

said. It was all bound up in his mnd with the thought of being
UNDER GROUND. He liked to think about the |ost people, the under-
ground people: tranmps, beggars, crimnals, prostitutes. It is a

good world that they inhabit, down there in their frowzy kips and
spikes. He liked to think that beneath the world of noney there is
that great sluttish underworld where failure and success have no
nmeani ng; a sort of kingdom of ghosts where all are equal. That was
where he wi shed to be, down in the ghost-kingdom BELOW ambiti on.

It conforted himsomehow to think of the smoke-dimslums of South
London sprawl i ng on and on, a huge gracel ess w | derness where you
could |l ose yourself for ever.

And in a way this job was what he wanted; at any rate, it was
somet hi ng near what he wanted. Down there in Lanbeth, in wnter,
in the murky streets where the sepia-shadowed faces of tea-
drunkards drifted through the mst, you had a SUBMERGED feeling
Down here you had no contact with noney or with culture. No

hi ghbr ow custonmers to whom you had to act the highbrow, no one who
was capabl e of asking you, in that prying way that prosperous
peopl e have, 'Wat are you, with your brains and educati on, doing
inajob like this?" You were just part of the slum and, like al
slumdwel | ers, taken for granted. The youths and girls and
draggl ed m ddl e-aged wonen who cane to the library scarcely even
spotted the fact that Gordon was an educated man. He was just 'the
bl oke at the library', and practically one of thensel ves.

The job itself, of course, was of inconceivable futility. You just
sat there, ten hours a day, six hours on Thursdays, handing out
books, registering them and receiving twopences. Between whiles
there was nothing to do except read. There was nothing worth
watching in the desolate street outside. The principal event

of the day was when the hearse drove up to the undertaker's
establ i shment next door. This had a faint interest for Gordon,
because the dye was wearing off one of the horses and it was
assum ng by degrees a curious purplish-brown shade. Mich of the
ti me, when no custoners canme, he spent reading the yell owjacketed
trash that the library contained. Books of that type you could
read at the rate of one an hour. And they were the kind of books
that suited himnowadays. It is real 'escape literature', that
stuff in the twopenny libraries. Nothing has ever been devised
that puts less strain on the intelligence; even a film by
conparison, demands a certain effort. And so when a custoner
demanded a book of this category or that, whether it was 'Sex' or
"Crine' or 'WId West' or 'ROmance' (always with the accent on the
O . Gordon was ready with expert advice.

M Cheeseman was not a bad person to work for, so long as you

understood that if you worked till the Day of Judgement you woul d
never get a rise of wages. Needless to say, he suspected Gordon of
pi nching the till-noney. After a week or two he devised a new

system of booking, by which he could tell how many books had been
taken out and check this with the day's takings. But it was still
(he reflected) in Gordon's power to issue books and nake no record
of them and so the possibility that Gordon m ght be cheating him

of sixpence or even a shilling a day continued to trouble him Ilike
the pea under the princess's mattress. Yet he was not absolutely
unli keable, in his sinister, dwarfish way. In the evenings, after

he had shut the shop, when he canme along to the library to collect
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the day's takings, he would stay talking to Gordon for a while and
recounting with nosy chuckles any particularly astute sw ndl es that
he had worked lately. Fromthese conversations Gordon pieced
toget her M Cheeseman's history. He had been brought up in the
ol d-cl ot hes trade, which was his spiritual vocation, so to speak,
and had inherited the bookshop froman uncle three years ago. At
that time it was one of those dreadful bookshops in which there are
not even any shelves, in which the books |ie about in nonstrous
dusty piles with no attenpt at classification. It was frequented
to some extent by book-collectors, because there was occasionally a
val uabl e book among the piles of rubbish, but mainly it kept going
by selling secondhand paper-covered thrillers at twopence each
Over this dustheap M Cheesenan had presided, at first, with
i ntense disgust. He |oathed books and had not yet grasped that
there was noney to be nade out of them He was still keeping his
ol d-cl ot hes shop goi ng by nmeans of a deputy, and intended to return
to it as soon as he could get a good offer for the bookshop. But
presently it was borne in upon himthat books, properly handl ed
are worth noney. As soon as he had nade this discovery he
devel oped as astonishing flair for bookdealing. Wthin two years
he had worked his shop up till it was one of the best 'rare
bookshops of its size in London. To hima book was as purely an
article of merchandi se as a pair of second-hand trousers. He had
never in his |ife READ a book hinmsel f, nor could he conceive why
anyone should want to do so. Hi s attitude towards the collectors
who pored so lovingly over his rare editions was that of a sexually
cold prostitute towards her clientele. Yet he seenmed to know by
the nmere feel of a book whether it was valuable or not. His head
was a perfect mine of auction-records and first-edition dates, and
he had a marvel |l ous nose for a bargain. His favourite way of
acquiring stock was to buy up the libraries of people who had just
di ed, especially clergynen. Whenever a clergynan died M Cheesenan
was on the spot with the pronptness of a vulture. Clergynmen, he
expl ai ned to Gordon, so often have good libraries and ignorant
wi dows. He lived over the shop, was unmarried, of course, and had
no amusenents and seenmingly no friends. Gordon used sonetines to
wonder what M Cheesenman did with hinmself in the evenings, when he
was not out snooping after bargains. He had a nental picture of M
Cheeseman sitting in a double-locked roomwith the shutters over
the wi ndows, counting piles of half-crows and bundl es of pound
notes which he stowed carefully away in cigarette-tins.

M Cheeseman bul Ii ed Gordon and was on the | ook-out for an excuse
to dock his wages; yet he did not bear himany particular ill-will.
Sonetimes in the evening when he came to the library he would
produce a greasy packet of Smith's Potato Crisps from his pocket,
and, holding it out, say in his clipped style:

' Hassome chi ps?

The packet was al ways grasped so firmy in his large hand that it
was | nmpossible to extract nore than two or three chips. But he
nmeant it as a friendly gesture.

As for the place where Gordon lived, in Brewer's Yard, parallel to
Lanbeth Cut on the south side, it was a filthy kip. H s bed-
sitting roomwas eight shillings a week and was just under the
roof. Wth its sloping ceiling--it was a room shaped |ike a wedge
of cheese--and its skylight window, it was the nearest thing to the
proverbi al poet's garret that he had ever lived in. There was a

| arge, | ow, broken-backed bed with a ragged patchwork quilt and
sheets that were changed once fortnightly; a deal table ringed by
dynasties of teapots; a rickety kitchen chair; a tin basin for
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washing in; a gas-ring in the fender. The bare fl oorboards had
never been stained but were dark with dirt. 1In the cracks in the
pi nk wal | paper dwelt nultitudes of bugs; however, this was w nter
and they were torpid unless you over-warmed the room You were
expected to nake your own bed. Ms Meakin, the |andlady,
theoretically 'did out' the roons daily, but four days out of five
she found the stairs too nuch for her. Nearly all the |odgers
cooked their own squalid neals in their bedroons. There was no
gas-stove, of course; just the gas-ring in the fender, and, down
two flights of stairs, a large evil-snelling sink which was comon
to the whol e house.

In the garret adjoining Gordon's there lived a tall handsone old
worman who was not quite right in the head and whose face was often
as black as a Negro's fromdirt. Gordon could never make out where
the dirt came from It |looked |ike coal dust. The children of the
nei ghbour hood used to shout 'Blackie!' after her as she stal ked

al ong the pavenent like a tragedy queen, talking to herself. On
the floor below there was a wonan with a baby which cried, cried
everlastingly; also a young couple who used to have frightfu
quarrels and frightful reconciliations which you could hear al

over the house. On the ground floor a house-painter, his wfe, and
five children existed on the dole and an occasional odd job. Ms
Meaki n, the |andlady, inhabited some burrow or other in the
basenent. GCordon liked this house. It was all so different from
M's Wsbeach's. There was no mingy |ower-niddle-class decency
here, no feeling of being spied upon and di sapproved of. So |ong
as you paid your rent you could do al nost exactly as you Iliked,;
cone hone drunk and crawl up the stairs, bring wonen in at al

hours, lie in bed all day if you wanted to. Mother Meakin was not
the type to interfere. She was a dishevelled, jelly-soft old
creature with a figure like a cottage loaf. People said that in
her youth she had been no better than she ought, and probably it
was true. She had a | oving manner towards anything in trousers.

Yet it seenmed that traces of respectability lingered in her breast.
On the day when Gordon installed hinself he heard her puffing and
struggling up the stairs, evidently bearing sone burden. She
knocked softly on the door with her knee, or the place where her
knee ought to have been, and he let her in.

'"'"Ere y'are, then,' she wheezed kindly as she came in with her arns
full. 'l knewas 'owyou' d like this. | likes all my |odgers to
feel confortable-like. Leme put it on the table for you. There
That makes the roomlike a bit nore 'one-like, don't it now?

It was an aspidistra. It gave hima bit of a twinge to see it.
Even here, in this final refuge! Hast thou found me, O mine eneny?
But it was a poor weedy speci nen--indeed, it was obviously dying.

In this place he could have been happy if only people would let him
alone. It was a place where you COULD be happy, in a sluttish way.
To spend your days in neani ngl ess nmechanical work, work that could
be slovened through in a sort of comm; to cone home and |ight the
fire when you had any coal (there were sixpenny bags at the
grocer's) and get the stuffy little attic warm to sit over a

squal id nmeal of bacon, bread-and-marg and tea, cooked over the gas-
ring; tolie on the frowy bed, reading a thriller or doing the
Brain Brighteners in Tit Bits until the small hours; it was the
kind of Iife he wanted. All his habits had deteriorated rapidly.
He never shaved nore than three tines a week nowadays, and only
washed the parts that showed. There were good public baths near
by, but he hardly went to themas often as once in a nmonth. He
never made his bed properly, but just turned back the sheets, and
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never washed his few crocks till all of them had been used twi ce
over. There was a filmof dust on everything. |In the fender there
was al ways a greasy frying-pan and a couple of plates coated with
the remmants of fried eggs. One night the bugs came out of one of
the cracks and marched across the ceiling two by two. He lay on
hi s bed, his hands under his head, watching themw th interest.
Wthout regret, alnost intentionally, he was letting hinself go to
pi eces. At the bottomof all his feelings there was sulkiness a je
men fous in the face of the world. Life had beaten him but you
can still beat life by turning your face away. Better to sink than
rise. Down, down into the ghost-kingdom the shadowy world where
shame, effort, decency do not exist!

To sink! How easy it ought to be, since there are so few
conpetitors! But the strange thing is that often it is harder to
sink than to rise. There is always sonething that drags one
upwards. After all, one is never quite alone; there are always
friends, lovers, relatives. Everyone Gordon knew seened to be
witing himletters, pitying himor bullying him Aunt Angela had
witten, Uncle Walter had witten, Rosemary had witten over and
over again, Ravelston had witten, Julia had witten. Even Fl axman
had sent a line to wish himluck. Flaxmn's w fe had forgiven him
and he was back at Peckham in aspidistral bliss. Gordon hated
getting letters nowadays. They were a link with that other world
from whi ch he was trying to escape.

Even Ravel ston had turned against him That was after he had been
to see Gordon in his new lodgings. Until this visit he had not
realized what kind of nei ghbourhood Gordon was living in. As his
taxi drew up at the corner, in the Waterl oo Road, a horde of ragged
shock- hai red boys came swooping from nowhere, to fight round the
taxi door like fish at a bait. Three of themclung to the handle
and haul ed the door open sinmultaneously. Their servile, dirty
little faces, wild with hope, made himfeel sick. He flung sone
penni es anong them and fled up the alley without |ooking at them
again. The narrow pavenents were snmeared with a quantity of dogs
excrenment that was surprising, seeing that there were no dogs in
sight. Down in the basenent Mther Meakin was boiling a haddock,
and you could snell it half-way up the stairs. In the attic

Ravel ston sat on the rickety chair, with the ceiling sloping just
behi nd his head. The fire was out and there was no light in the
room except four candles guttering in a saucer beside the
aspidistra. Gordon lay on the ragged bed, fully dressed but with
no shoes on. He had scarcely stirred when Ravel ston cane in. He
just lay there, flat on his back, sonetinmes smiling alittle, as

t hough there were some private joke between hinself and the
ceiling. The roomhad already the stuffy sweetish snmell of roons
that have been lived in a long tinme and never cleaned. There were
dirty crocks lying about in the fender.

"Would you like a cup of tea?' Gordon said, wthout stirring.
'"No thanks awful ly--no,' said Ravelston, a little too hastily.

He had seen the brown-stained cups in the fender and the repul sive
conmon sink downstairs. Gordon knew quite well why Ravel ston
refused the tea. The whol e at nosphere of this place had given
Ravel ston a kind of shock. That awful m xed snell of slops and
haddock on the stairs! He |ooked at Gordon, supine on the ragged
bed. And, dash it, CGordon was a gentleman! At another time he
woul d have repudiated that thought; but in this atnosphere pious
hunbug was i npossible. Al the class-instincts which he believed
hi nsel f not to possess rose in revolt. It was dreadful to think of
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anyone with brains and refinement living in a place like this. He
wanted to tell Gordon to get out of it, pull hinmself together, earn
a decent income, and live |like a gentleman. But of course he didn't
say so. You can't say things like that. Gordon was aware of what
was going on inside Ravelston's head. It amused him rather. He
felt no gratitude towards Ravel ston for comi ng here and seeing him
on the other hand, he was not ashanmed of his surroundi ngs as he
woul d once have been. There was a faint, amused nmalice in the way
he spoke.

"You think I'"'ma B.F., of course,' he remarked to the ceiling
"No, | don't. Wy should I?
"Yes, you do. You think I'ma B.F. to stay in this filthy place

i nstead of getting a proper job. You think I ought to try for that
job at the New Al bion.

'"No, dash it! | never thought that. | see your point absolutely.
| told you that before. | think you're perfectly right in
principle.'

"And you think principles are all right so |l ong as one doesn't go
putting theminto practice.'

'"No. But the question always is, when IS one putting theminto
practice?

"It's quite sinple. |1've nmade war on noney. This is where it's
led ne.’

Ravel st on rubbed his nose, then shifted uneasily on his chair.

'The m stake you make, don't you see, is in thinking one can live
in a corrupt society wthout being corrupt oneself. After all,
what do you achieve by refusing to make nmoney? You're trying to
behave as though one could stand right outside our economc system
But one can't. One's got to change the system or one changes
nothing. One can't put things right in a hol e-and-corner way, if
you take my neaning.’

CGordon waved a foot at the buggy ceiling.
"Of course this IS a hole-and-corner, | admt.'
"I didn't nmean that,' said Ravel ston, pained.

"But let's face facts. You think | ought to be |ooking about for a
GOOD j ob, don't you?

"I't depends on the job. | think you're quite right not to sel
yourself to that advertising agency. But it does seemrather a
pity that you should stay in that wetched job you're in at
present. After all, you HAVE got talents. You ought to be using
t hem somehow. '

"There are ny poens,' said Gordon, snmiling at his private joke.

Ravel st on | ooked abashed. This remark silenced him O course
there WERE Gordon's poens. There was London Pl easures, for

i nstance. Ravel ston knew, and Gordon knew, and each knew that the
ot her knew, that London Pl easures woul d never be finished. Never
agai n, probably, would Gordon wite a line of poetry; never, at

Page 137



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
| east, while he remained in this vile place, this blind-alley job
and this defeated npod. He had finished with all that. But this
could not be said, as yet. The pretence was still kept up that
CGordon was a struggling poet--the conventional poet-in-garret.

It was not |ong before Ravelston rose to go. This snelly place
oppressed him and it was increasingly obvious that Gordon did not
want himhere. He noved hesitantly towards the door, pulling on
his gl oves, then came back again, pulling off his left glove and
flicking it against his |eg.

'Look here, Gordon, you won't mind ny saying it--this is a filthy
pl ace, you know. This house, this street--everything.'

"I know. It's a pigsty. It suits ne.'
"But do you HAVE to live in a place like this?
"My dear chap, you know what my wages are. Thirty bob a week.

"Yes, but--! Surely there ARE better places? Wat rent are you
payi ng?'

' Ei ght bob.'

'Ei ght bob? You could get a fairly decent unfurnished room for
that. Sonething a bit better than this, anyway. Look here, why
don't you take an unfurnished place and let ne I end you ten quid
for furniture?

""Lend" me ten quid! After all you've "lent" ne already? 4 VE ne
ten quid, you nean.'

Ravel ston gazed unhappily at the wall. Dash it, what a thing to
say! He said flatly:

"Al'l right, if you like to put it like that. 4 VE you ten quid.

"But as it happens, you see, | don't want it.'

"But dash it all! You might as well have a decent place to live
in.'

"But | don't want a decent place. | want an indecent place. This

one, for instance.'
'But why? Why?'

"It's suited to nmy station,' said Gordon, turning his face to the
wal | .

A few days | ater Ravel ston wote hima |long, diffident sort of

letter. It reiterated nost of what he had said in their
conversation. |Its general effect was that Ravel ston saw Gordon's
point entirely, that there was a lot of truth in what Gordon said,
that Gordon was absolutely right in principle, but--! It was the
obvious, the inevitable "but'. Gordon did not answer. |t was
several nmonths before he saw Ravel ston again. Ravel ston made
various attenpts to get in touch with him It was a curious fact--

rather a shameful fact froma Socialist's point of view-that the
t hought of Gordon, who had brains and was of gentle birth, lurking
in that vile place and that al nost nmenial job, worried himnore
than the thought of ten thousand unenployed in M ddl esbrough
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Several times, in hope of cheering Gordon up, he wote asking him
to send contributions to Antichrist. Gordon never answered. The
friendship was at an end, it seened to him The evil tine when he
had lived on Ravel ston had spoil ed everything. Charity kills
fri endship.

And then there were Julia and Rosenmary. They differed from

Ravel ston in this, that they had no shyness about speaking their

m nds. They did not say euphemistically that Gordon was 'right in
principle' ; they knew that to refuse a 'good' job can never be
right. Over and over again they besought himto go back to the New
Al bion. The worst was that he had both of themin pursuit of him
together. Before this business they had never net, but now
Rosemary had got to know Julia somehow. They were in feninine

| eague against him They used to get together and tal k about the
"maddeni ng' way in which Gordon was behaving. It was the only
thing they had in comon, their femninine rage against his

' maddeni ng' behaviour. Sinmultaneously and one after the other, by
letter and by word of nmouth, they harried him |t was unbearabl e.

Thank God, neither of them had seen his roomat Mther Meakin's
yet. Rosemary m ght have endured it, but the sight of that filthy
attic would have been al nost the death of Julia. They had been
round to see himat the library, Rosemary a number of tinmes, Julia
once, when she could make a pretext to get away fromthe teashop
Even that was bad enough. It dismayed themto see what a nean,
dreary little place the library was. The job at MKechnie's,

t hough wretchedly paid, had not been the kind of job that you need

actually be ashanmed of. It brought Gordon into touch with
cultivated people; seeing that he was a 'witer' hinself, it mght
conceivably 'lead to sonething'. But here, in a street that was

al nost a slum serving out yellowjacketed trash at thirty bob a
week- - what hope was there in a job like that? It was just a
derelict's job, a blind-alley job. Evening after evening, wal king
up and down the dreary m sty street after the library was shut,
CGordon and Rosemary argued about it. She kept on and on at him
WOULD he go back to the New Al bion? WHY wouldn't he go back to the
New Al bi on? He always told her that the New Al bi on woul dn't take
hi m back. After all, he hadn't applied for the job and there was
no knowi ng whether he could get it; he preferred to keep it
uncertain. There was sonethi ng about hi mnow that dismayed and
frightened her. He seenmed to have changed and deteriorated so
suddenly. She divined, though he did not speak to her about it,
that desire of his to escape fromall effort and all decency, to
sink down, down into the ultimate nmud. It was not only from noney
but fromlife itself that he was turning away. They did not argue
now as they had argued in the old days before Gordon had | ost his
job. In those days she had not paid nmuch attention to his
preposterous theories. H's tirades against the noney-norality had
been a kind of joke between them And it had hardly seened to
matter that time was passing and that Gordon's chance of earning a
decent living was infinitely renmote. She had still thought of
herself as a young girl and of the future as lintless. She had
wat ched himfling away two years of his life--two years of HER
life, for that matter; and she would have felt it ungenerous to

pr ot est .

But now she was growing frightened. Tine's wi nged chariot was
hurryi ng near. Wen Gordon |lost his job she had suddenly realized,
with the sense of making a startling discovery, that after all she
was no |onger very young. Gordon's thirtieth birthday was past;
her own was not far distant. And what |ay ahead of thenf? Gordon
was sinking effortless into grey, deadly failure. He seened to
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WANT to sink. What hope was there that they could ever get married
now? Gordon knew that she was right. The situation was inpossible.
And so the thought, unspoken as yet, grew gradually in both their
m nds that they would have to part--for good.

One night they were to neet under the railway arches. It was a
horri bl e January night; no mist, for once, only a vile wind that
screeched round corners and flung dust and torn paper into your
face. He waited for her, a small slouching figure, shabby al npst
to raggedness, his hair bl own about by the wind. She was punctual,
as usual. She ran towards him pulled his face down, and ki ssed
hi s cold cheek.

' Gordon, dear, how cold you are! Wy did you come out wi thout an
over coat ?'

"My overcoat's up the spout. | thought you knew.'

'Oh, dear! Yes.

She | ooked up at him a small frown between her black brows. He

| ooked so haggard, so despondent, there in the ill-lit archway, his

face full of shadows. She wound her armthrough his and pulled him
out into the light.

"Let's keep walking. |It's too cold to stand about. |'ve got
sonmet hing serious | want to say to you.'

" What ?

"I expect you'll be very angry with ne.'

"What is it?

'"This afternoon | went and saw M Erskine. | asked |eave to speak

to himfor a few m nutes.'

He knew what was coming. He tried to free his armfrom hers, but
she held on to it.

"Well?' he said sulkily.

"l spoke to him about you. | asked himif he'd take you back. O
course he said trade was bad and they couldn't afford to take on
new staff and all that. But | remi nded himof what he'd said to
you, and he said, Yes, he'd al ways thought you were very prom sing.
And in the end he said he'd be quite ready to find a job for you if
you'd cone back. So you see | WAS right. They WLL give you the
job.'

He did not answer. She squeezed his arm 'So NOWwhat do you
think about it?" she said.
"You know what | think,' he said coldly.

Secretly he was al arned and angry. This was what he had been
fearing. He had known all along that she would do it sooner or
later. It made the issue nore definite and his own bl ame cl earer.
He slouched on, his hands still in his coat pockets, letting her
cling to his armbut not | ooking towards her.

"You're angry with nme?' she said.

Page 140



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
"No, I'mnot. But | don't see why you had to do it--behind mny
back. '

That wounded her. She had had to plead very hard before she had
managed to extort that pronmise fromM Erskine. And it had needed
all her courage to beard the managing director in his den. She had
been in deadly fear that she m ght be sacked for doing it. But she
wasn't going to tell Gordon anything of that.

"I don't think you ought to say BEH ND YOUR BACK. After all, | was
only trying to help you.'

'"How does it help me to get the offer of a job | wouldn't touch
with a stick?

'You nmean you won't go back, even now?

' Never.'

' \le?l

"MUST we go into it again?' he said wearily.

She squeezed his armwith all her strength and pulled himround
maki ng him face her. There was a kind of desperation in the way
she clung to him She had nade her last effort and it had failed
It was as though she could feel himreceding, fading away from her
li ke a ghost.

"You'll break my heart if you go on like this,' she said.

"I wish you wouldn't trouble about me. It would be so much sinpler
if you didn't.'

'But why do you have to throw your life away?

"I tell youl can't helpit. |[I've got to stick to ny guns.'

"You know what this will nmean?

Wth a chill at his heart, and yet with a feeling of resignation,
even of relief, he said: 'You nean we shall have to part--not see

each ot her again?

They had wal ked on, and now they enmerged into the Westmni nster
Bridge Road. The wind net themwith a scream whirling at thema
cl oud of dust that made both of them duck their heads. They halted
again. Her small face was full of lines, and the cold wind and the
cold lanplight did not inprove it.

'"You want to get rid of nme,' he said.

"No. No. It's not exactly that.'

But you feel we ought to part.

How can we go on like this?' she said desolately.

"It's difficult, I admt."

It's all so miserable, so hopeless! Wat can it ever |lead to?

So you don't love nme after all?' he said.
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"I do, | do! You know | do.

"In a way, perhaps. But not enough to go on loving nme when it's

certain I'Il never have the npney to keep you. You'll have me as a
husband, but not as a lover. |It's still a question of noney, you
see.'

"It is NOT noney, Gordon! [It's NOT that."'

"Yes, it's just noney. There's been noney between us fromthe
start. Money, always noney!'

The scene continued, but not for very nuch |onger. Both of them
were shivering with cold. There is no enption that matters greatly
when one is standing at a street corner in a biting wind. Wen
finally they parted it was with no irrevocable farewell. She
simply said, '|I nust get back,' kissed him and ran across the road
to the tramstop. Minly with relief he watched her go. He could
not stop now to ask hinsel f whether he |oved her. Sinmply he wanted
to get away--away fromthe wi ndy street, away from scenes and

enmoti onal demands, back in the frowzy solitude of his attic. |If
there were tears in his eyes it was only fromthe cold of the w nd.

Wth Julia it was al nost worse. She asked himto go and see her
one evening. This was after she had heard, from Rosermary, of M
Erksine's offer of a job. The dreadful thing with Julia was that
she understood not hing, absolutely nothing, of his notives. Al
she understood was that a 'good' job had been offered himand that
he had refused it. She inplored himalnost on her knees not to
throw this chance away. And when he told her that his mind was
made up, she wept, actually wept. That was dreadful. The poor
goose-like girl, with streaks of grey in her hair, weeping wthout
grace or dignity in her little Drage-furnished bed-sitting roon
This was the death of all her hopes. She had watched the fanmily
go down and down, noneyl ess and childless, into grey obscurity.
Gordon alone had had it in himto succeed; and he, from mad
perverseness, would not. He knew what she was thinking; he had to
induce in himself a kind of brutality to stand firm It was only
because of Rosemary and Julia that he cared. Ravelston did not
matter, because Ravel ston understood. Aunt Angela and Uncle
Walter, of course, were bleating weakly at himin [ong, fatuous
letters. But them he disregarded

In desperation Julia asked him what did he mean to DO now t hat he
had flung away his |ast chance of succeeding in life. He answered
simply, 'My poenms.' He had said the same to Rosemary and to

Ravel ston. Wth Ravel ston the answer had sufficed. Rosemary had
no | onger any belief in his poens, but she would not say so. As
for Julia, his poens had never at any tine neant anything to her.

'l don't see much sense in witing if you can't nake nmoney out of
it," was what she had al ways said. And he hinself did not believe
in his poens any longer. But he still struggled to 'wite', at

| east at times. Soon after he changed his | odgi ngs he had copied
out on to clean sheets the conpl eted portions of London Pl easures--
not quite four hundred |ines, he discovered. Even the |abour of
copying it out was a deadly bore. Yet he still worked on it
occasionally; cutting out a Iine here, altering another there, not
maki ng or even expecting to make any progress. Before long the
pages were as they had been before, a scrawed, griny |labyrinth of
words. He used to carry the wad of grimy nmanuscript about with him
in his pocket. The feeling of it there upheld hima little; after
all it was a kind of achievenent, denonstrable to hinself though to
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nobody else. There it was, sole product of two years--of a
t housand hours' work, it nmight be. He had no feeling for it any
| onger as a poem The whol e concept of poetry was neaningless to
himnow. It was only that if London Pl easures were ever finished
it would be sonething snatched fromfate, a thing created OUTSI DE
the noney-world. But he knew, far nore clearly than before, that
it never would be finished. How was it possible that any creative
i mpul se should remain to him in the life he was |iving now? As
time went on, even the desire to finish London Pl easures vani shed

He still carried the manuscript about in his pocket; but it was
only a gesture, a synbol of his private war. He had finished for
ever with that futile dreamof being a "witer'. After all, was

not that too a species of ambition? He wanted to get away from al
that, BELOWall that. Down, down! Into the ghost-kingdom out of
the reach of hope, out of the reach of fear! Under ground, under
ground! That was where he wi shed to be

Yet in a way it was not so easy. One night about nine he was |ying
on his bed, with the ragged counterpane over his feet, his hands
under his head to keep themwarm The fire was out. The dust was
thick on everything. The aspidistra had died a week ago and was

wi thering upright inits pot. He slid a shoel ess foot from under
the counterpane, held it up, and | ooked at it. H's sock was ful

of holes--there were nore holes than sock. So here he lay, Gordon
Constock, in a slumattic on a ragged bed, with his feet sticking
out of his socks, with one and fourpence in the world, with three
decades behi nd hi mand not hi ng, nothing acconplished! Surely NOW
he was past redenmption? Surely, try as they would, they couldn't
prise himout of a hole Ilike this? He had wanted to reach the nud--
well, this was the nud, wasn't it?

Yet he knew that it was not so. That other world, the world of
noney and success, is always so strangely near. You don't escape
it merely by taking refuge in dirt and msery. He had been
frightened as well as angry when Rosemary told himabout M
Erskine's offer. 1t brought the danger so close to him A letter,
a tel ephone nessage, and fromthis squal or he could step straight
back into the noney-worl d--back to four quid a week, back to effort
and decency and slavery. Going to the devil isn't so easy as it
sounds. Sonetimes your salvation hunts you down |ike the Hound of
Heaven.

For a while he lay in an alnost mindless state, gazing at the
ceiling. The utter futility of just lying there, dirty and cold,
conforted hima little. But presently he was roused by a light tap
at the door. He did not stir. |t was Modther Meakin, presunmably,
though it did not sound |ike her knock.

"Cone in,' he said.

The door opened. It was Rosenary.

She stepped in, and then stopped as the dusty sweetish snell of the
room caught her. Even in the bad |ight of the | anp she could see
the state of filth the roomwas in--the litter of food and papers
on the table, the grate full of cold ashes, the foul crocks in the
fender, the dead aspidistra. As she cane slowy towards the bed
she pulled her hat off and threw it on to the chair.

"VWHAT a place for you to live in!'" she said.

'So you've come back?' he said.
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'Yes.'

He turned a little away fromher, his armover his face. ' Conme
back to |l ecture me sone nore, | suppose?

"No."'
' Then why?'
' Because--"'

She had knelt down beside the bed. She pulled his arm away, put
her face forward to kiss him then drew back, surprised, and began
to stroke the hair over his tenple with the tips of her fingers.

' Oh, Gordon!'

" What ?

"You've got grey in your hair!
'Have |? \here?

'"Here--over the tenple. There's quite a little patch of it. It
nmust have happened all of a sudden.'’

My gol den locks tine hath to silver turned, he said

indifferently.
'"So we're both going grey,' she said.

She bent her head to show himthe three white hairs on her crown.
Then she wriggled herself on to the bed beside him put an arm
under him pulled himtowards her, covered his face with kisses.

He et her doit. He did not want this to happen--it was the very
thing that he | east wanted. But she had wiggled herself beneath
him they were breast to breast. Her body seened to nelt into his.
By the expression of her face he knew what had brought her here.
After all, she was virgin. She did not know what she was doing

It was magnaninity, pure magnaninity, that noved her. His

wr et chedness had drawn her back to him Sinply because he was
pennil ess and a failure she had got to yield to him even if it was
only once

'l had to conme back,' she said.
1 \le?l

"I couldn't bear to think of you here alone. It seenmed so awf ul
| eaving you like that.

"You did quite right to leave ne. You'd nuch better not have cone
back. You know we can't ever get married.'

"Il don't care. That isn't how one behaves to people one |oves. |
don't care whether you marry me or not. | |ove you.'

"This isn't wise,' he said.
"I don't care. | wish I'd done it years ago.'

"We'd much better not.'
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'Yes.'

"No.'

"Yes!'

After all, she was too much for him He had wanted her so | ong
and he could not stop to weigh the consequences. So it was done
at last, without nuch pleasure, on Mther Meakin's dingy bed.
Presently Rosemary got up and rearranged her clothes. The room

t hough stuffy, was dreadfully cold. They were both shivering a
little. She pulled the coverlet further over Gordon. He |lay

wi thout stirring, his back turned to her, his face hidden agai nst
his arm She knelt down beside the bed, took his other hand, and
laid it for a nonment against her cheek. He scarcely noticed her.
Then she shut the door quietly behind her and tiptoed down the
bare, evil-snmelling stairs. She felt dismyed, disappointed, and
very col d.

11

Spring, spring! Bytuene Mershe ant Averil, when spray biginneth to
spring! When shaws be sheene and swards full fayre, and | eaves
both |'arge and | onge! Wen the hounds of spring are on winter's
traces, in the spring tine, the only pretty ring tinme, when the

bi rds do sing, hey-ding-a-ding ding, cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-wee, ta-
witta-woo! And so on and so on and so on. See al npst any poet

bet ween t he Bronze Age and 1805.

But how absurd that even now, in the era of central heating and

ti nned peaches, a thousand so-called poets are still witing in the
same strain! For what difference does spring or winter or any
other time of year nmake to the average civilized person nowadays?
In a town |ike London the nost striking seasonal change, apart from
the nere change of tenperature, is in the things you see |lying

about on the pavenent. |In late winter it is mainly cabbage |eaves.
In July you tread on cherry stones, in Novenber on burnt-out
fireworks. Towards Christmas the orange peel grows thicker. It

was a different matter in the Mddle Ages. There was sonme sense in
witing poens about spring when spring nmeant fresh meat and green
veget abl es after nonths of frowsting in some wi ndow ess hut on a
diet of salt fish and noul dy bread.

If it was spring Gordon failed to notice it. March in Lanbeth did
not rem nd you of Persephone. The days grew | onger, there were
vile dusty winds and sonetines in the sky patches of harsh bl ue
appeared. Probably there were a few sooty buds on the trees if you
cared to look for them The aspidistra, it turned out, had not
died after all; the withered | eaves had dropped off it, but it was
putting forth a couple of dull green shoots near its base

CGordon had been three nonths at the library now The stupid
slovenly routine did not irk him The library had swelled to a
thousand 'assorted titles' and was bringing M Cheesenman a pound a
week clear profit, so M Cheeseman was happy after his fashion.

He was, nevertheless, nurturing a secret grudge agai nst Gordon.
CGordon had been sold to him so to speak, as a drunkard. He had
expected Gordon to get drunk and m ss a day's work at |east once,
thus giving a sufficient pretext for docking his wages; but Gordon
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had failed to get drunk. Queerly enough, he had no inpulse to
dri nk nowadays. He would have gone wi thout beer even if he could
have afforded it. Tea seened a better poison. Al his desires and
di scontents had dwi ndl ed. He was better off on thirty bob a week
than he had been previously on two pounds. The thirty bob covered,
wi thout too much stretching, his rent, cigarettes, a washing bil
of about a shilling a week, a little fuel, and his neals, which
consi sted al nost entirely of bacon, bread-and-marg, and tea, and
cost about two bob a day, gas included. Sonetimes he even had
si xpence over for a seat at a cheap but |ousy picture-house near
the Westminster Bridge Road. He still carried the grim manuscript
of London Pl easures to and fro in his pocket, but it was fromnere
force of habit; he had dropped even the pretence of working. Al
hi s evenings were spent in the same way. There in the renote
frowzy attic, by the fire if there was any coal left, in bed if
there wasn't, with teapot and cigarettes handy, reading, always
readi ng. He read nothi ng nowadays except twopenny weekly papers.
Tit Bits, Answers, Peg's Paper, The Gem The Magnet, Hone Not es,
The Grl's Owm Paper--they were all the same. He used to get them
a dozen at a tine fromthe shop. M Cheeseman had great dusty
stacks of them left over fromhis uncle's day and used for
wr appi ng paper. Sone of them were as much as twenty years ol d.

He had not seen Rosemary for weeks past. She had witten a number
of times and then, for sone reason, abruptly stopped witing.

Ravel ston had witten once, asking himto contribute an article on
twopenny libraries to Antichrist. Julia had sent a desolate little
letter, giving famly news. Aunt Angela had had bad colds all the
wi nter, and Uncle Walter was conpl ai ni ng of bl adder trouble.
CGordon did not answer any of their letters. He would have
forgotten their existence if he could. They and their affection
were only an encunmbrance. He would not be free, free to sink down
into the ultimate nud, till he had cut his links with all of them
even with Rosemary.

One afternoon he was choosing a book for a tow headed factory girl,
when sonmeone he only saw out of the corner of his eye came into the
library and hesitated just inside the door.

"VWhat ki nd of book did you want?' he asked the factory girl
'Qo--jest a kind of a ROmance, please.

Gordon sel ected a ROmance. As he turned, his heart bounded
violently. The person who had just cone in was Rosemary. She did
not make any sign, but stood waiting, pale, and worried-I|ooking

wi th sonet hing om nous in her appearance.

He sat down to enter the book on the girl's ticket, but his hands
had begun trenbling so that he could hardly do it. He pressed the
rubber stanp in the wong place. The girl trailed out, peeping
into the book as she went. Rosemary was watching Gordon's face

It was a long tine since she had seen himby daylight, and she was
struck by the change in him He was shabby to the point of
raggedness, his face had grown nuch thinner and had the dingy,
greyish pallor of people who live on bread and margarine. He

| ooked much older--thirty-five at the least. But Rosemary herself
did not | ook quite as usual. She had |ost her gay trimbearing
and her cl othes had the appearance of having been thrown on in a
hurry. It was obvious that there was sonething w ong.

He shut the door after the factory girl. 'l wasn't expecting you,'
he began.
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'l had to cone. | got away fromthe studio at lunch tinme. | told
them!| was ill.'

"You don't look well. Here, you'd better sit down.'

There was only one chair in the library. He brought it out from
behi nd the desk and was novi ng towards her, rather vaguely, to

of fer some kind of caress. Rosemary did not sit down, but laid her
smal | hand, from which she had renoved the glove, on the top rung
of the chair-back. By the pressure of her fingers he could see how
agitated she was.

'CGordon, |'ve a nost awful thing to tell you. It's happened after
all.'

"What' s happened?

"I"mgoing to have a baby.'

"A baby? OCh, Christ!’

He stopped short. For a noment he felt as though soneone had
struck hima violent blow under the ribs. He asked the usua

fatuous question:

"Are you sure?

"Absolutely. It's been weeks now. If you knew the tine |'ve had
| kept hoping and hoping--1 took some pills--oh, it was too
beast!| y!'

" A baby! ©h, God, what fools we were! As though we couldn't have
foreseen it!"’

"I know. | suppose it was ny fault. [I--'
'Damm! Here cones sonebody.

The door-bell ping'd. A fat, freckled woman with an ugly under-lip
cane in at a rolling gait and demanded ' Sonething with a murder in
it." Rosemary had sat down and was tw sting her glove round and
round her fingers. The fat woman was exacting. Each book that
Gordon offered her she refused on the ground that she had 'had it
already' or that it 'looked dry'. The deadly news that Rosemary
had brought had unnerved Gordon. His heart pounding, his entrails
constricted, he had to pull out book after book and assure the fat
worran that this was the very book she was |ooking for. At |ast,
after nearly ten mnutes, he managed to fob her off with sonething
whi ch she said grudgingly she "didn't think she'd had before'

He turned back to Rosemary. 'Well, what the devil are we going to
do about it?" he said as soon as the door had shut.

"I don't see what | can do. |If | have this baby I'll [ose ny job,
of course. But it isn't only that |'mworrying about. It's ny
people finding out. M mother--oh, dear! It sinply doesn't bear

t hi nki ng of.'

" Ah, your people! | hadn't thought of them One's people! What a

cursed incubus they are!’

"MY people are all right. They've always been good to nme. But
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it's different with a thing like this.

He took a pace or two up and down. Though the news had scared him
he had not really grasped it as yet. The thought of a baby, his
baby, growing in her wonb had awoken in himno enption except
dismay. He did not think of the baby as a living creature; it was
a disaster pure and sinple. And already he saw where it was going
to | ead.

"W shall have to get married, | suppose,' he said flatly.
"Well, shall we? That's what | came here to ask you.'
"But | suppose you want nme to marry you, don't you?

"Not unless YOU want to. |'mnot going to tie you down. | know
it's against your ideas to marry. You nust decide for yourself.

"But we've no alternative--if you're really going to have this
baby. "

'Not necessarily. That's what you've got to decide. Because after
all there IS another way.'

"Vhat way?'

'"Ch, YQU know. A girl at the studio gave nme an address. A friend
of hers had it done for only five pounds.'

That pulled himup. For the first time he grasped, with the only
ki nd of knowl edge that matters, what they were really talking
about. The words 'a baby' took on a new significance. They did
not mean any |onger a nmere abstract disaster, they meant a bud of
flesh, a bit of hinmself, down there in her belly, alive and
growing. His eyes nmet hers. They had a strange nonent of synpathy
such as they had never had before. For a nonment he did feel that
in sone nysterious way they were one flesh. Though they were feet
apart he felt as though they were joined together--as though some
invisible living cord stretched fromher entrails to his. He knew
then that it was a dreadful thing they were contenplating--a

bl aspheny, if that word had any nmeaning. Yet if it had been put

ot herwi se he m ght not have recoiled fromit. It was the squalid
detail of the five pounds that brought it hone.

"No fear!' he said. 'Whatever happens we're not going to do THAT.
It's disgusting.'

"I know it is. But |I can't have the baby w thout being married.

"No! If that's the alternative I'lIl marry you. 1'd sooner cut ny
ri ght hand off than do a thing like that.'

Ping! went the door-bell. Two ugly louts in cheap bright blue
suits, and a girl with a fit of the giggles, cane in. One of the
yout hs asked with a sort of sheepi sh bol dness for 'sonething wth
a kick init--sonmething snutty'. Silently, Gordon indicated the
shel ves where the 'sex' books were kept. There were hundreds of
themin the library. They had titles |ike Secrets of Paris and The
Man She Trusted; on their tattered yellow jackets were pictures of
hal f-naked girls lying on divans with men in dinner-jackets
standi ng over them The stories inside, however, were painfully
harm ess. The two youths and the girl ranged anobng them

sni ggering over the pictures on their covers, the girl letting out
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little squeals and pretending to be shocked. They disgusted Gordon
so much that he turned his back on themtill they had chosen their
books.

When t hey had gone he cane back to Rosemary's chair. He stood
behi nd her, took hold of her small firm shoulders, then slid a hand
i nside her coat and felt the warnth of her breast. He liked the
strong springy feeling of her body; he liked to think that down
there, a guarded seed, his baby was growi ng. She put a hand up and
caressed the hand that was on her breast, but did not speak. She
was waiting for himto decide

"I'f I marry you | shall have to turn respectable,' he said
nmusi ngly.

'Coul d you?' she said with a touch of her old nmanner.

"I mean | shall have to get a proper job--go back to the New
Al bion. | suppose they'd take ne back.'

He felt her grow very still and knew that she had been waiting for
this. Yet she was determined to play fair. She was not going to
bully himor cajole him

"l never said | wanted you to do that. | want you to marry me--
yes, because of the baby. But it doesn't follow you've got to keep
me. '

'"There's no sense in marrying if | can't keep you. Suppose
married you when | was |like | amat present--no noney and no proper
job? Wat would you do then?'

"I don't know. 1'd go on working as long as | could. And
afterwards, when the baby got too obvious--well, | suppose I'd
have to go hone to father and nother.'

'That would be jolly for you, wouldn't it? But you were so anxi ous
for me to go back to the New Al bion before. You haven't changed
your m nd?'

"I'"ve thought things over. | know you'd hate to be tied to a
regular job. | don't blame you. You've got your own life to
live.'

He t hought over a little while longer. 'It cones down to this.

it
Either | marry you and go back to the New Al bi on, or you go to one
of those filthy doctors and get yourself nessed about for five
pounds. '

At this she twisted herself out of his grasp and stood up facing
him H's blunt words had upset her. They had nade the iIssue
clearer and uglier than before.

'Ch, why did you say that?

"Well, those ARE the alternatives.

"I'"d never thought of it like that. | cane here neaning to be
fair. And now it sounds as if | was trying to bully you into it--
trying to play on your feelings by threatening to get rid of the
baby. A sort of beastly blackmil .’

"I didn't nmean that. | was only stating facts.'
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Her face was full of lines, the black brows drawn together. But

she had sworn to herself that she would not nmake a scene. He could
guess what this nmeant to her. He had never net her people, but he
could imagi ne them He had sone notion of what it mght nmean to go

back to a country town with an illegitimte baby; or, what was
al nost as bad, with a husband who couldn't keep you. But she was
going to play fair. No blackmail! She drew a sharp inward breath,

taki ng a deci sion.

"Al'l right, then, I'mnot going to hold THAT over your head. It
too nean. Marry ne or don't marry ne, just as you like. But I’
have t he baby, anyway.'

"You'd do that? Really?

"Yes, | think so.'

He took her in his arns. Her coat had cone open, her body was warm
agai nst him He thought he woul d be a thousand kinds of fool if he
et her go. Yet the alternative was inpossible, and he did not see
it any less clearly because he held her in his arns.

'"Of course, you'd like ne to go back to the New Al bion,' he said.

"No, | wouldn't. Not if you don't want to.'
"Yes, you would. After all, it's natural. You want to see ne
earning a decent income again. |In a GOOD job, with four pounds a

week and an aspidistra in the window. Wuldn't you, now? Own up.'

"Al'l right, then--yes, | would. But it's only sonething |I'd LIKE

to see happening; |I'mnot going to MAKE you do it. |'d just hate
you to do it if you didn't really want to. | want you to fee
free.'

'"Really and truly free?
"Yes.'

' You know what that neans? Supposing | decided to | eave you and
the baby in the lurch?

"Well--if you really wanted to. You're free--quite free.'

After alittle while she went away. Later in the evening or
tonorrow he woul d I et her know what he decided. O course it was
not absolutely certain that the New Al bion would give hima job
even if he asked them but presumably they woul d, considering what
M Erskine had said. Gordon tried to think and could not. There
seemed to be nore customers than usual this afternoon. |t maddened
himto have to bounce out of his chair every tine he had sat down
and deal with some fresh influx of fools demanding crine-stories
and sex-stories and ROmnces. Suddenly, about six o'clock, he
turned out the lights, |locked up the library, and went out. He had
got to be alone. The library was not due to shut for two hours
yet. God knew what M Cheesenman woul d say when he found out. He
m ght even give Gordon the sack. Gordon did not care

He turned westward, up Lambeth Cut. It was a dull sort of evening,
not cold. There was nuck underfoot, white lights, and hawkers
screaming. He had got to think this thing out, and he could think
better wal king. But it was so hard, so hard! Back to the New
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Al bion, or |eave Rosemary in the lurch; there was no other
alternative. It was no use thinking, for instance, that he night
find some 'good' job which would offend his sense of decency a bit
|l ess. There aren't so many 'good' jobs waiting for noth-eaten
people of thirty. The New Al bion was the only chance he had or
ever woul d have.

At the corner, on the Westm nster Bridge Road, he paused a nonent.
There were sonme posters opposite, livid in the lamplight. A
nonstrous one, ten feet high at |east, advertised Bovex. The Bovex
peopl e had dropped Corner Table and got on to a new tack. They
were running a series of four-line poens--Bovex Ballads, they were
called. There was a picture of a horribly eupeptic famly, wth
grinning ham pink faces, sitting at breakfast; underneath, in

bl atant lettering:

Why should YOU be thin and white?
And have that washed-out feeling?
Just take hot Bovex every night--
I nvi gor ati ng-- heal i ng

CGordon gazed at the thing. He drank in its puling silliness. Cod,

what trash! 'lnvigorating--healing!' The weak inconpetence of it!
It hadn't even the vigorous badness of the slogans that really
stick. Just soppy, lifeless drivel. 1t would have been al npst

pathetic in its feebleness if one hadn't reflected that all over
London and all over every town in England that poster was

pl astered, rotting the mnds of men. He |ooked up and down the
gracel ess street. Yes, war is comng soon. You can't doubt it
when you see the Bovex ads. The electric drills in our streets
presage the rattle of the nmachine-guns. Only a little while before
t he aeropl anes cone. Zoom-bang! A fewtons of T.N.T. to send our
civilization back to hell where it bel ongs.

He crossed the road and wal ked on, southward. A curious thought
had struck him He did not any |onger want that war to happen. It
was the first tine in nonths--years, perhaps--that he had thought
of it and not wanted it.

If he went back to the New Albion, in a month's tine he night be
witing Bovex Ballads hinself. To go back to THAT! Any 'good' job
was bad enough; but to be mixed up in THAT! Christ! O course he
oughtn't to go back. It was just a question of having the guts to
stand firm But what about Rosemary? He thought of the kind of
life she would live at home, in her parents' house, with a baby and
no noney; and of the news running through that nonstrous famly
that Rosemary had married some awful rotter who couldn't even keep
her. She woul d have the whole | ot of them naggi ng at her together.
Besi des, there was the baby to think about. The nmoney-god is so
cunning. |If he only baited his traps with yachts and race- horses,
tarts and chanpagne, how easy it would be to dodge them It is
when he gets at you through your sense of decency that he finds you
hel pl ess.

The Bovex Ballad jungled in Gordon's head. He ought to stand firm
He had made war on money--he ought to stick it out. After all,
hitherto he HAD stuck it out, after a fashion. He |ooked back over

his life. No use deceiving hinmself. It had been a dreadful life--
lonely, squalid, futile. He had lived thirty years and achi eved
not hi ng except msery. But that was what he had chosen. It was

what he WANTED, even now. He wanted to sink down, down into the
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muck where noney does not rule. But this baby-business had upset
everything. It was a pretty banal predicanment, after all. Private
vices, public virtues--the dilemma is as old as the world.

He | ooked up and saw that he was passing a public library. A

t hought struck him That baby. Wat did it nean, anyway, having a
baby? What was it that was actually happening to Rosemary at this
nonent ? He had only vague and general i|deas of what pregnancy
meant. No doubt they woul d have books in there that would tell him
about it. He went in. The lending library was on the left. It
was there that you had to ask for works of reference.

The wonman at the desk was a university graduate, young, colourless,
spectacl ed, and intensely disagreeable. She had a fixed suspicion
that no one--at |east, no male person--ever consulted works of
reference except in search of pornography. As soon as you
approached she pierced you through and through with a flash of her
pi nce-nez and |l et you know that your dirty secret was no secret

fromHER. After all, all works of reference are pornographical,
except perhaps Witaker's Al nanack. You can put even the Oxford
Dictionary to evil purposes by |ooking up words like ---- and ----.
CGordon knew her type at a gl ance, but he was too preoccupied to
care. 'Have you any book on gynaecol ogy?' he said.

" Any WHAT?' dermanded the young wonan with a pince-nez flash of

unm st akabl e triunph. As usual! Another nale in search of dirt!
"Well, any books on mdw fery? About babies being born, and so
forth.'

"We don't issue books of that description to the general public,
said the young wonan frostily.

'"I"'msorry--there's a point | particularly want to | ook up.'
"Are you a nedical student?

" No. '

"Then | don't QUI TE see what you want with books on nidw fery."'

Curse the wonman! Gordon thought. At another time he would have
been afraid of her; at present, however, she merely bored him

"I'f you want to know, ny wife's going to have a baby. W neither
of us know nmuch about it. | want to see whether | can find out
anyt hi ng useful .’

The young woman did not believe him He | ooked too shabby and
worn, she decided, to be a newly married man. However, it was her
job to Il end out books, and she sel dom actually refused them except
to children. You always got your book in the end, after you had
been nmade to feel yourself a dirty swine. Wth an aseptic air she
led Gordon to a snmall table in the middle of the library and
presented himwith two fat books in brown covers. Thereafter she

I eft him al one, but kept an eye on himfrom whatever part of the
library she happened to be in. He could feel her pince-nez probing
t he back of his neck at long range, trying to decide fromhis
deneanour whether he was really searching for information or nmerely
pi cking out the dirty bits.

He opened one of the books and searched inexpertly through it.
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There were acres of close-printed text full of Latin words. That
was no use. He wanted sonething sinple--pictures, for choice. How
long had this thing been going on? Six weeks--nine weeks, perhaps.
Ah!  This must be it.

He cane on a print of a nine weeks' foetus. It gave hima shock to
see it, for he had not expected it to ook in the least |ike that.
It was a defornmed, gnonelike thing, a sort of clunsy caricature of
a human being, with a huge domed head as big as the rest of its
body. In the nmiddle of the great blank expanse of head there was a
tiny button of an ear. The thing was in profile; its boneless arm
was bent, and one hand, crude as a seal's flipper, covered its
face--fortunately, perhaps. Below were little skinny |legs, tw sted

like a nmonkey's with the toes turned in. It was a nonstrous thing,
and yet strangely human. It surprised himthat they shoul d begin

| ooki ng human so soon. He had pictured something nmuch nore

rudi mentary; a mere blob of nucleus, |ike a bubble of frog-spawn.
But it rmust be very tiny, of course. He |ooked at the dinensions
mar ked below. Length 30 millinmetres. About the size of a large

gooseberry.

But perhaps it had not been going on quite so long as that. He
turned back a page or two and found a print of a six weeks' foetus.
A really dreadful thing this time--a thing he could hardly even
bear to ook at. Strange that our beginnings and endi ngs are so
ugly--the unborn as ugly as the dead. This thing |ooked as if it
were dead already. |Its huge head, as though too heavy to hold

upri ght, was bent over at right angles at the place where its neck
ought to have been. There was nothing you could call a face, only
a winkle representing the eye--or was it the nouth? 1t had no
human resenbl ance this tinme; it was nore |like a dead puppy-dog.

Its short thick arms were very doglike, the hands being nmere stunpy
paws. 15.5 millinmetres |ong--no bigger than a hazel nut.

He pored for a long time over the two pictures. Their ugliness
made t hem nore credi bl e and therefore nore noving. His baby had
seermed real to himfromthe nmonent when Rosemary spoke of abortion;
but it had been a reality w thout visual shape--sonething that
happened in the dark and was only inportant after it had happened
But here was the actual process taking place. Here was the poor
ugly thing, no bigger than a gooseberry, that he had created by
his heedless act. |Its future, its continued existence perhaps,
depended on him Besides, it was a bit of hinself--it WAS hinself.
Dare one dodge such a responsibility as that?

But what about the alternative? He got up, handed over his books
to the di sagreeabl e young woman, and went out; then, on an inpul se,
turned back and went into the other part of the library, where the
peri odi cals were kept. The usual crowd of mangy-| ooki ng peopl e
were dozing over the papers. There was one table set apart for
worren' s papers. He picked up one of them at random and bore it off
to another table.

It was an Anerican paper of the nore domestic kind, mainly adverts
with a few stories lurking apol ogetically among them  And WHAT
adverts! Quickly he flicked over the shiny pages. Lingerie,
jewel l ery, cosnetics, fur coats, silk stockings flicked up and down
like the figures in a child s peepshow. Page after page, advert
after advert. Lipsticks, undies, tinned food, patent nedicines,
slimring cures, face-creans. A sort of cross-section of the noney-
worl d. A panorana of ignorance, greed, vulgarity, snobbishness,
whor edom and di sease

Page 153



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Keep The Apidistra Flying
And THAT was the world they wanted himto re-enter. THAT was the
busi ness in which he had a chance of Making Good. He flicked over
the pages nore slowmy. Flick, flick. Adorable--until she sniles.
The food that is shot out of a gun. Do you let foot-fag affect
your personality? Get back that peach-bloom on a Beautyrest
Mattress. Only a PENETRATI NG face-creamwi |l reach that
undersurface dirt. Pink toothbrush is HER trouble. How to
al kal i ze your stomach al nost instantly. Roughage for husky kids.
Are you one of the four out of five? The world-faned Culturequick
Scrapbook. Only a drumer and yet he quoted Dante.

Chri st, what nuck!

But of course it was an American paper. The Anmericans always go
one better on any kinds of beastliness, whether it is ice-cream
soda, racketeering, or theosophy. He went over to the wonen's
tabl e and pi cked up another paper. An English one this tinme.
Perhaps the ads in an English paper wouldn't be quite so bad--
alittle less brutally offensive?

He opened the paper. Flick, flick. Britons never shall be slaves!

Flick, flick. Get that waist-line back to normal! She SAID
'Thanks awfully for the lift,' but she THOUGHT, 'Poor boy, why
doesn't sonebody tell hin?' How a woman of thirty-two stole her
young man froma girl of twenty. Pronpt relief for feeble kidneys.
Si | kyseam -t he snoot h-sliding bathroomtissue. Asthma was choking
her! Are YOU ashaned of your undies? Kiddies clamur for their
Breakfast Crisps. Now |I've a schoolgirl conplexion all over. Hike
all day on a slab of Vitamalt!

To be mixed up in THAT! To be in it and of it--part and parcel of
it! God, God, Cod!

Presently he went out. The dreadful thing was that he knew al ready
what he was going to do. His nmind was nmade up--had been made up
for a long tinme past. When this problem appeared it had brought
its solution with it; all his hesitation had been a kind of nake-
believe. He felt as though sonme force outside hinself were pushing
him There was a tel ephone booth near by. Rosemary's hostel was
on the phone--she ought to be at home by now. He went into the
booth, feeling in his pocket. Yes, exactly two pennies. He
dropped theminto the slot, swng the dial.

A refaned, adenoidal fem nine voice answered him 'Wo's thyah,
pl ease?’

He pressed Button A. So the die was cast.
"I's Mss Waterlow in?

"Who' s THYAH, pl ease?’

'"Say it's M Constock. She'll know. Is she at honme?'
"Ay' Il see. Hold the lane, please.’
A pause.

"Hullo! Is that you, Gordon?

"Hullo! Hullo! |Is that you, Rosemary? | just wanted to tell you.
I'"ve thought it over--1've nmade up ny mind.'
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"Ch!'  There was another pause. Wth difficulty mastering her
voi ce, she added: 'Well, what did you decide?

"It's all right. 1'Il take the job--if they'll give it me, that
is.'

'Ch, Gordon, I'mso glad! You're not angry with ne? You don't
feel 1've sort of bullied you into it?'

"No, it's all right. |It's the only thing | can do. |'ve thought
everything out. I'll go up to the office and see themtonorrow. '
"I AM so gl ad!

"OfF course, I'massumng they'll give ne the job. But | suppose
they will, after what old Erskine said.'

"I"'msure they will. But, CGordon, there's just one thing. You
will go there nicely dressed, won't you? It night make a ot of
di fference.'

"I know. 1'll have to get ny best suit out of pawn. Ravelston
will lend me the noney.'

'"Never mind about Ravelston. [|'Il lend you the noney. |[|'ve got
four pounds put away. |'Il run out and wire it you before the
post-office shuts. | expect you'll want sonme new shoes and a new
tie as well. And, oh, Gordon!'

" What ?

"Wear a hat when you go up to the office, won't you? It |ooks
better, wearing a hat.'

"A hat! God! | haven't worn a hat for two years. Mist |7?
"Well--it does | ook nmore business-like, doesn't it?
"Ch, all right. A bower hat, even, if you think | ought.'

"I think a soft hat would do. But get your hair cut, won't you,
there's a dear?'

'Yes, don't you worry. |'Il be a smart young business man. Wel
grooned, and all that.'

' Thanks ever so, Gordon dear. | nust run out and w re that noney.
Good ni ght and good | uck."'

' Good ni ght .

He canme out of the booth. So that was that. He had torn it now,
ri ght enough.

He wal ked rapidly away. What had he done? Chucked up the sponge
Broken all his oaths! His long and |onely war had ended in

i gnom ni ous defeat. Circuntise ye your foreskins, saith the Lord
He was coming back to the fold, repentant. He seemed to be wal ki ng
faster than usual. There was a peculiar sensation, an actua

physi cal sensation, in his heart, in his linbs, all over him \hat
was it? Shame, msery, despair? Rage at being back in the clutch
of money? Boredom when he thought of the deadly future? He
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dragged the sensation forth, faced it, exanmined it. It was relief.

Yes, that was the truth of it. Now that the thing was done he felt
nothing but relief; relief that now at | ast he had finished with
dirt, cold, hunger, and loneliness and could get back to decent,
fully human Iife. His resolutions, now that he had broken them
seemed not hing but a frightful weight that he had cast off.

Moreover, he was aware that he was only fulfilling his destiny. |In
some corner of his mnd he had al ways known that this woul d happen.
He thought of the day when he had given themnotice at the New

Al bion; and M Erskine's kind, red, beefish face, gently counselling
hi m not to chuck up a 'good' job for nothing. How bitterly he had
sworn, then, that he was done with 'good' jobs for ever! Yet it was
foredoonmed that he shoul d conme back, and he had known it even then.
And it was not nerely because of Rosemary and the baby that he had
done it. That was the obvious cause, the precipitating cause, but
even without it the end would have been the sanme; if there had been
no baby to think about, sonething el se would have forced his hand
For it was what, in his secret heart, he had desired.

After all he did not lack vitality, and that noneyl ess exi stence to
whi ch he had condemed hinself had thrust himruthlessly out of the
streamof life. He |ooked back over the last two frightful years.
He had bl asphenmed agai nst noney, rebelled agai nst noney, tried to
live |like an anchorite outside the noney-world; and it had brought
hi mnot only nmisery, but also a frightful enptiness, an inescapable
sense of futility. To abjure npbney is to abjure life. Be not

ri ghteous over nuch; why shoul dst thou die before thy time? Now he
was back in the noney-world, or soon would be. Tonorrow he woul d
go up to the New Al bion, in his best suit and overcoat (he nust
renmenmber to get his overcoat out of pawn at the same tinme as his
suit), in honburg hat of the correct gutter-crawing pattern

neatly shaved and with his hair cut short. He would be as though
born anew. The sluttish poet of today would be hardly recognizabl e
in the natty young business man of tonorrow. They would take him
back, right enough; he had the talent they needed. He would buckle
to work, sell his soul, and hold down his job.

And what about the future? Perhaps it would turn out that these
last two years had not |eft nmuch mark upon him They were nerely a
gap, a small setback in his career. Qite quickly, now that he had
taken the first step, he would devel op the cynical, blinkered

busi ness nentality. He would forget his fine disgusts, cease to
rage agai nst the tyranny of noney--cease to be aware of it, even--
cease to squirmat the ads for Bovex and Breakfast Crisps. He
woul d sell his soul so utterly that he would forget it had ever
been his. He would get married, settle down, prosper noderately,
push a pram have a villa and a radio and an aspidistra. He would
be a law-abiding little cit like any other lawabiding little cit--
a soldier in the strap-hanging arny. Probably it was better so

He slowed his pace a little. He was thirty and there was grey in
his hair, yet he had a queer feeling that he had only just grown
up. It occurred to himthat he was nerely repeating the destiny of
every human being. Everyone rebel s agai nst the noney-code, and
everyone sooner or later surrenders. He had kept up his rebellion
alittle longer than nost, that was all. And he had made such a
wetched failure of it! He wondered whether every anchorite in his
di smal cell pines secretly to be back in the world of nen. Perhaps
there were a few who did not. Sonebody or other had said that the
nodern world is only habitable by saints and scoundrels. He,
CGordon, wasn't a saint. Better, then, to be an unpretending
scoundrel along with the others. It was what he had secretly pined
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for; now that he had acknow edged his desire and surrendered to it,
he was at peace.

He was making roughly in the direction of hone. He |ooked up at
t he houses he was passing. It was a street he did not know.

A di sh houses, nean-looking and rather dark, let off in flatlets
and single rooms for the nost part. Railed areas, snoke-grimed
bricks, whited steps, dingy lace curtains. 'Apartnments' cards in
hal f the wi ndows, aspidistras in nearly all. A typical |ower-

m ddl e-cl ass street. But not, on the whole, the kind of street
that he wanted to see blown to hell by bonbs.

He wondered about the people in houses |ike those. They would be
for exanple, small clerks, shop-assistants, conmercial travellers,

i nsurance touts, tram conductors. Did THEY know that they were
only puppets danci ng when nmoney pulled the strings? You bet they
didn't. And if they did, what would they care? They were too busy
bei ng born, being married, begetting, working, dying. It mghtn't
be a bad thing, if you could nmanage it, to feel yourself one of
them one of the ruck of men. Qur civilization is founded on greed
and fear, but in the lives of commopn nen the greed and fear are
nysteriously transnuted into sonething nobler. The |ower-niddle-

cl ass people in there, behind their lace curtains, with their
children and their scraps of furniture and their aspidistras--they
lived by the nobney-code, sure enough, and yet they contrived to
keep their decency. The noney-code as they interpreted it was not
nmerely cynical and hoggi sh. They had their standards, their

i nvi ol abl e points of honour. They 'kept thenselves respectable'--
kept the aspidistra flying. Besides, they were ALIVE. They were
bound up in the bundle of life. They begot children, which is what
the saints and the soul -savers never by any chance do

The aspidistra is the tree of life, he thought suddenly.

He was aware of a lunpish weight in his inner pocket. It was the
manuscri pt of London Pleasures. He took it out and had a | ook at

it under a street lanp. A great wad of paper, soiled and tattered,
with that peculiar, nasty, grinmed-at-the-edges | ook of papers which
have been a long time in one's pocket. About four hundred lines in
all. The sole fruit of his exile, a tw years' foetus which would
never be born. Well, he had finished with all that. Poetry!
POETRY, indeed! |In 1935.

What shoul d he do with the manuscript? Best thing, shove it down
the WC. But he was a | ong way from home and had not the necessary
penny. He halted by the iron grating of a drain. |In the w ndow of
t he nearest house an aspidistra, a striped one, peeped between the
yel l ow | ace curtai ns.

He unrolled a page of London Pleasures. In the nmiddle of the

| abyrinthine scrawmings a |ine caught his eye. Mnentary regret
stabbed him After all, parts of it weren't half bad! |If only it
could ever be finished! It seenmed such a shanme to shy it away
after all the work he had done on it. Save it, perhaps? Keep it
by himand finish it secretly in his spare time? Even now it m ght
cone to sonething

No, no! Keep your parole. Either surrender or don't surrender.

He doubl ed up the nmanuscript and stuffed it between the bars of the
drain. It fell with a plop into the water bel ow.

Vicisti, O aspidistral
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12

Ravel ston wanted to say good-bye outside the registry office, but
they would not hear of it, and insisted on dragging himoff to have
lunch with them Not at Mdigliani's, however. They went to one
of those jolly little Soho restaurants where you can get such a
wonder ful four-course lunch for half a crown. They had garlic
sausage with bread and butter, fried plaice, entrecote aux pomres
frites, and a rather watery caranel pudding; also a bottle of Medoc
Superi eur, three and sixpence the bottle.

Only Ravel ston was at the wedding. The other wi tness was a poor
neek creature with no teeth, a professional w tness whomthey

pi cked up outside the registry office and tipped half a crown.
Julia hadn't been able to get away fromthe teashop, and Gordon and
Rosemary had only got the day off fromthe office by pretexts
careful |l y manoeuvred a long tine ahead. Nobody knew they were
getting married, except Ravelston and Julia. Rosemary was going to
go on working at the studio for another nmonth or two. She had
preferred to keep her marriage a secret until it was over, chiefly
for the sake of her innunerable brothers and sisters, none of whom
could af ford weddi ng presents. CGordon, left to hinmself, would have
done it in a nmore regular manner. He had even wanted to be married
in church. But Rosemary had put her foot down to that idea

Gordon had been back at the office two nonths now. Four ten a week
he was getting. It would be a tight pinch when Rosemary st opped
wor ki ng, but there was hope of a rise next year. They would have
to get sone noney out of Rosemary's parents, of course, when the
baby was due to arrive. M Cew had left the New Al bion a year

ago, and his place had been taken by a M Warner, a Canadi an who
had been five years with a New York publicity firm M Wrner was
alive wire but quite a likeable person. He and Gordon had a big
job on hand at the monent. The Queen of Sheba Toil et Requisites
Co. were sweeping the country with a nonster camnpaign for their
deodorant, April Dew. They had decided that B.O and halitosis
were worked out, or nearly, and had been racking their brains for a
long time past to think of sone new way of scaring the public.

Then some bright spark suggested, What about snelling feet? That
field had never been exploited and had i mmense possibilities. The
Queen of Sheba had turned the idea over to the New Al bion. What
they asked for was a really telling slogan; something in the class
of "Night-starvation'--sonething that would rankle in the public
consci ousness |i ke a poisoned arrow. M Warner had thought it over
for three days and then energed with the unforgettable phrase
'"P.P." '"P.P.' stood for Pedic Perspiration. It was a real flash
of genius, that. It was so sinple and so arresting. Once you knew
what they stood for, you couldn't possibly see those letters 'P.P.'
without a guilty trenor. Gordon had searched for the word ' pedic’
in the Oxford Dictionary and found that it did not exist. But M
Warner has said, Hell! what did it matter, anyway? It would put
the wind up themjust the same. The Queen of Sheba had junped at
the idea, of course

They were putting every penny they could spare into the canpaign.
On every hoarding in the British Isles huge accusing posters were
hamrering 'P.P." into the public mnd. Al the posters were
identically the sane. They wasted no words, but just demanded with
sinister sinplicity:
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"P.P.
WHAT ABOUT
YOU?

Just that--no pictures, no explanations. There was no |onger any
need to say what 'P.P.' stood for; everyone in England knew it by
this time. M Warner, with Gordon to help him was designing the
smal l er ads for the newspapers and nagazines. |t was M Warner who
supplied the bol d sweepi ng i deas, sketched the general |ay-out of
the ads, and deci ded what pictures would be needed; but it was
Gordon who wote nost of the letterpress--wote the harrow ng
little stories, each a realistic novel in a hundred words, about
despairing virgins of thirty, and |lonely bachel ors whose girls had
unaccountably thrown them over, and overworked w ves who coul d not
afford to change their stockings once a week and who saw their
husbands subsiding into the clutches of 'the other woman'. He did
it very well; he did it far better than he had ever done anyt hing
else in his life. M Wirner gave golden reports of him There was
no doubt about Gordon's literary ability. He could use words with
the econony that is only | earned by years of effort. So perhaps
his 1 ong agoni zing struggles to be a "witer' had not been wasted
after all.

They sai d good-bye to Ravel ston outside the restaurant. The tax
bore them away. Ravelston had insisted on paying for the taxi from
the registry office, so they felt they could afford another taxi.
Warnmed with wine, they lolled together, in the dusty May sunshine
that filtered through the taxi wi ndow. Rosemary's head on Gordon's
shoul der, their hands together in her lap. He played with the very
sl ender wedding ring on Rosemary's ring finger. Rolled gold, five
and sixpence. It looked all right, however.

"I must renmenber to take if off before | go to the studio tomorrow,'
sai d Rosemary reflectively.

"To think we're really married! Till death do us part. W' ve done
it now, right enough.’

"Terrifying, isn't it?

"I expect we'll settle down all right, though. Wth a house of our
own and a pram and an aspidistra.'

He lifted her face up to kiss her. She had a touch of make-up on
today, the first he had ever seen on her, and not too skilfully
applied. Neither of their faces stood the spring sunshine very
well. There were fine lines on Rosemary's, deep seans on Gordon's.
Rosemary | ooked twenty-ei ght, perhaps; Gordon |ooked at |east
thirty-five. But Rosemary had pulled the three white hairs out of
her crown yesterday.

'"Do you | ove me?' he said.

' Adore you, silly.'

"Il believe you do. It's queer. I'mthirty and noth-eaten.'
"l don't care.'
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They began to kiss, then drew hurriedly apart as they saw two
scrawny upper-m ddl e-cl ass wonen, in a car that was noving paralle
to their own, observing themwith catty interest.

The flat off the Edgware Road wasn't too bad. It was a dull

quarter and rather a slumy street, but it was convenient for the
centre of London; also it was quiet, being a blind alley. From
the back window (it was a top floor) you could see the roof of

Paddi ngton Station. Twenty-one and six a week, unfurnished. One
bed, one reception, kitchenette, bath (with geyser), and WC. They
had got their furniture already, nost of it on the never-never.
Ravel ston had given them a conpl ete set of crockery for a wedding
present--a very kindly thought, that. Julia had given them a rather
dreadful 'occasional' table, veneered walnut with a scall oped edge.
CGordon had begged and inplored her not to give them anything. Poor
Julia! Christmas had left her utterly broke, as usual, and Aunt
Angel a's birthday had been in March. But it would have seened to
Julia a kind of crine against nature to |l et a wedding go by without
giving a present. God knew what sacrifices she had made to scrape
together thirty bob for that 'occasional' table. They were stil
very short of linen and cutlery. Things would have to be bought

pi eceneal, when they had a few bob to spare

They ran up the last flight of stairs in their excitenment to get to
the flat. It was all ready to inhabit. They had spent their

eveni ngs for weeks past getting the stuff in. It seemed to thema
tremendous adventure to have this place of their own. Neither of
them had ever owned furniture before; they had been living in

furni shed roons ever since their childhood. As soon as they got

i nside they made a careful tour of the flat, checking, exam ning,
and admiring everything as though they did not know by heart
already every itemthat was there. They fell into absurd raptures
over each separate stick of furniture. The double bed with the

cl ean sheet ready turned down over the pink eiderdown! The |inen
and towels stowed away in the chest of drawers! The gatel eg table,
the four hard chairs, the two arnchairs, the divan, the bookcase,
the red Indian rug, the copper coal-scuttle which they had picked
up cheap in the Cal edonian market! And it was all their own, every
bit of it was their own--at |least, so long as they didn't get
behind with the instalments! They went into the kitchenette.
Everyt hi ng was ready, down to the nminutest detail. Gas stove, neat
saf e, enanel -topped table, plate rack, saucepans, kettle, sink
basket, nops, dishcloths--even a tin of Panshine, a packet of
soapfl akes, and a pound of washing soda in a jamjar. It was al
ready for use, ready for life. You could have cooked a nmeal in it
here and now. They stood hand in hand by the enanel -topped tabl e,
admring the view of Paddi ngton Station.

'Ch, Gordon, what fun it all is! To have a place that's really our
own and no | andl adies interfering!

"What | like best of all is to think of having breakfast together.

You opposite nme on the other side of the table, pouring out coffee.
How queer it is! W've known each other all these years and we've
never once had breakfast together.'

"Let's cook something now. 1'mdying to use those saucepans.'

She nmade sone coffee and brought it into the front roomon the red
| acquered tray which they had bought in Selfridge's Bargain
Basement. Gordon wandered over to the 'occasional' table by the
wi ndow. Far bel ow the nmean street was drowned in a haze of
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sunlight, as though a glassy yellow sea had flooded it fathons
deep. He laid his coffee cup down on the 'occasional' table.
"This is where we'll put the aspidistra,' he said.
"Put the WHAT?'
' The aspi distra.
She | aughed. He saw that she thought he was joking, and added:
"W nust renmenmber to go out and order it before all the florists
are shut.'

'Gordon! You don't nean that? You aren't REALLY thinking of
havi ng an aspi di stra?'

"Yes, | am We won't let ours get dusty, either. They say an old
toot hbrush is the best thing to clean them with.

She had cone over to his side, and she pinched his arm

'You aren't serious, by any chance, are you?

"Why shouldn't | be?

"An aspidistral! To think of having one of those awful depressing
things in here! Besides, where could we put it? |'mnot going to
have it in this room and in the bedroomit would be worse. Fancy
havi ng an aspidistra in one's bedroom"'

"W don't want one in the bedroom This is the place for an
aspidistra. |In the front wi ndow, where the people opposite can
see it.'

' Gordon, you ARE joking--you nmust be joking!'

"No, I'mnot. | tell you we've got to have an aspidistra.’

' But why?'

"It's the proper thing to have. |It's the first thing one buys
after one's married. |In fact, it's practically part of the wedding
cerenony. '

"Don't be so absurd! | sinmply couldn't bear to have one of those

things in here. You shall have a geraniumif you really nust. But
not an aspidistra.'

"A geraniums no good. It's an aspidistra we want.'
"Well, we're not going to have one, that's flat.'

"Yes, we are. Didn't you promi se to obey nme just now?
"No, | did not. We weren't married in church.

"Ch, well, it's inplied in the marriage service. "Love, honour,
and obey" and all that.'

"No, it isn't. Anyway we aren't going to have that aspidistra.’

'Yes, we are.'
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"We are NOT, Gordon!'
'Yes.'
" No!''
' Yes!'
INOI
She did not understand him She thought he was nerely being
perverse. They grew heated, and, according to their habit,
quarrelled violently. It was their first quarrel as man and wife.
Hal f an hour later they went out to the florist's to order the
aspi di stra.
But when they were hal f-way down the first flight of stairs
Rosemary stopped short and clutched the banister. Her |ips parted;
she | ooked very queer for a nmonent. She pressed a hand agai nst her
m ddl e.
' Oh, Gordon!'
" What ?
"I felt it nove!'
'Felt what nove?'
'The baby. | felt it nove inside ne.'
"You did?
A strange, alnost terrible feeling, a sort of warm convul sion,
stirred in his entrails. For a noment he felt as though he were
sexual ly joined to her, but joined in sone subtle way that he had
never imagined. He had paused a step or two below her. He fell on
hi s knees, pressed his ear to her belly, and |listened
'l can't hear anything,' he said at |ast.
"OfF course not, silly! Not for nmonths yet.'
"But | shall be able to hear it later on, shan't |?

"I think so. YOU can hear it at seven nonths, | _ can feel it at
four. | think that's how it is.

"But it really did nove? You're sure? You really felt it nove?
'"Ch, yes. It noved.'

For a long tine he remnined kneeling there, his head pressed

agai nst the softness of her belly. She clasped her hands behind
his head and pulled it closer. He could hear nothing, only the
bl ood drumming in his own ear. But she could not have been

m st aken. Somewhere in there, in the safe, warm cushioned
darkness, it was alive and stirring.

Wel |, once again things were happening in the Conmstock famly.
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