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CHAPTER 1

As the alarmclock on the chest of drawers expl oded
like a horrid

little bonb of bell netal, Dorothy, wenched fromthe
dept hs of

some conpl ex, troubling dream awoke with a start and
I ay on her

back | ooking into the darkness in extrenme exhaustion

The al arm cl ock continued its nagging, femnine

cl anour, which

woul d go on for five mnutes or thereabouts if you
did not stop it.

Dor ot hy was aching from head to foot, and an

i nsi di ous and

contenptible self-pity, which usually seized upon her
when it was

time to get up in the norning, caused her to bury her
head under

t he bedclothes and try to shut the hateful noise out
of her ears.

She struggl ed agai nst her fatigue, however, and,
according to her

custom exhorted herself sharply in the second person
plural. Come

on, Dorothy, up you get! No snoozing, please!
Proverbs vi, 9.

Then she renmenbered that if the noise went on any



| onger it would

wake her father, and with a hurried novement she
bounded out of

bed, seized the clock fromthe chest of drawers, and
turned off the

alarm It was kept on the chest of drawers precisely
in order that

she should have to get out of bed to silence it.
Still in

dar kness, she knelt down at her bedsi de and repeated
the Lord's

Prayer, but rather distractedly, her feet being
troubl ed by the

col d.

It was just half past five, and coldish for an August
nor ni ng

Dor ot hy (her name was Dorothy Hare, and she was the
only child of

the Reverend Charles Hare, Rector of St Athel stan's,
Knype Hi I,

Suffol k) put on her aged flannel ette dressing-gown
and felt her way

downstairs. There was a chill norning snell of dust,
danp pl aster,

and the fried dabs from yesterday's supper, and from
ei ther side of

t he passage on the second fl oor she could hear the
ant i phonal

snoring of her father and of Ellen, the maid of al
work. Wth

care--for the kitchen table had a nasty trick of
reachi ng out of

t he darkness and bangi ng you on the hip-bone--Dorothy
felt her way

into the kitchen, lighted the candle on the
mant el pi ece, and, still

aching with fatigue, knelt down and raked the ashes
out of the

range.

The kitchen fire was a 'beast' to light. The chi mey
was crooked



and therefore perpetually half choked, and the fire,
before it

woul d I'ight, expected to be dosed with a cupful of
kerosene, like a

drunkard's nmorning nip of gin. Having set the kettle
to boil for

her father's shavi ng-water, Dorothy went upstairs and
turned on her

bath. Ellen was still snoring, with heavy youthfu
snores. She

was a good hard-working servant once she was awake,
but she was one

of those girls whomthe Devil and all his angels
cannot get out of

bed before seven in the norning.

Dorothy filled the bath as slowy as possible--the
spl ashi ng al ways

woke her father if she turned on the tap too
fast--and stood for a

nmonent regarding the pal e, unappetizing pool of
water. Her body

had gone goose-flesh all over. She detested cold
baths; it was for

that very reason that she nade it a rule to take al
her baths cold

fromApril to Novenmber. Putting a tentative hand
into the water--

and it was horribly cold--she drove herself forward
with her usua

exhortations. Come on, Dorothy! In you go! No
funki ng, pl ease!

Then she stepped resolutely into the bath, sat down
and let the icy

girdle of water slide up her body and i merse her al
except her

hair, which she had twi sted up behind her head. The
next nonent

she cane to the surface gasping and wiggling, and
had no sooner

got her breath back than she renmenbered her 'neno
[ist', which she

had brought down in her dressing-gown pocket and



i ntended to read.

She reached out for it, and, |eaning over the side of
t he bat h,

wai st deep in icy water, read through the 'meno |ist’
by the Iight

of the candle on the chair.

It ran:

7 oc. HZC

Ms T baby? Mist visit.

BREAKFAST. Bacon. MJST ask father noney. (P)
Ask Ellen what stuff kitchen father's tonic NB. to
ask about stuff

for curtains at Sol epi pe's.

Visiting call on Ms P cutting fromDaily M angelica
tea good for

rheumati sm Ms L's cornplaster.

12 oc. Rehearsal Charles |I. NB. to order 1/2 Ib
glue 1 pot

al um ni um pai nt .

DI NNER (crossed out) LUNCHEON . . . ?

Take round Parish Mag NB. Ms F owes 3/6d.

4.30 pm Mothers' U tea don't forget 2 1/2 yards
casenent cloth.

Flowers for church NB. 1 tin Brasso.
SUPPER.  Scranbl ed eggs.
Type Father's sernon what about new ribbon typewiter?

NB. to fork between peas bi ndweed awf ul .



Dor ot hy got out of her bath, and as she dried herself
with a towel

hardl y bigger than a table napkin--they coul d never
afford decent -

sized towel s at the Rectory--her hair came unpi nned
and fell down

over her collar-bones in tw heavy strands. It was
t hick, fine,

exceedingly pale hair, and it was perhaps as well
that her father

had forbidden her to bob it, for it was her only
positive beauty.

For the rest, she was a girl of mddle height, rather
thin, but

strong and shapely, and her face was her weak point.
It was a

thin, bl onde, unremarkable kind of face, with pale
eyes and a nose

just a shade too long; if you | ooked closely you
could see crow s

feet round the eyes, and the nmouth, when it was in
repose, | ooked

tired. Not definitely a spinsterish face as yet, but
it certainly

woul d be so in a few years' time. Nevertheless,
strangers conmonly

took her to be several years younger than her rea
age (she was not

quite twenty-eight) because of the expression of

al nost chil dish

earnestness in her eyes. Her left forearm was
spotted with tiny

red marks like insect bites.

Dor ot hy put on her nightdress again and cl eaned her
teeth--plain

wat er, of course; better not to use toothpaste before
HC After

all, either you are fasting or you aren't. The RC. s
are quite

right there--and, even as she did so, suddenly
faltered and



stopped. She put her toothbrush down. A deadly
pang, an act ual
physi cal pang, had gone through her viscera.

She had renenbered, with the ugly shock with which
one remnenbers

somet hi ng di sagreeable for the first time in the
nor ni ng, the bil

at Cargill's, the butcher's, which had been ow ng for
seven nont hs.

That dreadful bill--it might be nineteen pounds or
even twenty, and

there was hardly the renotest hope of paying it--was
one of the

chief torments of her life. At all hours of the

ni ght or day it

was waiting just round the corner of her

consci ousness, ready to

spring upon her and agoni ze her; and with it came the
menory of a

score of lesser bills, nounting up to a figure of

whi ch she dared

not even think. Alnost involuntarily she began to
pray, 'Please

Cod, let not Cargill send in his bill again today!’
but the next

nmonent she decided that this prayer was worldly and
bl asphemnpus,

and she asked forgiveness for it. Then she put on
her dressing-

gown and ran down to the kitchen in hopes of putting
the bill out

of mi nd.

The fire had gone out, as usual. Dorothy relaid it,
dirtying her

hands wi th coal -dust, dosed it afresh with kerosene
and hung about

anxiously until the kettle boiled. Father expected
hi s shavi ng-

water to be ready at a quarter past six. Just seven
m nutes | ate,

Dorot hy took the can upstairs and knocked at her



father's door.
"Cone in, cone in!'" said a muffled, irritable voice.

The room heavily curtained, was stuffy, with a
mascul i ne snel |

The Rector had lighted the candl e on his bed-table,
and was |ying

on his side, looking at his gold watch, which he had
just drawn

frombeneath his pillow Hs hair was as white and
thick as

thi stl edown. One dark bright eye glanced irritably
over his

shoul der at Dor ot hy.

' Good norning, father.'

"I do wish, Dorothy,' said the Rector

i ndistinctly--his voice

al ways sounded nuffled and senile until he put his
fal se teeth in--

"you woul d make sone effort to get Ellen out of bed
in the

mornings. O else be alittle nore punctua
yoursel f.'

"I"'mso sorry, Father. The kitchen fire kept going
out.'

"Very well! Put it down on the dressing-table. Put
it down and
draw t hose curtains.'

It was daylight now, but a dull, clouded norning.
Dor ot hy hast ened

up to her room and dressed herself with the Iightning
speed which

she found necessary six nornings out of seven. There
was only a

tiny square of mirror in the room and even that she
di d not use.

She sinmply hung her gold cross about her neck--plain



gold cross; no

crucifixes, pleasel--twi sted her hair into a knot
behi nd, stuck a

nunber of hairpins rather sketchily into it, and
threw her cl othes

(grey jersey, threadbare Irish tweed coat and skirt,
st ocki ngs not

quite matching the coat and skirt, and rmuch-worn
brown shoes) on to

herself in the space of about three mnutes. She had
got to 'do

out' the dining-roomand her father's study before
church, besides

sayi ng her prayers in preparation for Holy Conmunion
whi ch took

her not | ess than twenty m nutes.

When she wheel ed her bicycle out of the front gate

t he norni ng was

still overcast, and the grass sodden w th heavy dew.
Thr ough the

m st that weathed the hillside St Athel stan's Church
| ooned dimy

like a |l eaden sphinx, its single bell tolling
funereal | y boon

boom boom Only one of the bells was now in active
use; the other

seven had been unswung fromtheir cage and had lain
silent these

three years past, slowy splintering the floor of the

bel fry

beneath their weight. |In the distance, fromthe

m sts bel ow, you

could hear the offensive clatter of the bell in the

R C. church--a

nasty, cheap, tinny little thing which the Rector of
St Athelstan's

used to conmpare with a muffin-bell

Dor ot hy nounted her bicycle and rode swiftly up the
hill, |eaning

over her handl ebars. The bridge of her thin nose was
pink in the



nmorni ng cold. A redshank whistled overhead,

i nvi si bl e agai nst the

cl ouded sky. Early in the norning ny song shall rise
to Thee!

Dor ot hy propped her bicycle against the |ychgate,

and, finding her

hands still grey with coal -dust, knelt down and
scrubbed them cl ean

in the long wet grass between the graves. Then the

bel | stopped
ringing, and she junped up and hastened into church
just as

Proggett, the sexton, in ragged cassock and vast

| abourer's boots,

was clunping up the aisle to take his place at the
side altar.

The church was very cold, with a scent of candl e-wax
and anci ent

dust. It was a large church, much too large for its
congr egati on

and ruinous and nmore than half enpty. The three
narrow i sl ands of

pews stretched barely hal f-way down the nave, and
beyond t hem were

great wastes of bare stone floor in which a few worn
i nscriptions

mar ked the sites of ancient graves. The roof over

t he chancel was

saggi ng visi bly; beside the Church Expenses box two
fragnents of

ri ddl ed beam expl ained nmutely that this was due to
that nortal foe

of Christendom the death-watch beetle. The light
filtered, pale-

col oured, through wi ndows of anaem c glass. Through
t he open south

door you could see a ragged cypress and the boughs of
aline-tree,

greyish in the sunless air and swaying faintly.

As usual, there was only one other comunicant--old
Mss Mayfill,



of The Grange. The attendance at Holy Communi on was
so bad that

the Rector could not even get any boys to serve him
except on

Sunday norni ngs, when the boys |iked showi ng off in
front of the

congregation in their cassocks and surplices.

Dor ot hy went into

t he pew behind Mss Myfill, and, in penance for sone
sin of

yest erday, pushed away the hassock and knelt on the
bare stones.

The service was beginning. The Rector, in cassock
and short linen

surplice, was reciting the prayers in a swft

practi sed voice

cl ear enough now that his teeth were in, and
curiously ungeni al

In his fastidious, aged face, pale as a silver coin,
there was an

expression of al oof ness, alnmpst of contenpt. 'This
isawvalid

sacranment,' he seemed to be saying, 'and it is ny
duty to

adm nister it to you. But renenber that | amonly
your priest, not

your friend. As a human being | dislike you and
despi se you.'

Proggett, the sexton, a man of forty with curly grey
hair and a

red, harassed face, stood patiently by,

unconpr ehendi ng but

reverent, fiddling with the little comunion bel
whi ch was lost in

hi s huge red hands.

Dor ot hy pressed her fingers against her eyes. She

had not yet

succeeded in concentrating her thoughts--indeed, the
nmenory of

Cargill's bill was still worrying her intermttently.

The prayers,
whi ch she knew by heart, were flow ng through her



head unheeded.

She raised her eyes for a nonment, and they began

i Mmedi ately to

stray. First upwards, to the headl ess roof-angels on
whose necks

you could still see the sawcuts of the Puritan
sol di ers, then back

again, to Mss Muyfill's black, quasi-pork-pie hat
and trenul ous

jet ear-rings. Mss Muyfill wore a |long nusty bl ack
overcoat, wth

alittle collar of greasy-looking astrakhan, which
had been the

same ever since Dorothy could remenber. It was of
some very
peculiar stuff, like watered silk but coarser, wth

rivul ets of

bl ack pi ping wandering all over it in no discoverable
pattern. It

m ght even have been that |egendary and proverbi al
subst ance, bl ack

bonbazine. M ss Mayfill was very old, so old that no
one

renmenbered her as anything but an old woman. A faint
scent

radi ated from her--an ethereal scent, analysable as
eau- de- Col ogne,

not hbal I s, and a sub-fl avour of gin.

Dorothy drew a | ong gl ass-headed pin fromthe | ape
of her coat,

and furtively, under cover of Mss Myfill's back
pressed the

poi nt agai nst her forearm Her flesh tingled

appr ehensively. She

made it a rule, whenever she caught hersel f not
attending to her

prayers, to prick her armhard enough to nake bl ood
cone. |t was

her chosen form of self-discipline, her guard agai nst
i rreverence

and sacril egi ous thoughts.



Wth the pin poised in readi ness she nanaged for
several nonents

to pray nore collectedly. Her father had turned one
dark eye

di sapprovi ngly upon Mss Mayfill, who was crossing
hersel f at

intervals, a practice he disliked. A starling
chattered outside.

Wth a shock Dorothy discovered that she was | ooking
vai ngl ori ously

at the pleats of her father's surplice, which she
hersel f had sewn

two years ago. She set her teeth and drove the pin
an eighth of an

inch into her arm

They were kneeling again. It was the Genera

Conf essi on. Dor ot hy

recal | ed her eyes--wandering, alas! yet again, this
tine to the

st ai ned- gl ass wi ndow on her right, designed by Sir
War de Tooke,

A R A, in 1851 and representing St Athelstan's

wel comre at the gate

of heaven by Gabriel and a | egion of angels al
remarkably |ike one

anot her and the Prince Consort--and pressed the

pi npoi nt agai nst a

different part of her arm She began to meditate
consci entiously

upon the neani ng of each phrase of the prayer, and so
br ought her

mnd back to a nore attentive state. But even so she
was al |l but

obliged to use the pin again when Proggett tinkled
the bell in the

m ddl e of 'Therefore with Angel s and
Archangel s' --being visited, as

al ways, by a dreadful tenptation to begin |aughing at
t hat passage.

It was because of a story her father had told her
once, of how when

he was a little boy, and serving the priest at the



altar, the

conmuni on bell had a screw on cl apper, which had cone
| oose; and so

the priest had said: 'Therefore with Angels and
Archangel s, and

with all the conmpany of Heaven, we |aud and nmagnify
Thy gl ori ous

nane; evernore praising Thee, and saying, Screw it

up, you little

fat-head, screwit up!'

As the Rector finished the consecration M ss Mayfil
began to

struggle to her feet with extrene difficulty and

sl owness, |ike

some di sj oi nted wooden creature picking itself up by
sections, and

di sengagi ng at each nmovenent a powerful whiff of

not hbal I's. There

was an extraordi nary creaki ng sound--from her stays,
presumabl y,

but it was a noise as of bones grating agai nst one
anot her. You

could have imgined that there was only a dry
skel et on inside that

bl ack overcoat.

Dor ot hy rerai ned on her feet a nonent |onger. M ss
Mayfill was

creeping towards the altar with slow, tottering
steps. She could

barely wal k, but she took bitter offence if you
offered to help

her. In her ancient, bloodless face her nouth was
surprisingly

| arge, |l oose, and wet. The underlip, pendul ous with
age, sl obbered

forward, exposing a strip of gumand a row of false
teeth as yell ow

as the keys of an old piano. On the upper lip was a
fringe of

dark, dewy moustache. It was not an appeti zing
nout h; not the kind



of mouth that you would Iike to see drinking out of
your cup.

Suddenl y, spontaneously, as though the Devil hinself
had put it

there, the prayer slipped from Dorothy' Beasts of
England's lips: O God, let me not

have to take the chalice after Mss Mayfill!

The next noment, in self-horror, she grasped the
nmeani ng of what

she had said, and wi shed that she had bitten her
tongue in two

rather than utter that deadly bl aspheny upon the
altar steps. She

drew the pin again fromher |apel and drove it into
her arm so hard

that it was all she could do to suppress a cry of
pain. Then she

stepped to the altar and knelt down meekly on M ss
Mayfill's left,

so as to nake quite sure of taking the chalice after
her .

Kneel ing, with head bent and hands cl asped agai nst
her knees, she

set herself swiftly to pray for forgi veness before
her father

shoul d reach her with the wafer. But the current of
her thoughts

had been broken. Suddenly it was quite usel ess
attenpting to pray;

her |ips noved, but there was neither heart nor
nmeani ng i n her

prayers. She could hear Proggett's boots shuffling
and her

father' Beasts of England's clear |ow voice murmuring
' Take and eat', she could see

the worn strip of red carpet beneath her knees, she
could snel

dust and eau-de- Col ogne and not hbal I's; but of the
Body and Bl ood of

Christ, of the purpose for which she had cone here,
she was as



t hough deprived of the power to think. A deadly

bl ankness had

descended upon her mind. It seened to her that
actual ly she COULD

not pray. She struggled, collected her thoughts,
uttered

nmechani cal |y the openi ng phrases of a prayer; but

t hey were

usel ess, neaningl ess--nothing but the dead shells of
words. Her

father was hol ding the wafer before her in his
shapel y, aged hand.

He held it between finger and thunb, fastidiously,
sonehow

di stastefully, as though it had been a spoon of

nmedi cine. His eye

was upon M ss Mayfill, who was doubling herself up
like a geonetrid

caterpillar, with many creaki ngs and crossing hersel f
o)

el aborately that one night have inmagi ned that she was
sketching a

series of braid frogs on the front of her coat. For
sever al

seconds Dorothy hesitated and did not take the wafer
She dared

not take it. Better, far better to step down from
the altar than

to accept the sacrament with such chaos in her heart!

Then it happened that she gl anced sidel ong, through

t he open south

door. A nmonmentary spear of sunlight had pierced the
clouds. It

struck downwards through the | eaves of the Iines, and
a spray of

| eaves in the doorway gleamed with a transient,

mat chl ess green

greener than jade or enerald or Atlantic waters. It
was as though

some jewel of unimagi nabl e spl endour had fl ashed for
an instant,

filling the doorway with green |light, and then faded.



A flood of

joy ran through Dorothy' Beasts of England's heart.
The flash of living col our had

brought back to her, by a process deeper than reason
her peace of

m nd, her |ove of God, her power to worship.

Sonehow, because of

t he greenness of the | eaves, it was again possible to
pray. O al

ye green things upon the earth, praise ye the Lord!
She began to

pray, ardently, joyfully, thankfully. The wafer
nmel t ed upon her

tongue. She took the chalice fromher father, and
tasted with

repul sion, even with an added joy in this small act
of self-

abasement, the wet inprint of Mss Mayfill's lips on
its silver

rim

2

St Athel stan's Church stood at the highest point of
Knype Hill, and

if you chose to clinb the tower you could see ten
mles or so

across the surrounding country. Not that there was
anyt hing worth

| ooking at--only the |low, barely undul ati ng East
Angl i an | andscape,

intolerably dull in sumer, but redeermed in wnter by
the recurring

patterns of the el ms, naked and fanshaped agai nst

| eaden ski es.

| mredi ately bel ow you lay the town, with the High
Street running

east and west and dividing unequally. The southern
section of the



town was the ancient, agricultural, and respectable
section. On

the northern side were the buildings of the
Blifil-Gordon sugar-

beet refinery, and all round and | eading up to them
wer e hi ggl edy-

piggledly rows of vile yellow brick cottages, nostly
i nhabi ted by

t he enpl oyees of the factory. The factory enpl oyees,
who nade up

nore than half of the town's two thousand

i nhabi tants, were

newconers, townfol k, and godl ess al nost to a man.

The two pivots, or foci, about which the social life
of the town
nmoved were Knype Hill Conservative Cub (fully

licensed), from

whose bow wi ndow, any tinme after the bar was open

the | arge, rosy-

gilled faces of the town's elite were to be seen

gazi ng |ike chubby

gol dfi sh from an aquari um pane; and Ye O de Tea
Shoppe, a little

farther down the High Street, the principa

rendezvous of the Knype

H1l ladies. Not to be present at Ye O de Tea Shoppe
bet ween ten

and el even every norning, to drink your 'norning

cof fee' and spend

your half-hour or so in that agreeable twitter of
upper - m ddl e-

class voices (' My dear, he had NI NE spades to the
ace- queen and he

went one no trump, if you please. What, ny dear, you
don't nean to

say you're paying for nmy coffee AGAIN? Oh, but ny
dear, it is

simply TOO sweet of you! Now tomorrow I shall SIMPLY
I NSI ST upon

payi ng for yours. And just LOOK at dear little Toto
sitting up and

| ooking such a CLEVER little man with his little



bl ack nose

wi ggling, and he woul d, would he, the darling duck,
he woul d, he

woul d, and his nmother would give hima l[unp of sugar,
she woul d,

she would. THERE, Toto!'), was to be definitely out
of Knype Hill

society. The Rector in his acid way ni cknamed t hese
ladies 'the

coffee brigade'. dCose to the col ony of
sham pi cturesque vill as

i nhabited by the coffee brigade, but cut off from
themby its

| arger grounds, was The Grange, Mss Mayfill's house.
It was a

curious, machicolated, inmtation castle of dark red
brick--

somebody's Folly, built about 1870--and fortunately
al most hi dden

anmong dense shrubberi es.

The Rectory stood half way up the hill, with its face
to the church
and its back to the High Street. It was a house of

t he wong age,

i nconveniently large, and faced with chronically
peeling yell ow

pl aster. Sone earlier Rector had added, at one side,
a |l arge

gr eenhouse whi ch Dorothy used as a workroom but

whi ch was

constantly out of repair. The front garden was
choked with ragged

fir-trees and a great spreading ash whi ch shadowed
the front roons

and made it inpossible to grow any flowers. There
was a |l arge

veget abl e garden at the back. Proggett did the heavy
di ggi ng of

the garden in the spring and autum, and Dorothy did
t he sow ng,

pl anting, and weeding in such spare tine as she could
command; in



spite of which the vegetabl e garden was usual ly an
i mpenetrabl e
jungl e of weeds.

Dor ot hy junped off her bicycle at the front gate,
upon whi ch some

of ficious person had stuck a poster inscribed 'Vote
for Blifil-

CGordon and Hi gher Wages!' (There was a by-el ection
goi ng on, and

M Blifil-Gordon was standing in the Conservative
interest.) As

Dor ot hy opened the front door she saw two letters
lying on the worn

coconut mat. One was fromthe Rural Dean, and the
other was a

nasty, thin-looking letter from Catkin & Palm her
father's

clerical tailors. It was a bill undoubtedly. The
Rect or had

foll owed his usual practice of collecting the letters
t hat

interested himand | eaving the others. Dorothy was
j ust bendi ng

down to pick up the letters, when she saw, with a
horrid shock of

di smay, an unstanped envel ope sticking to the letter
flap.

It was a bill--for certain it was a bill! Moreover
as soon as she

set eyes on it she "knew that it was that horrible
bill from

Cargill's, the butcher's. A sinking feeling passed
t hr ough her

entrails. For a noment she actually began to pray
that it m ght

not be Cargill's bill--that it mght only be the bil
for three

and nine from Sol epi pe's, the draper's, or the bil
fromthe

International or the baker's or the dairy--anything
except



Cargill's bill! Then, mastering her panic, she took
t he envel ope

fromthe letter-flap and tore it open with a
convul si ve novenent.

'"To account rendered: L21 7S. 9d.'

This was witten in the i nnocuous handwiting of M
Cargill's

accountant. But underneath, in thick
accusi ng-1 ooking letters,

was added and heavily underlined: 'Shd. like to
bring to your

notice that this bill has been owi ng a VERY LONG
TIME. The

EARLI EST PCSSI BLE settlenment will oblige, S. Cargill.'

Dor ot hy had turned a shade pal er, and was consci ous
of not wanting

any breakfast. She thrust the bill into her pocket
and went into

the dining-room It was a smallish, dark room badly
in need of

repapering, and, |like every other roomin the
Rectory, it had the

air of having been furnished fromthe sweepings of an
anti que shop.

The furniture was 'good', but battered beyond repair,
and the

chairs were so wormeaten that you could only sit on
themin safety

if you knew their individual foibles. There were
ol d, dark,

def aced steel engravings hanging on the walls, one of
them -an

engraving of Van Dyck's portrait of Charles

| --probably of somne

value if it had not been ruined by danp.

The Rector was standing before the enpty grate,
warm ng hi nsel f at

an imaginary fire and reading a letter that cane from
a long bl ue



envel ope. He was still wearing his cassock of black
wat ered sil Kk,

whi ch set off to perfection his thick white hair and
hi s pal e,

fine, none too ami able face. As Dorothy came in he
laid the letter

aside, drew out his gold watch and scrutinized it
significantly.

I'"'mafraid |'"'ma bit late, Father.'

'Yes, Dorothy, you are A BIT LATE,' said the Rector,
repeating her

words with delicate but marked enphasis. 'You are
twel ve minutes

late, to be exact. Don't you think, Dorothy, that
when | have to

get up at a quarter past six to celebrate Holy
Communi on, and cone

hone exceedingly tired and hungry, it would be better
if you could

manage to conme to breakfast w thout being A BIT LATE?

It was clear that the Rector was in what Dorothy
cal | ed,

euphem stically, his 'unconfortable nood'. He had
one of those

weary, cultivated voices which are never definitely
angry and never

anywhere near good hunour--one of those voices which
seemal |l the

while to be saying, 'l really CANNOT see what you are
maki ng al

this fuss about!' The inpression he gave was of
suffering

perpetually from other people's stupidity and
tiresoneness.

'"I"'mso sorry, Father! | sinply had to go and ask
after Ms

Tawney.' (Ms Tawney was the 'Ms T of the 'nmeno
list'.) 'Her

baby was born I ast night, and you know she prom sed



nme she'd come

and be churched after it was born. But of course she
won't if she

thinks we aren't taking any interest in her. You
know what these

worren are--they seemso to hate being churched.
They' Il never cone

unless | coax theminto it.'

The Rector did not actually grunt, but he uttered a
smal |

di ssatisfied sound as he noved towards the breakfast
table. It was

i ntended to nmean, first, that it was Ms Tawney's
duty to conme and

be churched w thout Dorothy's coaxing; secondly, that
Dor ot hy had

no business to waste her tine visiting all the
riffraff of the

town, especially before breakfast. Ms Tawney was a
| abourer's

wife and lived in partibus infidelium north of the
H gh Street.

The Rector laid his hand on the back of his chair,
and, wi thout

speaki ng, cast Dorothy a glance which nmeant: 'Are we
ready NOAP

O are there to be any MORE del ays?'

"I think everything's here, Father,' said Dorothy.
"Perhaps if
you'd just say grace--'

' Benedi ctus benedicat,' said the Rector, lifting the
worn silver

coverlet off the breakfast dish. The silver
coverlet, like the

silver-gilt marmal ade spoon, was a family heirl oom

t he kni ves and

forks, and nost of the crockery, came from

Wol worths. ' Bacon

again, | see,' the Rector added, eyeing the three

m nute rashers



that lay curled up on squares of fried bread.

"It's all we've got in the house, I'mafraid,’
Dor ot hy sai d.

The Rector picked up his fork between finger and
thunmb, and with a

very delicate novenent, as though playing at
spill'ikins, turned one

of the rashers over.

"I know, of course,' he said, 'that bacon for
breakfast is an

English institution alnost as old as parliamentary
government. But

still, don't you think we m ght OCCASI ONALLY have a
change,

Dor ot hy?

'Bacon's so cheap now,' said Dorothy regretfully.

"It seenms a sin

not to buy it. This was only fivepence a pound, and
| saw sone

qui te decent -1 ooki ng bacon as | ow as threepence.’

' Ah, Danish, | suppose? Wat a variety of Danish

i nvasi ons we have

had in this country! First with fire and sword, and
now with their

abom nabl e cheap bacon. Wi ch has been responsible
for the nore

deat hs, | wonder?

Feeling a little better after this witticism the
Rector settled

hinself in his chair and made a fairly good breakfast
off the

despi sed bacon, while Dorothy (she was not having any
bacon this

nor ni ng- -a penance she had set herself yesterday for
sayi ng ' Dam'

and idling for half an hour after |unch) meditated
upon a good



conversati onal opening.

There was an unspeakably hateful job in front of
her--a denand for

nmoney. At the very best of tinmes getting noney out
of her father

was next door to inpossible, and it was obvious that
thi s norning

he was going to be even nore "difficult' than usual
"Difficult’

was anot her of her euphem snms. He's had bad news, |
suppose, she

t hought despondently, |ooking at the blue envel ope.

Probably no one who had ever spoken to the Rector for
as long as

ten mnutes would have denied that he was a
"difficult' kind of

man. The secret of his alnost unfailing ill hunour
really lay in

the fact that he was an anachronism He ought never
to have been

born into the nmodern world; its whol e atmosphere

di sgust ed and

infuriated him A couple of centuries earlier, a
happy pl urali st

writing poens or collecting fossils while curates at
40 pounds a

year administered his parishes, he would have been
perfectly at

hone. Even now, if he had been a richer man, he m ght
have consol ed

hi nsel f by shutting the twentieth century out of his
consci ousness.

But to live in past ages is very expensive; you can't
do it on less

than two thousand a year. The Rector, tethered by
his poverty to

the age of Lenin and the Daily Miil, was kept in a
state of chronic

exasperation which it was only natural that he should
work of f on

t he person nearest to him-usually, that is, on



Dor ot hy.

He had been born in 1871, the younger son of the
younger son of a

baronet, and had gone into the Church for the

out noded reason that

the Church is the traditional profession for younger
sons. His

first cure had been in a large, slummy parish in East
London--a

nasty, hooliganish place it had been, and he | ooked
back on it with

| oathing. Even in those days the | ower class (as he
made a poi nt

of calling them) were getting decidedly out of hand.
It was a

little better when he was curate-in-charge at sone
renote place in

Kent (Dorothy had been born in Kent), where the
decently down-

trodden villagers still touched their hats to
"parson'. But by

that time he had married, and his marriage had been
di abolically

unhappy; noreover, because clergynen nmust not quarre
with their

Wi ves, its unhappi ness had been secret and therefore
ten tinmes

worse. He had cone to Knype Hill in 1908, aged
thirty-seven and

with a tenper incurably soured--a tenper which had
ended by

al i enating every man, wonman, and child in the parish

It was not that he was a bad priest, nmerely AS a
priest. In his

purely clerical duties he was scrupul ously
correct--perhaps a

little too correct for a Low Church East Anglian
parish. He

conducted his services with perfect taste, preached
admi r abl e

sernons, and got up at unconfortable hours of the



nmorning to

cel ebrate Holy Comuni on every Wednesday and Fri day.
But that a

cl ergyman has any duties outside the four walls of
the church was a

thing that had never seriously occurred to him
Unable to afford a

curate, he left the dirty work of the parish entirely
to his wife,

and after her death (she died in 1921) to Dor ot hy.
Peopl e used to

say, spitefully and untruly, that he would have | et
Dor ot hy preach

his sermons for himif it had been possible. The

"l ower cl asses'

had grasped fromthe first what was his attitude
towards them and

if he had been a rich nman they woul d probably have
licked his

boots, according to their custom as it was, they
nmerely hated him

Not that he cared whether they hated himor not, for
he was | argely

unaware of their existence. But even with the upper
cl asses he had

got on no better. Wth the County he had quarrelled
one by one,

and as for the petty gentry of the town, as the
grandson of a

baronet he despised them and was at no pains to hide
it. In

twenty-three years he had succeeded in reducing the
congregati on of

St Athel stan's from six hundred to sonethi ng under
two hundr ed.

This was not solely due to personal reasons. It was
al so because

t he ol d-fashioned Hi gh Anglicanismto which the
Rector obstinately

clung was of a kind to annoy all parties in the

pari sh about

equal ly. Nowadays, a clergyman who wants to keep his



congr egati on

has only two courses open to him Either it must be
Angl o-

Cat holici smpure and sinple--or rather, pure and not
simple; or he

nmust be daringly nmodern and broad-nmi nded and preach
conforting

sernons proving that there is no Hell and all good
religions are

the sane. The Rector did neither. On the one hand,
he had the

deepest contenpt for the Anglo-Catholic novenent. It
had passed

over his head, |eaving himabsol utely untouched;
'"Roman Fever' was

his name for it. On the other hand, he was too
"high' for the

ol der menmbers of his congregation. Fromtine to tine
he scared

them al nost out of their wits by the use of the fatal
wor d

"Catholic', not only in its sanctified place in the
Creeds, but

also fromthe pulpit. Naturally the congregation

dwi ndl ed year by

year, and it was the Best People who were the first
to go. Lord

Pockt horne of Pockthorne Court, who owned a fifth of
the county, M

Leavis, the retired | eather merchant, Sir Edward
Huson of Crabtree

Hal |, and such of the petty gentry as owned
notor-cars, had all

deserted St Athelstan's. Mst of them drove over on
Sunday

nmornings to M I 1| borough, five mles away.

M || borough was a town

of five thousand inhabitants, and you had your choice
of two

churches, St Ednund's and St Wedekind's. St Ednmund's
was

Moder ni st--text from Bl ake's ' Jerusal emi bl azoned
over the altar,



and comuni on wi ne out of |iqueur glasses--and St
Wedeki nd' s was

Angl o-Catholic and in a state of perpetual guerrilla
warfare with

the Bishop. But M Canmeron, the secretary of the
Knype Hil

Conservative Club, was a Roman Catholic convert, and
his children

were in the thick of the Roman Catholic literary
nmovement. They

were said to have a parrot which they were teaching
to say 'Extra

ecclesiamnulla salus'. |In effect, no one of any
st andi ng remai ned

true to St Athelstan's, except Mss Muyfill, of The
Grange. Mbst

of Mss Mayfill's noney was bequeathed to the

Church--so she said;

meanwhi | e, she had never been known to put nore than
si xpence in

the coll ection bag, and she seened likely to go on
living for ever.

The first ten mnutes of breakfast passed in conplete
si | ence.

Dorothy was trying to summon up courage to
speak- - obvi ously she had

got to start SOMVE ki nd of conversation before raising
t he noney-

guestion--but her father was not an easy man with
whom t o make

small talk. At times he would fall into such deep
fits of

abstraction that you could hardly get himto listen
to you; at

other times he was all too attentive, |istened
carefully to what

you said and then pointed out, rather wearily, that

it was not

worth saying. Polite platitudes--the weather, and so
forth--

generally noved himto sarcasm Nevert hel ess,
Dor ot hy deci ded to



try the weather first.

"It's a funny kind of day, isn't it?" she
sai d- -aware, even as she
made it, of the inanity of this remark.

"WHAT is funny?' inquired the Rector

"Well, | mean, it was so cold and misty this norning,
and now t he
sun's come out and it's turned quite fine.'

'"I'S there anything particularly funny about that?

That was no good, obviously. He MJIST have had bad
news, she
t hought. She tried again.

"I do wish you'd come out and have a | ook at the
things in the back

garden sone time, Father. The runner beans are doing
so spl endi dl y!

The pods are going to be over a foot long. |'m going
to keep all

the best of themfor the Harvest Festival, of course.
| thought it

woul d ook so nice if we decorated the pulpit with
f est oons of

runner beans and a few tomatoes hangi ng i n anong
them'

This was a faux pas. The Rector |ooked up fromhis
plate with an
expressi on of profound distaste.

"My dear Dorothy,' he said sharply, 'IS it necessary
to begin
worryi ng me about the Harvest Festival already?

"I"'msorry, Father!' said Dorothy, disconcerted. "I
didn't nmean to
worry you. | just thought--'



'Do you suppose', proceeded the Rector, 'it is any

pl easure to ne

to have to preach nmy sernon anmpong festoons of runner
beans? | am

not a greengrocer. It quite puts nme off ny breakfast
to think of

it. Wwen is the wetched thing due to happen?

"It's Septenmber the sixteenth, Father.'

"That's nearly a nmonth hence. For Heaven's sake |et
me forget it

alittle longer! | suppose we nmust have this
ridi cul ous busi ness

once a year to tickle the vanity of every amateur
gardener in the

parish. But don't let's think of it nmore than is
absol utely

necessary.'

The Rector had, as Dorothy ought to have remenbered,
a perfect

abhorrence of Harvest Festivals. He had even lost a
val uabl e

pari shioner--a M Toagis, a surly retired market

gar dener - -t hr ough

his dislike, as he said, of seeing his church dressed
up to inmtate

a coster's stall. M Toagis, anima naturaliter
Nonconf ormi sti ca,

had been kept ' Church' solely by the privilege, at
Harvest Festi val

time, of decorating the side altar with a sort of

St onehenge

conposed of gigantic vegetable marrows. The previous
sunmer he had

succeeded in growing a perfect |eviathan of a
punpkin, a fiery red

thing so enornmous that it took two men to lift it.
Thi s nonstrous

obj ect had been placed in the chancel, where it

dwar fed the altar

and took all the colour out of the east window In



no matter what

part of the church you were standing, the punpkin, as
t he sayi ng

goes, hit you in the eye. M Toagis was in raptures.
He hung

about the church at all hours, unable to tear hinself
away from his

adored punpkin, and even bringing relays of friends
into admre

it. Fromthe expression of his face you woul d have

t hought that he

was quoting Wordsworth on Westm nster Bridge:

Earth has not any thing to show nore fair:
Dull would he be of soul who coul d pass by
A sight so touching in its mgjesty!

Dor ot hy even had hopes, after this, of getting himto
cone to Holy

Conmuni on. But when the Rector saw the punpkin he
was seriously

angry, and ordered 'that revolting thing' to be
renoved at once.

M Toagis had instantly 'gone chapel', and he and his
heirs were

lost to the Church for ever

Dor ot hy deci ded to make one final attenpt at
conversation

"W're getting on with the costunes for Charles I,’
she said. (The

Church School children were rehearsing a play
entitled Charles | in

aid of the organ fund.) 'But | do wish we'd chosen
sonmething a bit

easier. The arnour is a dreadful job to make, and
I'"mafraid the

jackboots are going to be worse. | think next tine
we nust really

have a Roman or G eek play. Something where they



only have to wear
t ogas.'

This elicited only another muted grunt fromthe
Rector. School

pl ays, pageants, bazaars, junble sales, and concerts
in aid of were

not quite so bad in his eyes as Harvest Festivals,
but he did not

pretend to be interested in them They were
necessary evils, he

used to say. At this nonent Ellen, the maidservant,
pushed open

t he door and cane gauchely into the roomw th one

| arge, scaly hand

hol di ng her sacking apron agai nst her belly. She was
atall,

round-shoul dered girl with nouse-coloured hair, a

pl ai ntive voice

and a bad conpl exi on, and she suffered chronically
from eczema.

Her eyes flitted apprehensively towards the Rector
but she

addressed herself to Dorothy, for she was too nuch
afraid of the

Rector to speak to himdirectly.

'Pl ease, Mss--' she began

'Yes, Ellen?

'Please, Mss,' went on Ellen plaintively, 'M
Porter's in the

ki tchen, and he says, please could the Rector cone
round and

baptize Ms Porter's baby? Because they don't think
as it's going

to live the day out, and it ain't been baptized yet,
M ss.

Dorothy stood up. 'Sit down,' said the Rector
promptly, with his
mouth full.



"What do they think is the matter with the baby?
sai d Dor ot hy.

"Well, Mss, it's turning quite black. And it's had
di arr hoea
somet hing cruel .’

The Rector enptied his nouth with an effort. 'Mist |
have t hese

di sgusting details while | ameating ny breakfast?
he excl ai ned.

He turned on Ellen: 'Send Porter about his business
and tell him

['"lI'l be round at his house at twelve o'clock. |

real ly cannot

think why it is that the |ower classes always seemto
choose

neal times to come pestering one,' he added, casting
anot her

irritated gl ance at Dorothy as she sat down.

M Porter was a | abouring man--a bricklayer, to be
exact. The

Rector's views on baptismwere entirely sound. If it
had been

urgently necessary he woul d have wal ked twenty m | es
t hr ough snow

to baptize a dying baby. But he did not like to see
Dor ot hy

proposing to | eave the breakfast table at the call of
a common

bri ckl ayer.

There was no further conversation during breakfast.
Dorot hy' s

heart was sinking |lower and | ower. The demand for
nmoney had got to

be made, and yet it was perfectly obvious that it was
foredooned to

failure. H's breakfast finished, the Rector got up
fromthe table

and began to fill his pipe fromthe tobacco-jar on



t he nmant el pi ece.

Dorothy uttered a short prayer for courage, and then
pi nched

herself. Go on, Dorothy! Qut with it! No funking,
pl ease! Wth

an effort she mastered her voice and said:

' Fat her - -

"What is it?" said the Rector, pausing with the match
in his hand.

"Father, |'ve sonething I want to ask you. Sonething
i mportant."'

The expression of the Rector's face changed. He had
di vi ned

instantly what she was going to say; and, curiously
enough, he now

| ooked less irritable than before. A stony cal mhad
settl ed upon

his face. He looked like a rather exceptionally

al oof and

unhel pful sphi nx.

"Now, ny dear Dorothy, | know very well what you are
going to say.

| suppose you are going to ask ne for noney again.
Is that it?

'Yes, Father. Because--'

"Wll, | may as well save you the trouble. | have no
nmoney at all--

absolutely no noney at all until next quarter. You
have had your

al l owance, and I can't give you a hal f penny nore.
It's quite

usel ess to come worrying ne now.'

'But, Father--'

Dorothy's heart sank yet |lower. What was worst of



all when she

cane to himfor nmoney was the terrible, unhelpfu
cal mess of his

attitude. He was never so unnoved as when you were
rem ndi ng him

that he was up to his eyes in debt. Apparently he
coul d not

understand that tradesnen occasionally want to be
pai d, and that no

house can be kept going wi thout an adequate supply of
nmoney. He

al | owed Dorot hy ei ghteen pounds a nmonth for all the
househol d

expenses, including Ellen's wages, and at the sane
ti ne he was

‘dainty' about his food and instantly detected any
falling off in

its quality. The result was, of course, that the
househol d was

perennially in debt. But the Rector paid not the
smal | est

attention to his debts--indeed, he was hardly even
aware of them

When he | ost noney over an investment, he was deeply
agitated; but

as for a debt to a nere tradesman--well, it was the
ki nd of thing

that he sinmply could not bother his head about.

A peaceful plune of snoke floated upwards fromthe
Rector's pipe.

He was gazing with a neditative eye at the stee
engravi ng of

Charles | and had probably forgotten al ready about
Dor ot hy' s demand

for noney. Seeing himso unconcerned, a pang of
desperation went

t hr ough Dor ot hy, and her courage canme back to her
She said nore

sharply than before:

'Father, please listen to ne! | MJST have sonme noney
soon! |



simply MUST! W can't go on as we're doing. W owe
noney to

nearly every tradesman in the town. |It's got so that
Some nor ni ngs

| can hardly bear to go down the street and think of
all the bills

that are owing. Do you know that we owe Cargil
nearly twenty-two

pounds?

"What of it?' said the Rector between puffs of snoke

"But the bill's been nounting up for over seven
nont hs! He's sent
it in over and over again. W MJST pay it! 1It's so

unfair to him
to keep himwaiting for his noney like that!'

' Nonsense, mny dear child! These people expect to be
kept waiting

for their money. They like it. It brings them nore
in the end.

Goodness knows how nmuch | owe to Catkin & Palm-|
shoul d hardly

care to inquire. They are dunning ne by every post.
But you don't

hear ME conpl ai ni ng, do you?'

"But, Father, | can't look at it as you do, | can't!
It's so

dreadful to be always in debt! Even if it isn't
actual ly wong,

it's so HATEFUL. It makes ne so ashaned! Wien | go
into Cargill's

shop to order the joint, he speaks to nme so shortly
and nakes ne

wait after the other custoners, all because our
bill's mounting up

the whole tine. And yet | daren't stop ordering from
him |

believe he'd run us inif | did.'

The Rector frowned. 'What! Do you nean to say the



fell ow has been
i mpertinent to you?

"I didn't say he'd been inpertinent, Father. But you
can't bl ane
himif he's angry when his bill's not paid.’

"I nmost certainly can blame him It is sinply
abomi nabl e how t hese

peopl e take it upon thensel ves to behave
nowadays- - abom nabl e!  But

there you are, you see. That is the kind of thing
that we are

exposed to in this delightful century. That is
denocracy- -

PROGRESS, as they are pleased to call it. Don't
order fromthe

fellow again. Tell himat once that you are taking
your account

el sewhere. That's the only way to treat these
peopl e.

"But, Father, that doesn't settle anything. Really
and truly,

don't you think we ought to pay hin? Surely we can
get hold of the

noney sonehow? Couldn't you sell out some shares, or
sonet hi ng?'

"My dear child, don't talk to me about selling out
shares! | have

just had the nopst disagreeable news from ny broker
He tells me

that nmy Sumatra Tin shares have dropped from seven
and fourpence to

six and a penny. It nmeans a | oss of nearly sixty
pounds. | am

telling himto sell out at once before they drop any
further.

"Then if you sell out you'll have sonme ready noney,
won't you?
Don't you think it would be better to get out of debt



once and for
al | ?

' Nonsense, nonsense,' said the Rector nore calnly
putting his pipe

back in his nmouth. ' You know nothi ng what ever about
these matters.

I shall have to reinvest at once in something nore
hopeful --it's

the only way of getting my noney back.'

Wth one thunmb in the belt of his cassock he frowned
abstractedly

at the steel engraving. H's broker had advi sed
United Cel anese.

Here--in Sumatra Tin, United Cel anese, and nunberl ess
ot her renote

and dimy imagi ned conpani es--was the central cause
of the Rector's

nmoney troubles. He was an inveterate ganbler. Not,
of course

that he thought of it as ganbling; it was nerely a
lifel ong search

for a 'good investnment'. On com ng of age he had

i nherited four

t housand pounds, which had gradual |y dw ndl ed, thanks
to his

"investnents', to about twelve hundred. What was

Wor se, every year

he managed to scrape together, out of his mserable

i ncone, anot her

fifty pounds which vani shed by the sane road. It is
a curious fact

that the lure of a 'good investnent' seens to haunt
cl ergynmen nore

persistently than any other class of man. Perhaps it
is the nmodern

equi val ent of the denmons in femal e shape who used to
haunt the

anchorites of the Dark Ages.

"I shall buy five hundred United Cel anese,' said the
Rector finally.



Dor ot hy began to give up hope. Her father was now
t hi nking of his

"investnents' (she new nothing whatever about these
"investnents',

except that they went wong wth phenonena
regularity), and in

anot her monent the question of the shop-debts would
have sli pped

entirely out of his mind. She made a final effort.

"Father, let's get this settled, please. Do you
think you'll be

able to let ne have sone extra noney fairly soon?
Not this nonent,

per haps--but in the next nonth or two?

'"No, ny dear, | don't. About Christmas tine,
possibly--it's very

unlikely even then. But for the present, certainly
not. | haven't

a hal fpenny | can spare.’

"But, Father, it's so horrible to feel we can't pay
our debts! It

di sgraces us so! Last time M Wl wn-Foster was
here' (M Wl wn-

Foster was the Rural Dean) 'Ms Wl wn-Foster was
going all round

t he town asking everyone the nost personal questions
about us--

aski ng how we spent our tine, and how much noney we
had, and how

many tons of coal we used in a year, and everything.
She' s al ways

trying to pry into our affairs. Suppose she found
out that we were

badly in debt!’

"Surely it is our own business? | fail entirely to
see what it has
to do with Ms Wl wyn-Foster or anyone el se.'



"But she'd repeat it all over the place--and she'd
exaggerate it

too! You know what Ms Welwn-Foster is. 1In every
pari sh she goes

to she tries to find out something disgraceful about
t he cl ergyman,

and then she repeats every word of it to the Bishop.
| don't want

to be uncharitable about her, but really she--'

Real i zi ng that she DI D want to be uncharitabl e,
Dor ot hy was silent.

"She is a detestable woman,' said the Rector evenly.
"What of it?

Who ever heard of a Rural Dean's wi fe who wasn't

det est abl e?'

"But, Father, | don't seemto be able to get you to
see how serious

things are! W've sinply nothing to live on for the
next nonth. |

don't even know where the nmeat's com ng fromfor
today's di nner.'

' Luncheon, Dorothy, luncheon!' said the Rector with a
touch of

irritation. 'l do wi sh you would drop that

abom nabl e | ower -cl ass

habit of calling the m dday neal DI NNER''

' For luncheon, then. Were are we to get the neat
fron? | daren't
ask Cargill for another joint.'

'"Go to the other butcher--what's his nanme?
Sal ter--and take no

notice of Cargill. He knows he'll be paid sooner or
|ater. Good

gracious, | don't know what all this fuss is about!
Doesn' t

everyone owe noney to his tradesnen? | distinctly

renenber' --the



Rector straightened his shoulders a little, and,
putting his pipe

back into his mouth, |ooked into the distance; his
voi ce becane

rem ni scent and perceptibly nore agreeable--"I

di stinctly remenber

that when | was up at Oxford, ny father had still not
pai d some of

his own Oxford bills of thirty years earlier. Ton
(Tomwas the

Rector's cousin, the Baronet) 'owed seven thousand
bef ore he came

into his nmoney. He told ne so hinself.'

At that, Dorothy's |ast hope vani shed. Wen her
father began to

tal k about his cousin Tom and about things that had
happened ' when

| was up at Oxford', there was nothing nore to be
done with him

It neant that he had slipped into an imagi nary gol den
past in which

such vul gar things as butchers' bills sinply did not
exist. There

were | ong periods together when he seened actually to
forget that

he was only a poverty-stricken country Rector--that
he was not a

young man of famly with estates and reversions at
hi s back. The

aristocratic, the expensive attitude was the one that
in all

ci rcunst ances cane the nost naturally to him And of
course while

he lived, not unconfortably, in the world of his

i magi nation, it

was Dorothy who had to fight the tradesnen and nake a
l eg of mutton

| ast from Sunday to Wednesday. But she knew the
conpl ete

usel essness of arguing with himany longer. It would
only end in

maki ng hi mangry. She got up fromthe table and



began to pile the
breakfast things on to the tray.

"You're absolutely certain you can't |let me have any
noney,

Father?' she said for the last tine, at the door
with the tray in

her arns.

The Rector, gazing into the m ddle distance, anid
confortabl e

wr eat hs of smoke, did not hear her. He was thinking,
per haps, of

his gol den Oxford days. Dorothy went out of the room
di stressed

al nost to the point of tears. The niserable question
of the debts

was once nore shelved, as it had been shelved a

t housand tinmes

before, with no prospect of final solution

On her elderly bicycle with the basketwork carrier on
t he handl e-

bars, Dorothy free-wheeled down the hill, doing
nmental arithmetic

wi th three pounds nineteen and fourpence--her entire
stock of mnoney

until next quarter-day.

She had been through the list of things that were
needed in the

kitchen. But indeed, was there anything that was NOT
needed in the

kitchen? Tea, coffee, soap, matches, candl es, sugar
lentils,

firewdod, soda, lanmp oil, boot polish, nmargarine,
baki ng powder - -

there seened to be practically nothing that they were



not runni ng

short of. And at every nmonent sone fresh itemthat
she had

forgotten popped up and di smayed her. The | aundry
bill, for

exanpl e, and the fact that the coal was running
short, and the

qguestion of the fish for Friday. The Rector was
"difficult' about

fish. Roughly speaking, he would only eat the nore
expensi ve

ki nds; cod, whiting, sprats, skate, herrings, and
ki ppers he

refused.

Meanwhi | e, she had got to settle about the meat for
t oday' s di nner- -

[ uncheon. (Dorothy was careful to obey her father
and call it

LUNCHEQON, when she renmenbered it. On the other hand,
you coul d not

in honesty call the evening meal anything but
'supper'; so there

was no such meal as 'dinner' at the Rectory.) Better
make an

onelette for luncheon today, Dorothy decided. She
dared not go to

Cargill again. Though, of course, if they had an
onel ette for

| uncheon and then scranbl ed eggs for supper, her
father would

probably be sarcastic about it. Last time they had
eggs twice in

one day, he had inquired coldly, 'Have you started a
chi cken farm

Dor ot hy?' And perhaps tonorrow she would get two
pounds of

sausages at the International, and that staved off
the neat -

guestion for one day nore.

Thirty-nine further days, with only three pounds
ni net een and



fourpence to provide for them |ooned up in Dorothy's
i magi nati on

sendi ng through her a wave of self-pity which she
checked al nost

instantly. Now then, Dorothy! No snivelling,

pl ease! It all

cones right somehow if you trust in God. Matthew vi,
25. The Lord

will provide. WII He? Dorothy renmoved her right
hand fromthe

handl e-bars and felt for the gl ass-headed pin, but

t he bl asphenous

t hought faded. At this nonent she becane aware of
the gl oony red

face of Proggett, who was hailing her respectfully
but urgently

fromthe side of the road.

Dor ot hy stopped and got off her bicycle.

' Beg pardon, Mss,' said Proggett. 'I been wanting
to speak to
you, M ss--PARTIC LAR

Dor ot hy sighed inwardly. Wen Proggett wanted to
speak to you

PARTI C LAR, you could be perfectly certain what was
comng; it was

some piece of alarm ng news about the condition of
the church.

Proggett was a pessinistic, conscientious nan, and
very | oyal

churchman, after his fashion. Too dimof intellect
to have any

definite religious beliefs, he showed his piety by an
i ntense

solicitude about the state of the church buil di ngs.
He had deci ded

| ong ago that the Church of Christ neant the actua
wal |'s, roof,

and tower of St Athelstan's, Knype Hill, and he would
poke round

the church at all hours of the day, gloomly noting a



cracked stone

here, a worm eaten beam there--and afterwards, of
course, coming to

harass Dorothy with demands for repairs which would
cost inpossible

suns of noney.

"What is it, Proggett? said Dorothy.

"Wll, Mss, it's they --'--here a peculiar

i nperfect sound, not a

word exactly, but the ghost of a word, all but forned
itself on

Proggett's lips. It seemed to begin with a B
Proggett was one of

those nen who are for ever on the verge of swearing
but who al ways

recapture the oath as it is escaping between their
teeth. 'It's

they BELLS, Mss,' he said, getting rid of the B
sound with an

effort. 'They bells up in the church tower. They're
a-splintering

t hrough that there belfry floor in a way as it makes

you fair

shudder to look at '"em W'Ill have 'em down atop of
us before we

know where we are. | was up the belfry 'snorning,

and | tell you I
cone down faster'n | went up, when | saw how t hat
there floor's a-

busti ng underneath

em

Proggett cane to conplain about the condition of the
bells not |ess

than once a fortnight. It was now three years that

t hey had been

lying on the floor of the belfry, because the cost of
ei t her

reswi ngi ng or renoving themwas estimated at
twenty-five pounds,

whi ch nmight as well have been twenty-five thousand
for all the



chance there was of paying for it. They were really
al nost as

dangerous as Proggett made out. It was quite certain
that, if not

this year or next year, at any rate at some tinme in
the near

future, they would fall through the belfry floor into
the church

porch. And, as Proggett was fond of pointing out, it
woul d

pr obably happen on a Sunday norning just as the
congregation were

com ng into church

Dor ot hy si ghed again. Those wetched bells were
never out of mnd

for long; there were tines when the thought of their
falling even

got into her dreanms. There was al ways some trouble
or other at the

church. If it was not the belfry, then it was the
roof or the

wal I's; or it was a broken pew which the carpenter
wanted ten

shillings to mend; or it was seven hymn- books needed
at one and

si xpence each, or the flue of the stove choked
up--and the sweep's

fee was half a crown--or a smashed w ndow pane or the
choi r - boys'

cassocks in rags. There was never enough noney for
anything. The

new organ whi ch the rector had insisted on buying
five years

earlier--the old one, he said, rem nded himof a cow
with the

ast hma--was a burden under which the Church Expenses
fund had been

st aggering ever since.

"I don't know WHAT we can do,' said Dorothy finally;
"I really
don't. We've sinply no noney at all. And even if we



do make

anyt hi ng out of the school-children's play, it's al
got to goto

the organ fund. The organ people are really getting
quite nasty

about their bill. Have you spoken to ny father?
'Yes, Mss. He don't nmake nothing of it. "Belfry's
held up five

hundred years,
a few years
| onger. ™'

he says; "we can trust it to hold up

This was quite according to precedent. The fact that
the church

was visibly collapsing over his head nade no

i mpressi on on the

Rector; he sinmply ignored it, as he ignored anything
el se that he

did not wish to be worried about.

"Well, | don't know WHAT we can do,"' Dor ot hy
repeated. 'O course

there's the junble sale com ng off the week after
next. |I'm

counting on Mss Mayfill to give us sonething really
NI CE for the
junble sale. | know she could afford to. She's got
such | ots of
furniture and things that she never uses. | was in

her house the

other day, and | saw a nost beautiful Lowestoft china
tea service

whi ch was put away in a cupboard, and she told ne it
hadn' t been

used for over twenty years. Just suppose she gave us
that tea

service! It would fetch pounds and pounds. W nust
just pray that

the junble sale will be a success, Proggett. Pray
that it'll bring

us five pounds at least. |'msure we shall get the

noney somehow



if we really and truly pray for it.

'Yes, Mss,' said Proggett respectfully, and shifted
his gaze to
the far distance.

At this nonment a horn hooted and a vast, gleaning
bl ue car cane

very slowy down the road, making for the High
Street. Qut of one

wi ndow M Blifil-Gordon, the Proprietor of the
sugar - beet refinery,

was thrusting a sleek black head whi ch went
remarkably ill with his

suit of sandy-coloured Harris tweed. As he passed,
i nstead of

i gnoring Dorothy as usual, he flashed upon her a
smle so warmthat

it was al nost anorous. Wth himwere his eldest son
Ral ph--or, as

he and the rest of the fanm |y pronounced it,

Wal ph- - an epi cene

yout h of twenty, given to the witing of sub-Eliot
vers libre

poens, and Lord Pockthorne's two daughters. They
were all smling,

even Lord Pockthorne's daughters. Dorothy was
astoni shed, for it

was several years since any of these people had
deigned to

recogni ze her in the street.

"M Blifil-Gordon is very friendly this norning,' she
sai d.

"Aye, Mss. 1'll be bound he is. 1It's the election
com ng on next

week, that's what 'tis. Al honey and butter they
are till they've

made sure as you'll vote for them and then they've
forgot your

very face the day afterwards.'



"Ch, the election!' said Dorothy vaguely. So renote
were such

things as parliamentary elections fromthe daily
round of parish

work that she was virtually unaware of them-hardly,
i ndeed, even

knowi ng the difference between Liberal and
Conservative or

Socialist and Communist. 'Well, Proggett,' she said,
i medi atel y

forgetting the election in favour of sonething nore
i mportant,

"I"ll speak to Father and tell himhow serious it is
about the

bells. 1 think perhaps the best thing we can do will
be to get up

a special subscription, just for the bells al one.
There's no

knowi ng, we mi ght make five pounds. W mght even
make ten pounds!

Don't you think if I went to Mss Mayfill and asked
her to start

the subscription with five pounds, she might give it
to us?

"You take ny word, Mss, and don't you let Mss
Mayfill hear

not hing about it. 1t'd scare the life out of her

I f she thought

as that tower wasn't safe, we'd never get her inside
that church

again.'

'Ch dear! | suppose not.'

'"No, Mss. W shan't get nothing out of HER the
ol d--'

A ghostly B floated once nore across Proggett's |ips.
Hs mnd a

little nore at rest now that he had delivered his
fortnightly

report upon the bells, he touched his cap and



departed, while

Dorothy rode on into the Hgh Street, with the twin
probl ens of the

shop-debts and the Church Expenses pursuing one
anot her through her

mnd like the twin refrains of a villanelle.

The still watery sun, now playing hi de-and-seek
April -wi se, anmpbng

wool Iy islets of cloud, sent an oblique beam down the
H gh Street,

gilding the house-fronts of the northern side. It
was one of those

sl eepy, ol d-fashioned streets that | ook so ideally
peaceful on a

casual visit and so very different when you live in
them and have

an eneny or a creditor behind every window. The only
definitely

of fensi ve buildings were Ye O de Tea Shoppe (plaster
front with

sham beans nailed on to it, bottle-glass w ndows and
revol ting

curly roof like that of a Chinese joss-house), and
the new, Doric-

pillared post office. After about two hundred yards
the Hi gh

Street forked, formng a tiny market-place, adorned
with a punp,

now defunct, and a wormeaten pair of stocks. n

ei ther side of

t he punp stood the Dog and Bottle, the principal inn
of the town,

and the Knype Hill Conservative Club. At the end,
conmandi ng t he

street, stood Cargill's dreaded shop

Dor ot hy canme round the corner to a terrific din of
cheeri ng,

mngled with the strains of 'Rule Britannia' played
on the

trombone. The normally sleepy street was black with
peopl e, and



nore people were hurrying fromall the sidestreets.
Evidently a

sort of triunphal procession was taking place. Right
across the

street, fromthe roof of the Dog and Bottle to the
roof of the

Conservative Club, hung a line with i nnunerabl e bl ue
streaners, and

in the middl e a vast banner inscribed 'Blifil-Cordon
and the

Empire!" Towards this, between the | anes of people,
the Blifil-

Cordon car was noving at a foot-pace, with M
Blifil-Gordon smling

richly, first to one side, then to the other. In
front of the car

mar ched a detachnent of the Buffal oes, headed by an
ear nest - | ooki ng

little man playing the tronmbone, and carryi ng anong
t hem anot her

banner inscribed:

Wio' Il save Britain fromthe Reds?

BLI FI L- GORDON

Who' Il put the Beer back into your Pot?
BLI FI L- GORDON

Blifil-CGordon for ever!

From t he wi ndow of the Conservative Club floated an
enor mous Uni on

Jack, above which six scarlet faces were beani ng
ent husi astical | y.

Dor ot hy wheel ed her bicycle slowy down the street,
t oo nuch

agitated by the prospect of passing Cargill's shop
(she had got to



pass, it, to get to Sol epipe's) to take rmuch notice
of the

procession. The Blifil-Gordon car had halted for a
nonment out si de

Ye O de Tea Shoppe. Forward, the coffee brigade!
Hal f the | adies

of the town seened to be hurrying forth, with | apdogs
or shoppi ng

baskets on their arnms, to cluster about the car I|ike
Bacchant es

about the car of the vine-god. After all, an
election is

practically the only time when you get a chance of
exchangi ng

smles with the County. There were eager fem nine
cries of 'Good

luck, M Blifil-CGordon! DEAR M Blifil-Gordon! W
DO hope you'l

get in, M Blifil-Gordon!" M Blifil-Gordon's

| argesse of sniles

was unceasing, but carefully graded. To the popul ace
he gave a

di ffused, general smle, not resting on individuals;
to the coffee

| adies and the six scarlet patriots of the
Conservative Cub he

gave one snile each; to the nost favoured of all
young Wal ph gave

an occasi onal wave of the hand and a squeaky

' Cheewi o!

Dorothy's heart tightened. She had seen that M
Cargill, like the

rest of the shopkeepers, was standing on his
doorstep. He was a

tall, evil-looking man, in blue-striped apron, with a
| ean, scraped

face as purple as one of his own joints of neat that
had lain a

little too long in the window So fascinated were
Dor ot hy' s eyes

by that ominous figure that she did not | ook where
she was goi ng,



and bunped into a very l|large, stout man who was
steppi ng of f the
pavenent backwar ds.

The stout man turned round. ' Good Heavens! It's
Dor ot hy!" he
excl ai ned.

"Why, M Warburton! How extraordinary! Do you know,
| had a
feeling | was going to neet you today.'

"By the pricking of your thunbs, | presune? said M
War burt on,

beami ng all over a large, pink, M cawberish face.

" And how are

you? But by Jove!' he added, 'What need is there to
ask? You | ook

nore bew tching than ever.'

He pi nched Dorothy's bare el bow-she had changed,
after breakfast,

into a sleevel ess gi ngham frock. Dorothy stepped
hurriedly

backwards to get out of his reach--she hated being
pi nched or

ot herwi se 'maul ed about'--and said rather severely:

' PLEASE don't pinch nmy elbow. | don't like it.'

"My dear Dorothy, who could resist an el bow |ike
yours? It's the

sort of el bow one pinches automatically. A reflex
action, if you

under st and ne.'’

"When did you get back to Knype H Il ?' said Dorothy,
who had put

her bicycle between M Warburton and herself. It's
over two nonths

since |'ve seen you.'

"I got back the day before yesterday. But this is



only a flying

visit. I'moff again tomorrow. |'mtaking the kids
to Brittany.

The BASTARDS, you know.'

M War burton pronounced the word BASTARDS, at which
Dor ot hy | ooked

away in disconfort, with a touch of naive pride. He
and his

'bastards' (he had three of them) were one of the
chi ef scandal s of

Knype Hill. He was a man of independent incone,
calling hinself a

pai nter--he produced about half a dozen medi ocre

| andscapes every

year--and he had cone to Knype Hill two years earlier
and bought

one of the new villas behind the Rectory. There he
lived, or

rat her stayed periodically, in open concubinage with
a wonman whom

he call ed his housekeeper. Four nonths ago this
woman- - she was a

foreigner, a Spaniard it was said--had created a
fresh and worse

scandal by abruptly deserting him and his three
children were now

parked with some | ong-suffering relative in London

I n appear ance

he was a fine, inposing-looking man, though entirely
bal d (he was

at great pains to conceal this), and he carried
hinmself with such a

rakish air as to give the inpression that his fairly
sizeable belly

was merely a kind of annexe to his chest. H's age
was forty-eight,

and he owned to forty-four. People in the town said
that he was a

"proper old rascal'; young girls were afraid of him
not wi t hout

reason.



M Warburton had laid his hand pseudo-paternally on
Dorot hy' s

shoul der and was shepherdi ng her through the crowd,

tal king all the

whi | e al nost without a pause. The Blifil-Gordon car
havi ng

rounded t he punp, was now wending its way back, stil
acconpani ed

by its troupe of m ddl e-aged Bacchantes. M

War burton, his

attention caught, paused to scrutinize it.

"What is the neaning of these disgusting antics? he
asked.

"Ch, they're--what is it they cal
it?--electioneering. Trying to
get us to vote for them | suppose.’

"Trying to get us to vote for them Good CGod!'
murmured M

Warburton, as he eyed the triunphal cortege. He
rai sed the | arge

silver-headed cane that he always carried, and
poi nt ed, rather

expressively, first at one figure in the procession
and then at

another. 'Look at it! Just look at it! Look at

t hose fawni ng

hags, and that half-witted oaf grinning at us like a
nonkey t hat

sees a bag of nuts. Did you ever see such a

di sgusti ng spectacl e?

'"Do be careful!' Dorothy murrmured. ' Sonebody's sure
to hear you.'

'CGood!' said M Varburton, imediately raising his
voice. 'And to

t hi nk that | ow born hound actually has the

i npertinence to think

that he's pleasing us with the sight of his false
teeth! And that



suit he's wearing is an offence in itself. |Is there
a Soci al i st
candi date? |If so, | shall certainly vote for him'

Several people on the pavenent turned and stared.
Dor ot hy saw

l[ittle M Twiss, the ironnbnger, a weazened,

| eat her-col oured ol d

man, peering with veiled mal evol ence round the corner
of the rush

baskets that hung in his doorway. He had caught the
wor d

Socialist, and was mentally registering M Warburton
as a Soci ali st

and Dorothy as the friend of Socialists.

"I really MJST be getting on,' said Dorothy hastily,
feeling that

she had better escape before M Warburton said
somet hi ng even nore

tactless. 'l've got ever such a lot of shopping to
do. I'll say

good- bye for the present, then.'

"Ch, no, you won't!' said M Warburton cheerfully.
"Not a bit of
it! 1"l come with you.'

As she wheel ed her bicycle down the street he marched
at her side,

still talking, with his large chest well forward and
his stick

tucked under his arm He was a difficult man to
shake of f, and

t hough Dorothy counted himas a friend, she did
soneti nes w sh, he

bei ng the town scandal and she the Rector's daughter
that he woul d

not al ways choose the nost public places to talk to
her in. At

this nmoment, however, she was rather grateful for his
conpany,

whi ch made it appreciably easier to pass Cargill's



shop--for

Cargill was still on his doorstep and was regardi ng
her with a

si del ong, neani ng gaze.

"It was a bit of luck nmy neeting you this norning,’
M Var burton

went on. 'In fact, | was |looking for you. Who do
you think 1've

got coming to dinner with ne tonight? Bew ey--Ronald
Bew ey.

You' ve heard of him of course?

"Ronald Bew ey? No, | don't think so. Wwo is he?

"Why, dash it! Ronald Bew ey, the novelist. Author
of Fi shpool s

and Concubines. Surely you've read Fi shpools and
Concubi nes?’

"No, I'mafraid | haven't. In fact, |1'd never even
heard of it.'

"My dear Dorothy! You HAVE been negl ecting yourself.
You

certainly ought to read Fi shpools and Concubi nes.
It's hot stuff,

| assure you--real high-class pornography. Just the
ki nd of thing

you need to take the taste of the Grl Quides out of
your nmouth.'

"I do wish you wouldn't say such things!' said

Dor ot hy, | ooki ng

away unconfortably, and then i mredi ately | ooki ng back
agai n because

she had all but caught Cargill's eye. 'Were does
this M Bew ey

live?" she added. 'Not here, surely, does he?

'"No. He's conming over fromlpsw ch for dinner, and
perhaps to stay
the night. That's why |I was |ooking for you. |



t hought you mi ght
like to neet him How about your coming to dinner
toni ght ?

"I can't possibly come to dinner,' said Dorothy.

"I'"ve got

Father's supper to see to, and thousands of ot her
things. | shan't

be free till eight o' clock or after.’

"Well, come along after dinner, then. 1'd |like you

to know Bew ey.

He's an interesting fellow-very au fait with all the
Bl oonsbury

scandal, and all that. You'll enjoy neeting him
It'1l do you

good to escape fromthe church hen-coop for a few
hours."'

Dorothy hesitated. She was tenpted. To tell the
truth, she

enj oyed her occasional visits to M Warburton's house
extrenely.

But of course they were VERY occasional--once in
three or four

nmonths at the oftenest; it so obviously DIDNT DO to
associ ate too

freely with such a man. And even when she did go to
hi s house she

was careful to make sure beforehand that there was
going to be at

| east one other visitor.

Two years earlier, when M Warburton had first cone
to Knype Hill

(at that time he was posing as a wi dower with two
children; a

little later, however, the housekeeper suddenly gave
birth to a

third child in the mddle of the night), Dorothy had
met himat a

tea-party and afterwards called on him M Warburton
had gi ven



her a delightful tea, tal ked anusingly about books,
and t hen,

i medi ately after tea, sat down beside her on the
sof a and begun

maki ng love to her, violently, outrageously, even
brutally. It was

practically an assault. Dorothy was horrified al npost
out of her

wits, though not too horrified to resist. She
escaped from hi mand

took refuge on the other side of the sofa, white,

shaki ng, and
alnost in tears. M Warburton, on the other hand,
was quite

unashanmed and even seened rather anused.

' Ch, how could you, how could you?' she sobbed.

"But it appears that | couldn't,' said M Warburton
" Ch, but how could you be such a brute?

"Ch, THAT? Easily, ny child, easily. You will
under st and t hat

when you get to my age.'

In spite of this bad beginning, a sort of friendship
had grown up

between the two, even to the extent of Dorothy being
'tal ked about’

in connexion with M Warburton. |t did not take nuch
to get you
"tal ked about' in Knype HIlI. She only saw him at

long intervals

and took the greatest care never to be alone with
him but even so

he found opportunities of making casual |ove to her
But it was

done in a gentlemanly fashion; the previous

di sagreeabl e i nci dent

was not repeated. Afterwards, when he was forgiven
M Var burton

had expl ai ned that he "always tried it on" with every



presentabl e
worman he met.

"Don't you get rather a lot of snubs? Dorothy could
not help
asking him

"Ch, certainly. But |I get quite a number of
successes as well, you
know. '

Peopl e wondered soneti nes how such a girl as Dorothy
coul d consort,

even occasionally, with such a man as M Warburton
but the hold

that he had over her was the hold that the bl asphener
and evil -

liver always has over the pious. It is a fact--you
have only to

| ook about you to verify it--that the pious and the
imoral drift

naturally together. The best brothel-scenes in
literature have

been witten, w thout exception, by pious believers
or pious

unbel i evers. And of course Dorothy, born into the
twentieth

century, made a point of listening to M Warburton's
bl asphem es as

calmy as possible; it is fatal to flatter the w cked
by letting

them see that you are shocked by them Besides, she
was genui nely

fond of him He teased her and distressed her, and
yet she got

fromhim wthout being fully aware of it, a species
of synpat hy

and under st andi ng whi ch she coul d not get el sewhere.
For all his

vices he was distinctly likeable, and the shoddy
brilliance of his

conversation--QGscar W1l de seven times watered--which
she was too



i nexperienced to see through, fascinated while it
shocked her.

Perhaps, too, in this instance, the prospect of
neeting the

celebrated M Bewl ey had its effect upon her; though
certainly

Fi shponds and Concubi nes sounded |i ke the kind of
book that she

either didn't read or el se set herself heavy penances
for reading.

In London, no doubt, one would hardly cross the road
to see fifty

novel i sts; but these things appeared differently in
pl aces |ike

Knype Hill.

"Are you SURE M Bewl ey is com ng? she said.
"Quite sure. And his wife's coming as well, |
believe. Ful

chaperonage. No Tarquin and Lucrece business this

eveni ng.

"Al'l right,' said Dorothy finally; 'thanks very much.

[l cone

round- - about half past eight, | expect.'

'"Good. If you can manage to conme while it is still
daylight, so

much the better. Remenber that Ms Senprill is ny
next - door

nei ghbour. W can count on her to be on the qui vive
any tine

after sundown.'

Ms Senprill was the town scandal nonger--the npst

em nent, that is,

of the town's many scandal nongers. Having got what
he wanted (he

was constantly pestering Dorothy to cone to his house
nore often),

M Warburton said au revoir and left Dorothy to do
the renai nder of



her shoppi ng.

In the seni-gl oom of Sol epi pe's shop, she was j ust
nmovi ng away from

the counter with her two and a half yards of casenent
cl oth, when

she was aware of a |ow, nournful voice at her ear

It was Ms

Senprill. She was a slender woman of forty, with a

I ank, sall ow,

di stingui shed face, which, with her glossy dark hair
and air of

settl ed nel ancholy, gave her sonething the appearance
of a Van Dyck

portrait. Entrenched behind a pile of cretonnes near
the w ndow,

she had been wat chi ng Dorothy's conversation with M
War burt on.

Whenever you were doing sonething that you did not
particularly

want Ms Senprill to see you doing, you could trust
her to be

somewhere in the nei ghbourhood. She seenmed to have

t he power of

materializing |ike an Arabian jinneeyeh at any place
where she was

not wanted. No indiscretion, however small, escaped
her vigilance.

M Warburton used to say that she was like the four
beasts of the

Apocal ypse--'They are full of eyes, you renmenber, and
t hey rest not

ni ght nor day.'

' Dor ot hy DEAREST,' murmured Ms Senprill in the
sorrowf ul ,

af fectionate voi ce of soneone breaking a piece of bad
news as

gently as possible. 'I've been so WANTI NG to speak
to you. |'ve

somet hing sinply DREADFUL to tell you--something that
will really

HORRI FY you!'



"What is it?" said Dorothy resignedly, well know ng
what was

com ng--for Ms Senprill had only one subject of
conversation

They noved out of the shop and began to wal k down the
street,

Dor ot hy wheeling her bicycle, Ms Senprill mncing at
her side with

a delicate birdlike step and bringing her nouth

cl oser and cl oser

to Dorothy's ear as her remarks grew nore and nore
intimate.

'Do you happen to have noticed,' she began, 'that
girl who sits at

the end of the pew nearest the organ in church? A
rather PRETTY

girl, with red hair. 1've no idea what her nane is,'
added M's
Senprill, who knew the surnanme and all the Christian

nanes of every
man, woman, and child in Knype Hill.

"Molly Freeman,' said Dorothy. 'She's the niece of
Freeman t he
gr eengrocer.'

'"Ch, Molly Freeman? |s THAT her nane? |1'd often
wondered. Well--'

The delicate red nouth came closer, the nournfu

voi ce sank to a

shocked whi sper. Ms Senprill began to pour forth a
st ream of

purul ent libel involving Molly Freeman and six young
men who wor ked

at the sugar-beet refinery. After a few nmonents the
story becane

so outrageous that Dorothy, who had turned very pink
hurriedly

wi thdrew her ear fromMs Senprill's whispering |ips.



She st opped
her bicycle.

"I won't listen to such things!' she said abruptly.
"1 KNOW t hat

isn'"t true about Molly Freeman. 1t CAN T be truel
She's such a

nice quiet girl--she was one of ny very best Grl
Qui des, and she's

al ways been so good about hel ping with the church
bazaars and

everything. |'mperfectly certain she wouldn't do
such things as

you' re saying.'

" But, Dorothy DEAREST! Wen, as | told you,
actually saw with ny
own eyes . '

"I don't care! It's not fair to say such things
about peopl e.

Even if they were true it wouldn't be right to repeat
t hem

There's quite enough evil in the world w thout going
about | ooki ng

for it.'

"LOOKING for it!" sighed Ms Senprill. 'But, ny dear
Dor ot hy, as

t hough one ever wanted or NEEDED to | ook! The
trouble is that one

can't HELP seeing all the dreadful w ckedness that
goes on in this

town. '

Ms Senprill was always genuinely astonished if you
accused her of

LOCOKI NG for subjects for scandal. Nothing, she would
protest,

pai ned her nore than the spectacle of human

wi ckedness; but it was

constantly forced upon her unwilling eyes, and only a
stern sense



of duty inpelled her to nake it public. Dorothy's
remarks, so far

fromsilencing her, nerely set her tal king about the
gener al

corruption of Knype Hill, of which Molly Freeman's

m sbehavi our was

only one exanple. And so fromMlly Freeman and her
Si X young men

she proceeded to Dr Gaythorne, the town nedica

of ficer, who had

got two of the nurses at the Cottage Hospital wth
child, and then

to Ms Corn, the Town Clerk's wife, found lying in a
field dead

drunk on eau-de-Col ogne, and then to the curate at St
Wedekind's in

M I | borough, who had involved hinself in a grave
scandal with a

choirboy; and so it went on, one thing leading to
anot her. For

there was hardly a soul in the town or the
surroundi ng country

about whom Ms Senprill could not disclose sone
festering secret if

you listened to her |ong enough

It was noticeable that her stories were not only
dirty and

libellous, but they had nearly al ways some nonstrous
ti nge of

perversion about them Conpared with the ordinary
scandal nonger s

of a country town, she was Freud to Boccaccio. From
heari ng her

tal k you woul d have gathered the inpression that
Knype Hill wth

its thousand inhabitants held nore of the refinenents
of evil than

Sodom Gonorrah, and Buenos Aires put together.

| ndeed, when you

reflected upon the lives I ed by the inhabitants of
this latter-day

City of the Plain--fromthe manager of the |ocal bank



squanderi ng

his clients' noney on the children of his second and
bi ganous

marriage, to the barnmaid of the Dog and Bottle
serving drinks in

the taproom dressed only in high-heeled satin
slippers, and from

old M ss Channon, the nusic-teacher, with her secret
gin bottle and

her anonynous letters, to Maggie Wite, the baker's
daught er, who

had borne three children to her own brother--when you
consi der ed

t hese people, all, young and old, rich and poor
sunken in

nonstrous and Babyl oni an vi ces, you wondered t hat
fire did not cone

down from Heaven and consume the town forthwi th. But
if you

listened just a little longer, the catal ogue of
obscenities becane

first nonstrous and then unbearably dull. For in a
town in which

EVERYONE is either a bigam st, a pederast, or a
drug-taker, the

wor st scandal loses its sting. |In fact, Ms Senpril
was sonet hi ng

worse than a sl anderer; she was a bore.

As to the extent to which her stories were believed,
it varied. At

times the word would go round that she was a
foul - rout hed ol d cat

and everything she said was a pack of lies; at other
ti nmes one of

her accusations woul d take effect on some unfortunate
per son, who

woul d need nonths or even years to live it down. She
had certainly

been instrunmental in breaking off not [ess than half
a dozen

engagenents and starting i nnunerable quarrel s between
husbands and



W Ves.

Al this while Dorothy had been maki ng abortive
efforts to shake

Ms Senprill off. She had edged her way gradually
across the

street until she was wheeling her bicycle along the
ri ght - hand

kerb; but Ms Senprill had foll owed, whispering

wi thout cease. It

was not until they reached the end of the High Street
t hat Dor ot hy

sumoned up enough firmess to escape. She halted
and put her

right foot on the pedal of her bicycle.

"I really can't stop a nonment |onger,' she said.
"I"ve got a
t housand things to do, and I'mlate already.'

'"Ch, but, Dorothy dear! |'ve sonething else | sinply
MUST tell
you- - somet hi ng nost | MPORTANT! '

"I"'msorry--1"min such a terrible hurry. Another
time, perhaps.'

"It's about that DREADFUL M Warburton,' said Ms
Senprill hastily,

| est Dorothy shoul d escape without hearing it. 'He's
just cone

back from London, and do you know -l npst

PARTI CULARLY wanted to

tell you this--do you know, he actually--'

But here Dorothy saw that she nust make off
instantly, at no matter

what cost. She coul d i magi ne nothing nore
unconfortable than to

have to discuss M Warburton with Ms Senprill. She
nount ed her
bicycle, and with only a very brief 'Sorry--1 really

CAN T stop!'



began to ride hurriedly away.

"I wanted to tell you--he's taken up with a new
worman!' M's

Senprill cried after her, even forgetting to whisper
in her

eagerness to pass on this juicy tithit.

But Dorothy rode swiftly round the corner, not

| ooki ng back, and

pretendi ng not to have heard. An unw se thing to do,
for it did

not pay to cut Ms Semprill too short. Any
unwi I lingness to listen

to her scandals was taken as a sign of depravity, and
led to fresh

and worse scandal s being published about yourself the
nonent you

had | eft her.

As Dorothy rode homewards she had uncharitable

t houghts about Ms

Senprill, for which she duly pinched herself. Al so,
there was

anot her, rather disturbing idea which had not
occurred to her till

this moment--that Ms Senprill would certainly |learn
of her visit

to M Warburton's house this evening, and woul d

pr obabl y have

magni fied it into something scandal ous by t onorrow.
The t hought

sent a vague prenonition of evil through Dorothy's
m nd as she

junped off her bicycle at the Rectory gate, where
Silly Jack, the

town idiot, a third-grade noron with a triangul ar
scarl et face like

a strawberry, was loitering, vacantly flogging the
gatepost with a

hazel switch



It was a little after el even. The day, which, |ike
some overripe

but hopeful w dow playing at seventeen, had been
putting on

unseasonabl e April airs, had now renenbered that it
was August and

settled down to be boiling hot.

Dorothy rode into the ham et of Fennelwi ck, a nile
out of Knype

H1l. She had delivered Ms Lewin's corn-plaster

and was droppi ng

into give old Ms Pither that cutting fromthe Daily
Mai | about

angelica tea for rheumatism The sun, burning in the
cl oudl ess

sky, scorched her back through her gi ngham frock, and
t he dusty

road quivered in the heat, and the hot, flat nmeadows,
over which

even at this tine of year nunberless |arks chirruped
tiresomely,

were so green that it hurt your eyes to |look at them
It was the

kind of day that is called 'glorious' by people who
don't have to

wor k.

Dor ot hy | eaned her bicycle against the gate of the
Pithers

cottage, and took her handkerchi ef out of her bag and
wi ped her

hands, which were sweating fromthe handl e-bars. 1In
the harsh

sunl i ght her face | ooked pinched and col ourl ess. She
| ooked her

age, and sonething over, at that hour of the norning.
Thr oughout

her day--and in general it was a seventeen-hour



day- - she had

regul ar, alternating periods of tiredness and energy;
the middl e of

t he norni ng, when she was doing the first instal nent
of the day's

'visiting', was one of the tired periods.

"Visiting', because of the distances she had to

bi cycl e from house

to house, took up nearly half of Dorothy's day.
Every day of her

life, except on Sundays, she made from half a dozen
to a dozen

visits at parishioners' cottages. She penetrated
into cranped

interiors and sat on lunpy, dust-diffusing chairs
gossiping with

overwor ked, bl owsy housew ves; she spent hurried
hal f - hours giving

a hand with the mending and the ironing, and read
chapters fromthe

Cospel s, and readjusted bandages on 'bad | egs', and
condol ed with

sufferers from norni ng-si ckness; she played

ri de-a-cock-horse with

sour-snelling children who grinmed the bosom of her
dress with their

sticky little fingers; she gave advice about ailing
aspi di stras,

and suggested names for babies, and drank 'nice cups
of tea

i nnurrer abl e--for the working women al ways want ed her
to have a

"nice cup of tea', out of the teapot endlessly

st ew ng.

Much of it was profoundly di scouraging work. Few,
very few, of the

worren seened to have even a conception of the
Christian life that

she was trying to help themto | ead. Sonme of them
were shy and

suspi ci ous, stood on the defensive, and nade excuses



when urged to

cone to Holy Conmuni on; sone shanmed piety for the
sake of the tiny

sums they coul d wheedl e out of the church al ms box;

t hose who

wel comed her comng were for the nost part the

tal kati ve ones, who

want ed an audi ence for conplaints about the 'goings
on' of their

husbands, or for endless nortuary tales (' And he had
to have gl ass

chubes let into his veins,' etc., etc.) about the
revol ting

di seases their relatives had died of. Quite half the
wonen on her

list, Dorothy knew, were at heart atheistical in a
vague

unr easoni ng way. She cane up against it all day

| ong- -t hat vague,

bl ank di sbelief so comon in illiterate people,

agai nst which all

argunent is powerless. Do what she would, she could
never raise

t he nunber of regular communicants to nore than a
dozen or

t hereabouts. Winen woul d prom se to conmuni cat e,
keep their

prom se for a month or two, and then fall away. Wth
t he younger

worren it was especially hopeless. They woul d not
even join the

| ocal branches of the church | eagues that were run
for their

benefit--Dorothy was honorary secretary of three such
| eagues,

besi des being captain of the Grl @uides. The Band
of Hope and the

Conpani onshi p of Marriage | angui shed al nost

nmenberl| ess, and the

Mot hers' Uni on only kept goi ng because gossip and
unlimted strong

tea made the weekly sew ng-parties acceptable. Yes,
it was



di scouragi ng work; so discouraging that at times it
woul d have

seened altogether futile if she had not known the
sense of futility

for what it is--the subtlest weapon of the Devil.

Dor ot hy knocked at the Pithers' badly fitting door
from beneat h

whi ch a nelancholy snell of boiled cabbage and

di sh-wat er was

oozing. Fromlong experience she knew and coul d
taste in advance

t he individual snmell of every cottage on her rounds.
Sonme of their

snells were peculiar in the extreme. For instance,
there was the

salty, feral snell that haunted the cottage of old M
Tonbs, an

aged retired bookseller who lay in bed all day in a
dar kened room

with his long, dusty nose and pebbl e spectacl es
protrudi ng from

what appeared to be a fur rug of vast size and

ri chness.

But if you put your hand on the fur rug it

di si ntegrated, burst and

fled in all directions. It was conposed entirely of
cats--twenty-

four cats, to be exact. M Tonbs 'found they kept
hi mwarm, he

used to explain. In nearly all the cottages there
was a basic

snell of old overcoats and di sh-water upon which the
ot her,

i ndi vidual snells were superinposed; the cesspoo
snell, the

cabbage snell, the snmell of children, the strong,
bacon-1i ke reek

of corduroys inpregnated with the sweat of a decade.

Ms Pither opened the door, which invariably stuck to
the janb, and



t hen, when you wrenched it open, shook the whol e
cottage. She was

a large, stooping, grey wonan with wi spy grey hair, a
sacki ng

apron, and shuffling carpet slippers.

"Way, if it isn't Mss Dorothy!' she exclained in a
dreary,
lifel ess but not unaffectionate voice.

She took Dorothy between her |arge, gnarled hands,
whose knuckl es

were as shiny as skinned onions fromage and

ceasel ess washi ng up

and gave her a wet kiss. Then she drew her into the
uncl ean

interior of the cottage.

"Pither's away at work, Mss,' she announced as they
got inside.

"Up to Dr Gaythorne's he is, a-digging over the
doctor's fl ower-

beds for him'

M Pither was a jobbing gardener. He and his wife,
both of them

over seventy, were one of the few genuinely pious
coupl es on

Dorothy's visiting list. Ms Pither led a dreary,
wormike life of

shuffling to and fro, with a perpetual crick in her
neck because

the door lintels were too | ow for her, between the
wel |, the sink,

the fireplace, and the tiny plot of kitchen garden
The kitchen

was decently tidy, but oppressively hot,
evil-smelling and

saturated with ancient dust. At the end opposite the
fireplace Ms

Pither had nade a kind of prie-dieu out of a greasy
rag mat laid in

front of a tiny, defunct harnonium on top of which



were an
ol eographed crucifixion, 'Watch and Pray' done in
beadwor k, and a

phot ograph of M and Ms Pither on their weddi ng day
in 1882.

"Poor Pither!' went on Ms Pither in her depressing
voi ce, 'him a-

digging at his age, with his rheumati sm THAT bad!
Ain't it cruel

hard, Mss? And he's had a kind of a pain between
his | egs, Mss,

as he can't seemto account for--terrible bad he's
been with it,

these last few nornings. Ain't it bitter hard, Mss,
the lives us

poor working folks has to | ead?

'"It's a shame,' said Dorothy. 'But | hope you've
been keeping a
little better yourself, Ms Pither?

"Ah, Mss, there's nothing don't make ME better. |
ain't a case

for curing, not in THHS world, | ain't. | shan't
never get no

better, not in this wicked world down here.'’

"Ch, you mustn't say that, Ms Pither! | hope we
shall have you
with us for a long tinme yet.'

"Ah, Mss, you don't know how poorly I've been this
| ast week!

I've had the rheumati sm a-coning and a-going all down
t he backs of

nmy poor old legs, till there's sonme norni ngs when
don't feel as

can't walk so far as to pull a handful of onions in
t he garden.

Ah, Mss, it's a weary world we lives in, ain't it,
Mss? A weary,

sinful world."'



"But of course we nust never forget, Ms Pither, that
there's a

better world coming. This lifeis only a tine of
trial--just to

strengthen us and teach us to be patient, so that
we' || be ready

for Heaven when the tinme cones.’

At this a sudden and remarkabl e change cane over Ms
Pither. It

was produced by the word ' Heaven'. Ms Pither had
only two

subj ects of conversation; one of themwas the joys of
Heaven, and

the other the miseries of her present state.
Dor ot hy' s remar k

seened to act upon her like a charm Her dull grey
eye was not

capabl e of brightening, but her voice quickened with
an al nost

joyful enthusiasm

"Ah, Mss, there you said it! That's a true word,
Mss! That's

what Pither and ne keeps a-saying to ourselves. And
that's just

the one thing as keeps us a-going--just the thought
of Heaven and

the long, long rest we'll have there. \Whatever we've
suf fered, we

gets it all back in Heaven, don't we, Mss? Every
little bit of

suffering, you gets it back a hundredfold and a

t housandfol d. That

IS true, ain't it, Mss? There's rest for us all in
Heaven--rest

and peace and no nore rheumati sm nor digging nor
cooki ng nor

[ aundering nor nothing. You DO believe that, don't
you, Mss

Dor ot hy?



"Of course,' said Dorothy.

"Ah, Mss, if you knew how it conforts us--just the
t hought s of

Heaven! Pither he says to me, when he comes hone
tired of a night

and our rheumati sm s bad, "Never you mnd, ny dear,"

he says, "we

ain't far off Heaven now," he says. "Heaven was nade
for the likes

of us," he says; "just for poor working folks Iike

us, that have

been sober and godly and kept our Conmuni ons
regular.” That's the

best way, ain't it, Mss Dorothy--poor in this life
and rich in the

next? Not |ike some of themrich folks as all their
not or cars and

their beautiful houses won't save fromthe wormthat
di eth not and

the fire that's not quenched. Such a beautiful text,
that is. Do

you think you could say a little prayer with me, M ss
Dor ot hy? |

been | ooking forward all the nmorning to a little
prayer.

Ms Pither was always ready for a 'little prayer' at
any hour of
the night or day. It was her equivalent to a 'nice

cup of tea'

They knelt down on the rag mat and said the Lord's
Prayer and the

Coll ect for the week; and then Dorothy, at Ms
Pither's request,

read the parable of Dives and Lazarus, Ms Pither
coming in from

tine to tine with 'Aren! That's a true word, ain't
it, Mss

Dorothy? "And he was carried by angels into

Abr ahami s bosom "

Beautiful! Onh, | do call that just too beautiful
Anmen, Mss



Dor ot hy- - Anen! '

Dorothy gave Ms Pither the cutting fromthe Daily
Mai | about

angelica tea for rheumatism and then, finding that
Ms Pither had

been too 'poorly' to draw the day's supply of water,
she drew t hree

bucketfuls for her fromthe well. It was a very deep
well, with

such a | ow parapet that Ms Pither's final doom woul d
al nost

certainly be to fall into it and get drowned, and it
had not even a

wi nch--you had to haul the bucket up hand over hand.
And t hen t hey

sat down for a few minutes, and Ms Pither tal ked
sone nore about

Heaven. It was extraordi nary how constantly Heaven
reigned in her

t houghts; and nore extraordi nary yet was the
actuality, the

vi vidness with which she could see it. The golden
streets and the

gates of orient pearl were as real to her as though
t hey had been

actually before her eyes. And her vision extended to
t he nost

concrete, the nost earthly details. The softness of
t he beds up

there! The deliciousness of the food! The |lovely
sil k cl ot hes

that you would put on clean every norning! The
surcease from

everlasting to everlasting fromwrk of any
description! 1n al nost

every noment of her life the vision of Heaven
supported and

consol ed her, and her abject conplaints about the
lives of 'poor

wor ki ng fol ks' were curiously tenpered by a
satisfaction in the

t hought that, after all, it is 'poor working fol ks



who are the

principal inhabitants of Heaven. It was a sort of
bargai n that she

had struck, setting her lifetine of dreary |abour
agai nst an

eternity of bliss. Her faith was al nost TOO great,
if that is

possible. For it was a curious fact, but the
certitude with which

Ms Pither | ooked forward to Heaven--as to some Kind
of glorified

hone for incurables--affected Dorothy with strange
uneasi ness.

Dorothy prepared to depart, while Ms Pither thanked
her, rather

too effusively, for her visit, w nding up, as usual
with fresh

conpl ai nt s about her rheumati sm

"I"ll be sure and take the angelica tea,' she
concl uded, 'and thank

you kindly for telling me of it, Mss. Not as
don't expect as

it'll do me nmuch good. Ah, Mss, if you knew how
cruel bad ny

rheumati sms been this |last week! Al down the backs
of ny I egs,

it is, like a regular shooting red-hot poker, and

don't seemto

be able to get at themto rub them properly. Wuld
it be asking

too much of you, Mss, to give ne a bit of a rub-down
bef ore you

go? | got a bottle of Ellimn's under the sink.'

Unseen by Ms Pither, Dorothy gave herself a severe
pi nch. She had

been expecting this, and--she had done it so many

ti mes before--she

really did NOT enjoy rubbing Ms Pither down. She
exhorted herself

angrily. Conme on, Dorothy! No sniffishness, please!



John xiii,
14. 'OF course | will, Ms Pither!' she said
i nstantly.

They went up the narrow, rickety staircase, in which
you had to

bend al nost doubl e at one place to avoid the

over hangi ng ceiling.

The bedroomwas |ighted by a tiny square of w ndow
t hat was j anmed

inits socket by the creeper outside, and had not
been opened in

twenty years. There was an enornous doubl e bed that
almost filled

the room wth sheets perennially danp and a fl ock
mattress as full

of hills and valleys as a contour map of Switzerland.
Wth many

groans the old worman crept on to the bed and laid
hersel f face

down. The roomreeked of urine and paregoric.
Dor ot hy t ook the

bottle of Elliman's enbrocation and carefully
anointed Ms Pither's

| arge, grey-veined, flaccid I|egs.

Qutside, in the swi nmmng heat, she nounted her

bi cycl e and began to

ride swiftly homewards. The sun burned in her face,
but the air

now seermed sweet and fresh. She was happy, happy!
She was al ways

extravagantly happy when her norning's 'visiting was
over; and,

curiously enough, she was not aware of the reason for
this. In

Borl ase the dairy-farmer's neadow the red cows were
grazi ng, knee-

deep in shining seas of grass. The scent of cows,
like a

distillation of vanilla and fresh hay, floated into
Dorot hy' s

nostrils. Though she had still a norning's work in



front of her

she could not resist the tenptation to loiter for a
nonent ,

st eadyi ng her bicycle with one hand agai nst the gate
of Borlase's

meadow, while a cow, with noist shell-pink nose,
scratched its chin

upon the gatepost and dreanily regarded her

Dor ot hy caught sight of a wild rose, flowerless of
course, grow ng

beyond t he hedge, and clinbed over the gate with the
intention of

di scovering whether it were not sweetbriar. She
knelt down anong

the tall weeds beneath the hedge. It was very hot
down there,

close to the ground. The humm ng of nmany unseen

i nsects sounded in

her ears, and the hot sumery fume fromthe tangled
swat hes of

vegetation fl owed up and envel oped her. Near by,
tall stal ks of

fennel were growing, with trailing fronds of foliage
like the tails

of sea-green horses. Dorothy pulled a frond of the
fennel agai nst

her face and breathed in the strong sweet scent. |Its
ri chness

overwhel med her, al nost dizzied her for a nonent.
She drank it in,

filling her lungs with it. Lovely, lovely
scent--scent of sumer

days, scent of chil dhood joys, scent of

spi ce-drenched islands in

the warm foam of Oiental seas!

Her heart swelled with sudden joy. It was that
nmystical joy in

the beauty of the earth and the very nature of things
that she

recogni zed, perhaps m stakenly, as the |ove of God.
As she knelt



there in the heat, the sweet odour and the drowsy hum
of insects,

it seemed to her that she could nmonmentarily hear the
m ghty ant hem

of praise that the earth and all created things send
up

everlastingly to their maker. Al vegetation

| eaves, flowers,

grass, shining, vibrating, crying out in their joy.
Larks al so

chanting, choirs of larks invisible, dripping nusic
fromthe sky.

Al'l the riches of summer, the warnth of the earth,

t he song of

birds, the fune of cows, the droning of countless
bees, nmingling

and ascending like the snoke of ever-burning altars.
Therefore

wi th Angel s and Archangel s! She began to pray, and
for a nmonent

she prayed ardently, blissfully, forgetting herself
in the joy of

her worship. Then, less than a mnute |ater, she

di scovered that

she was kissing the frond of the fennel that was
still against her

face.

She checked herself instantly, and drew back. What
was she doi ng?

Was it God that she was worshi pping, or was it only
the earth?

The joy ebbed out of her heart, to be succeeded by
the col d,

unconfortable feeling that she had been betrayed into
a hal f - pagan

ecstasy. She adnoni shed herself. None of THAT,
Dorot hy! No

Nat ur e-wor shi p, please! Her father had warned her
agai nst Nature-

wor shi p. She had heard him preach nore than one
sernmon against it;

it was, he said, mere pantheism and, what seened to



of fend him

even nore, a disgusting nodern fad. Dorothy took a
thorn of the

wild rose, and pricked her armthree tines, to rem nd
hersel f of

the Three Persons of the Trinity, before clinmbing
over the gate and

renmounti ng her bicycle.

A bl ack, very dusty shovel hat was approachi ng round
the corner of

the hedge. It was Father McCGuire, the Roman Catholic
priest, also

bi cycling his rounds. He was a very large, rotund
man, so |arge

that he dwarfed the bicycle beneath him and seened to
be bal anced

on top of it like a golf-ball on a tee. H's face was
rosy,

hunorous, and a little sly.

Dor ot hy | ooked suddenly unhappy. She turned pink
and her hand

nmoved instinctively to the nei ghbourhood of the gold
Cross beneath

her dress. Father McQuire was riding towards her
with an

untroubl ed, faintly amused air. She made an
endeavour to snile

and nurnured unhappily, 'Good nmorning.' But he rode
on without a

sign; his eyes swept easily over her face and then
beyond her into

vacancy, with an admrable pretence of not having
noti ced her

exi stence. It was the Cut Direct. Dorothy--by
nature, al as!

unequal to delivering the Cut Direct--got on to her
bi cycl e and

rode away, struggling with the uncharitable thoughts
whi ch a

nmeeting with Father McQuire never failed to arouse in
her .



Five or six years earlier, when Father McCGuire was
hol ding a

funeral in St Athelstan's churchyard (there was no
Roman Cat holic

cenetery at Knype Hll), there had been sone dispute
with the

Rect or about the propriety of Father MQuire robing
in the church,

or not robing in the church, and the two priests had
wr angl ed

di sgracefully over the open grave. Since then they
had not been on

speaking terns. It was better so, the Rector said.

As to the other ministers of religion in Knype
Hll--M Wrd the

Congregationalist mnister, M Foley the Wsleyan
pastor, and the

brayi ng bal d- headed el der who conducted the orgies at
Ebenezer

Chapel --the Rector called thema pack of vul gar

Di ssenters and had

forbi dden Dorothy on pain of his displeasure to have
anything to do

with them

It was twelve o' clock. |In the large, dil apidated
conservatory,

whose roof -panes, fromthe action of tinme and dirt,
were dim

green, and iridescent like old Roman gl ass, they were
havi ng a

hurried and noi sy rehearsal of Charles |

Dor ot hy was not actually taking part in the
rehearsal, but was busy
maki ng costunmes. She nade the costunes, or nost of



them for al

the plays the school children acted. The production
and stage

managenment were in the hands of Victor Stone--Victor
Dor ot hy

call ed him-the Church school naster. He was a
smal | - boned,

exci tabl e, black-haired youth of twenty-seven
dressed in dark sub-

clerical clothes, and at this monent he was gesturing
fiercely with

a roll of manuscript at six dense-|ooking children
On a long

bench against the wall four nmore children were
alternately

practising 'noises off' by clashing fire-irons

t oget her, and

squabbling over a grimy little bag of Spearm nt
Bouncers, forty a

penny.

It was horribly hot in the conservatory, and there
was a power f ul

snel |l of glue and the sour sweat of children.
Dor ot hy was kneel i ng

on the floor, with her mouth full of pins and a pair
of shears in

her hand, rapidly slicing sheets of brown paper into
| ong narrow

strips. The glue-pot was bubbling on an oil -stove
besi de her;

behi nd her, on the rickety, ink-stained work-table,
were a tangle

of hal f-finished costunes, nore sheets of brown
paper, her sew ng-

machi ne, bundl es of tow, shards of dry glue, wooden
swords, and

open pots of paint. Wth half her m nd Dorothy was
nmedi tati ng upon

the two pairs of seventeenth-century jackboots that
had got to be

made for Charles | and AQiver Comwel |, and with the
ot her half



listening to the angry shouts of Victor, who was
wor ki ng hi nsel f up

into a rage, as he invariably did at rehearsals. He
was a hatura

actor, and w thal thoroughly bored by the drudgery of
r ehear si ng

hal f-witted children. He strode up and down,

har angui ng t he

children in a vehenent slangy style, and every now
and then

breaking off to lunge at one or other of themwth a
wooden sword

that he had grabbed fromthe table.

"Put a bit of life intoit, can't you?' he cried,
proddi ng an ox-

faced boy of eleven in the belly. 'Don't drone! Say
it as if it

meant sonething! You look like a corpse that's been
buried and dug

up again. Wat's the good of gurgling it down in
your inside like

that? Stand up and shout at him Take off that
second nurderer

expression!"’

' Come here, Percy!' cried Dorothy through her pins.
" Qui ck!'

She was maki ng the arnour--the worst job of the |ot,
except those

wr et ched j ackboot s--out of glue and brown paper
From | ong

practice Dorothy could nmake very nearly anything out
of glue and

brown paper; she could even make a passably good
periwig, with a

brown paper skull-cap and dyed tow for the hair.
Taki ng the year

t hrough, the anmount of tinme she spent in struggling
wi th gl ue,

brown paper, butter muslin, and all the other

par aphernal i a of



amat eur theatricals was enornmous. So chronic was the
need of noney

for all the church funds that hardly a nmonth ever
passed when there

was not a school play or a pageant or an exhibition
of tabl eaux

vivants on hand--not to mention the bazaars and
junbl e sal es.

As Percy--Percy Jowett, the blacksmth's son, a small
curly-headed

boy--got down fromthe bench and stood wiggling
unhappi ly before

her, Dorothy seized a sheet of brown paper, neasured
it agai nst

him sni pped out the neckhol e and armhol es, draped it
round his

m ddle and rapidly pinned it into the shape of a
rough breastpl ate.

There was a confused din of voices.

VICTOR: Cone on, now, come on! Enter Qiver
Cromael | --that's you

NO not like that! Do you think diver Cromnell
woul d cone

slinking on like a dog that's just had a hiding?
Stand up. Stick

your chest out. Scowl. That's better. Now go on,
CROMAELL:

"Halt! | hold a pistol in ny hand!' Go on

A GRL: Please, Mss, Mther said as | was to tell
you, M ss--

DOROTHY: Keep still, Percy! For goodness' SAKE keep
still!

CROMELL: "Al't! | 'old a pistol in nmy 'and!

A SMALL G RL ON THE BENCH: M ster! |'ve dropped ny
sweet i e!

[Snivelling] 1've dropped by swee-e-e-etie!



VI CTOR: No, no, NO, Tomm e! No, no, NO

THE G RL: Please, Mss, Mther said as | was to tel
you as she

couldn't make mny knickers |ike she prom sed, M ss,
because- -

DOROTHY:  You'll nake ne swallow a pin if you do that
agai n.

CROWAELL: Halt! | Hold a pistol--

THE SMALL GRL [in tears]: M swee-e-e-e-eetie!

Dor ot hy seized the glue-brush, and with feverish
speed pasted

strips of brown paper all over Percy's thorax, up and
down,

backwards and forwards, one on top of another

pausi ng only when

t he paper stuck to her fingers. |In five mnutes she
had nade a

cui rass of glue and brown paper stout enough, when it
was dry, to

have defied a real sword-blade. Percy, 'locked up in
conpl ete

steel' and with the sharp paper edge cutting his
chin, | ooked down

at hinmself with the mserable resigned expression of
a dog having

its bath. Dorothy took the shears, slit the
breastpl ate up one

side, set it on end to dry and started i nmedi ately on
anot her

child. A fearful clatter broke out as the 'noises
of f' began

practising the sound of pistol-shots and horses

gal | opi ng.

Dorothy's fingers were getting stickier and stickier
but fromtine

to time she washed sonme of the glue off themin a



bucket of hot

wat er that was kept in readiness. |In twenty mnutes
she had

partially conpleted three breastplates. Later on

t hey woul d have

to be finished off, painted over with al um ni um pai nt
and | aced up

the sides; and after that there was the job of making
t he thi gh-

pi eces, and, worst of all, the helnmets to go with
them Victor,

gesticulating with his sword and shouting to overcone
the din of

gal | opi ng horses, was personating in turn diver
Cromwel |, Charles

I, Roundheads, Cavaliers, peasants, and Court | adies.
The children

were now growi ng restive and beginning to yawn,

whi ne, and exchange

furtive kicks and pinches. The breastplates finished
for the

nmonent, Dorothy swept sone of the litter off the
table, pulled her

sewi ng- machi ne into position and set to work on a
Cavalier's green

vel vet doublet--it was butter muslin Tw nked green
but it | ooked

all right at a distance.

There was another ten minutes of feverish work.
Dor ot hy broke her

thread, all but said 'Damm!' checked herself and
hurriedly re-

t hreaded the needle. She was working against tine.
The play was

now a fortnight distant, and there was such a

mul titude of things

yet to be made--hel nets, doublets, swords, jackboots
(those

m serabl e jackboots had been haunting her like a

ni ght mare for days

past), scabbards, ruffles, w gs, spurs, scenery--that
her heart



sank when she thought of them The children's
parents never hel ped

with the costunes for the school plays; nore exactly,
t hey al ways

prom sed to hel p and then backed out afterwards.
Dor ot hy' s head

was aching diabolically, partly fromthe heat of the
conservatory,

partly fromthe strain of simultaneously sew ng and
trying to

vi sual i ze patterns for brown paper jackboots. For
the monment she

had even forgotten the bill for twenty-one pounds
seven and

ni nepence at Cargill's. She could think of nothing
save that

fearful nountain of unmade cl othes that |ay ahead of
her. It was

so throughout the day. One thing | ooned up after
anot her - - whet her

it was the costunes for the school play or the

col I apsing fl oor of

the belfry, or the shop-debts or the bindweed in the
peas- - and each

inits turn so urgent and so harassing that it
blotted all the

ot hers out of existence.

Victor threw down his wooden sword, took out his
wat ch and | ooked
at it.

"That'll do!' he said in the abrupt, ruthless tone
from whi ch he

never departed when he was dealing with children
"W'll go on on

Friday. Cear out, the lot of you! |1'msick of the
sight of you.'

He watched the children out, and then, having
forgotten their

exi stence as soon as they were out of his sight,
produced a page of



musi ¢ from his pocket and began to fidget up and
down, cocking his

eye at two forlorn plants in the corner which trailed
their dead

brown tendrils over the edges of their pots. Dorothy
was still

bendi ng over her machi ne, stitching up the seans of
the green

vel vet doubl et.

Victor was a restless, intelligent little creature,
and only happy

when he was quarrelling with somebody or somet hing.
H s pal e,

fine-featured face wore an expression that appeared
to be

di scontent and was really boyi sh eagerness. People
nmeeting himfor

the first tine usually said that he was wasting his
talents in his

obscure job as a village school master; but the truth
was t hat

Victor had no very marketable talents except a slight
gift for

musi ¢ and a rmuch nmore pronounced gift for dealing
with children.

I neffectual in other ways, he was excellent with
chil dren; he had

the proper, ruthless attitude towards them But of
course, like

everyone el se, he despised his own especial talent.
His interests

were al nost purely ecclesiastical. He was what
peopl e call a

CHURCHY young man. It had al ways been his ambition
to enter the

Church, and he woul d actually have done so if he had
possessed the

kind of brain that is capable of |earning Geek and
Hebr ew.

Debarred fromthe priesthood, he had drifted quite
naturally into

his position as a Church school master and organi st.



It kept him

so to speak, within the Church precincts. Needless
to say, he was

an Angl o-Catholic of the nost trucul ent Church Tines
breed--nore

clerical than the clerics, know edgeabl e about Church
hi story,

expert on vestnments, and ready at any nmonent with a
furious tirade

agai nst Moderni sts, Protestants, scientists,

Bol shevi sts, and

at hei st s.

"I was thinking,' said Dorothy as she stopped her
machi ne and

sni pped of f the thread, 'we m ght nake those hel nets
out of old

bow er hats, if we can get hold of enough of them
Cut the brins

of f, put on paper brins of the right shape and silver
t hem over.'

'Ch Lord, why worry your head about such things?
said Victor, who

had | ost interest in the play the nmonent the
rehearsal was over.

"It's those wetched jackboots that are worrying ne
the nmost,' said

Dor ot hy, taking the doublet on to her knee and

| ooking at it.

' Ch, bother the jackboots! Let's stop thinking about
the play for

a nonent. Look here,' said Victor, unrolling his
page of music, 'l

want you to speak to your father for me. | wish
you' d ask him

whet her we can't have a procession some tinme next
nont h.

" Anot her procession? Wat for?



"Ch, | don't know. You can always find an excuse for
a procession.

There's the Nativity of the B.V.M coning off on the
eighth--that's

good enough for a procession, | should think. W'l
doit in
style. 1've got hold of a splendid rousing hym that

t hey can al

bel | ow, and perhaps we could borrow their blue banner
with the

Virgin Mary on it from St Wedekind's in M1 borough
If he'll say

the word I'Il start practising the choir at once.'
"You know he'll only say no,' said Dorothy, threading
a needle to

sew buttons on the doublet. 'He doesn't really
approve of

processions. It's nuch better not to ask himand

make hi mangry."'

"Ch, but dash it all!' protested Victor. 'It's
simply nonths since
we' ve had a procession. | never saw such dead-alive

services as we

have here. You'd think we were a Baptist chapel or
somet hi ng, from

the way we go on.'

Vi ctor chafed ceasel essly agai nst the dul
correctness of the

Rector's services. His ideal was what he called 'the
real Catholic

wor shi p' --nmeaning unlimted incense, gilded imges,
and nore Roman

vestments. In his capacity of organist he was for
ever pressing

for nore processions, nore vol uptuous mnusic, nore

el aborate

chanting in the liturgy, so that it was a continuous
pul | devil,

pul | baker between himand the Rector. And on this
poi nt Dor ot hy



sided with her father. Having been brought up in the
pecul i ar,

frigid via media of Anglicanism she was by nature
averse to and

hal f-afraid of anything 'ritualistic'.

"But dash it all!' went on Victor, 'a procession is
such fun! Down

the aisle, out through the west door and back through
the south

door, with the choir carrying candl es behind and the
Boy Scouts in

front with the banner. It would look fine." He sang
a stave in a

thin but tuneful tenor:

"Hail thee, Festival Day, blest day that art hall owed
for ever!'

"I'f I had MY way,' he added, 'I'd have a coupl e of
boys swi ngi ng
jolly good censers of incense at the sane tine.'

'Yes, but you know how much Father dislikes that kind
of thing.

Especially when it's anything to do with the Virgin
Mary. He says

it's all Roman Fever and | eads to people crossing

t hensel ves and

genufl ecting at the wong tinmes and goodness knows
what. You

renmenber what happened at Advent.'

The previous year, on his own responsibility, Victor
had chosen as

one of the hymms for Advent, Number 642, with the
refrain 'Hail

Mary, hail Mary, hail Mary full of grace!' This

pi ece of

popi shness had annoyed the Rector extrenely. At the
cl ose of the

first verse he had pointedly |aid down his hymm book
turned round



in his stall and stood regardi ng the congregation
with an air so

stony that some of the choirboys faltered and al npst
br oke down.

Afterwards he had said that to hear the rustics
bawling '"Ail Mary!

"Ail Mary!' made himthink he was in the four-ale bar
of the Dog

and Bottle.

"But dash it!' said Victor in his aggrieved way,
"your father

al ways puts his foot down when | try and get a bit of
life into the

service. He won't allow us incense, or decent nusic,

or proper
vestments, or anything. And what's the result? W
can't get

enough people to fill the church a quarter full, even
on Easter

Sunday. You |l ook round the church on Sunday norning,
and it's

not hi ng but the Boy Scouts and the Grl CGuides and a
fewold

wonen. '

"I know. It's dreadful,' admitted Dorothy, sew ng on
her button.

"It doesn't seemto nmake any difference what we
do--we simply CAN' T

get the people to come to church. Still," she added,
'they do cone

to us to be married and buried. And | don't think

t he congregation's

actually gone down this year. There were nearly two
hundred peopl e

at Easter Communion.'

"Two hundred! It ought to be two thousand. That's

t he popul ati on

of this town. The fact is that three quarters of the
people in

this place never go near a church in their lives.



The Church has

absolutely lost its hold over them They don't know
that it

exi sts. And why? That's what |'mgetting at. Wy?

"I suppose it's all this Science and Free Thought and
all that,"’
sai d Dorothy rather sententiously, quoting her father

This remark deflected Victor fromwhat he had been
about to say.

He had been on the very point of saying that St

At hel stan's

congregation had dw ndl ed because of the dull ness of
t he services;

but the hated words of Science and Free Thought set
himoff in

anot her and even nore familiar channel

'"OF course it's this so-called Free Thought!' he
excl ai med,

i medi ately beginning to fidget up and down agai n.
"It's these

swine of atheists |like Bertrand Russell and Julian
Huxl ey and al

that cromd. And what's ruined the Church is that
instead of jolly

wel | answering them and showi ng themup for the fools
and liars

they are, we just sit tight and |l et them spread their
beast |y

at hei st propaganda wherever they choose. It's al
the fault of the

bi shops, of course.' (Like every Anglo-Catholic,
Vi ctor had an

abysmal contenpt for bishops.) 'They're al
Moder ni sts and ti nme-

servers. By Jove!' he added nore cheerfully,
halting, 'did you see

nmy letter in the Church Tinmes | ast week?

"No, I'mafraid | didn't,' said Dorothy, holding
anot her button in



position with her thumb. 'What was it about?

' Ch, Modernist bishops and all that. | got in a good
swi pe at old
Bar nes.'

It was very rarely that a week passed when Victor did
not wite a

letter to the Church Tinmes. He was in the thick of
every

controversy and in the forefront of every assault
upon Mbderni sts

and atheists. He had twice been in conbat with Dr

Maj or, had

witten letters of withering irony about Dean | nge
and the Bishop

of Birm ngham and had not hesitated to attack even
the fiendish

Russel | himsel f--but Russell, of course, had not
dared to reply.

Dorothy, to tell the truth, very seldomread the
Church Tines, and

the Rector grew angry if he so nuch as saw a copy of
it in the

house. The weekly paper they took in the Rectory was
the Hi gh

Churchman's Gazette--a fine old H gh Tory anachroni sm
with a smal

and sel ect circulation.

'That swine Russell!' said Victor rem niscently, with
hi s hands

deep in his pockets. 'How he does nmake ny bl ood

boi I'!'!

"Isn't that the man who's such a cl ever
mat hemati ci an, or
somet hi ng?' said Dorothy, biting off her thread.

"Ch, | dare say he's clever enough in his own I|ine,
of course,’

admtted Victor grudgingly. 'But what's that got to
do with it?



Just because a man's clever at figures it doesn't
nean to say

that-- well, anyway! Let's conme back to what | was
saying. Wy is

it that we can't get people to cone to church in this
pl ace? It's

because our services are so dreary and godl ess,
that's what it is.

Peopl e want worship that |I'S worship--they want the
real Catholic

worship of the real Catholic Church we belong to.
And t hey don't

get if fromus. Al they get is the old Protestant
nmunbo- j unbo,

and Protestantisnis as dead as a doornail, and
everyone knows it.'

"That's not true!' said Dorothy rather sharply as she
pressed the

third button into place. 'You know we're not
Protestants.

Fat her's al ways saying that the Church of England is
the Catholic

Church--he's preached I don't know how many sernons
about the

Apostolic Succession. That's why Lord Pockt horne and
the others

won't cone to church here. Only he won't join in the
Angl o-

Cat hol i ¢ movenent because he thinks they're too fond
of ritualism

for its own sake. And so do I.'

"Ch, | don't say your father isn't absolutely sound
on doctri ne- -

absolutely sound. But if he thinks we're the

Cat hol i ¢ Church, why

doesn't he hold the service in a proper Catholic way?
It's a shane

we can't have incense OCCASI ONALLY. And his ideas
about vestments--

if you don't mind ny saying it--are sinply awmful. On
East er



Sunday he was wearing a Gothic cope with a nodern
Italian |ace alb.

Dash it, it's like wearing a top hat with brown
boots. '

"Well, | don't think vestments are so inmportant as
you do,' said
Dorothy. 'I think it's the spirit of the priest that

matters, not
the clothes he wears.'

"That's the kind of thing a Primtive Methodi st would

say!'

exclaimed Victor disgustedly. 'O course vestnents
are inportant!

Where's the sense of worshipping at all if we can't

make a proper

job of it? Now, if you want to see what rea

Cat hol i ¢ worshi p CAN

be like, look at St Wedekind's in MIIborough! By
Jove, they do

things in style there! |mages of the Virgin,
reservation of the

Sacrament --everything. They've had the Kensitites on
to themthree

times, and they sinply defy the Bishop.'

"Ch, | hate the way they go on at St Wedekind' s!’
sai d Dor ot hy.

'They're absolutely spiky. You can hardly see what's
happeni ng at

the altar, there are such clouds of incense. | think
peopl e |ike

that ought to turn Roman Catholic and have done with
it.'

"My dear Dorothy, you ought to have been a
Nonconform st. You

really ought. A Plynmouth Brother--or a Plynmouth
Si ster or whatever

it's called. | think your favourite hym mnust be
Nurber 567, "O ny

God | fear Thee, Thou art very High!"'



"Yours is Nunber 231, "I nightly pitch nmy noving tent
a day's march

nearer Rome!"' retorted Dorothy, winding the thread
round the | ast

but t on.

The argunent continued for several mnutes while
Dor ot hy adorned a

Cavalier's beaver hat (it was an old black felt
school hat of her

own) with plunme and ribbons. She and Victor were
never | ong

t oget her wi thout being involved in an argunent upon
t he question of

‘ritualism. |In Dorothy's opinion Victor was a ki nd
to 'go over to

Rome' if not prevented, and she was very likely
right. But Victor

was not yet aware of his probable destiny. At
present the fevers

of the Anglo-Catholic nmovenent, with its ceasel ess
exciting warfare

on three fronts at once--Protestants to right of you
Mbder ni sts to

the left of you, and, unfortunately, Roman Catholics
to rear of you

and al ways ready for a sly kick in the pants--filled
his nmenta

hori zon. Scoring off Dr Major in the Church Tines
nmeant nore to

hi mthan any of the serious business of life. But
for all his

churchi ness he had not an atom of real piety in his
consti tution.

It was essentially as a game that religious
controversy appealed to

hi m -t he nost absorbi ng gane ever invented, because
it goes on for

ever and because just a little cheating is all owed.

' Thank goodness, that's done!' said Dorothy,
twi ddling the



Caval i er's beaver hat round on her hand and then
putting it down.

'Ch dear, what piles of things there are still to do,
t hough! |

wi sh | could get those wetched jackboots off ny
mnd. Wat's the

time, Victor?

"It's nearly five to one.'

' Ch, good gracious! | nust run. |[|'ve got three

onel ettes to nake.

| daren't trust themto Ellen. And, oh, Victor

Have you got

anyt hi ng you can give us for the junble sale? If you
had an old

pair of trousers you could give us, that would be
best of all,

because we can al ways sell trousers.'

"Trousers? No. But | tell you what | have got,

t hough. |'ve got

a copy of The Pilgrims Progress and anot her of
Foxe's Book of

Martyrs that |'ve been wanting to get rid of for
years. Beastly

Protestant trash! An old Dissenting aunt of nine
gave themto ne.--

Doesn't it nake you sick, all this cadging for
penni es? Now, if

we only held our services in a proper Catholic way,
so that we

could get up a proper congregation, don't you see, we
shoul dn' t

need- -'

"That'l|l be splendid,' said Dorothy. 'W always have
a stall for

books--we charge a penny for each book, and nearly
all of them get

sold. W sinply MIST neke that junble sale a
success, Victor! |I'm

counting on Mss Mayfill to give us sonething really



NI CE. Wat

|"mspecially hoping is that she m ght give us that
beautiful old

Lowest oft china tea service of hers, and we could
sell it for five

pounds at least. |'ve been making special prayers
all the norning
that she'll give it to us.'

'"Ch?' said Victor, less enthusiastically than usual
Li ke Proggett

earlier in the norning, he was enbarrassed by the
word ' prayer'.

He was ready to talk all day | ong about a point of
ritual; but the

mention of private devotions struck himas slightly
i ndecent .

"Don't forget to ask your father about the
procession,' he said,

getting back to a nore congenial topic.

"All right, I'lIl ask him But you know howit'll be
He'll only
get annoyed and say it's Ronan Fever.'

' Ch, damm Roman Fever!' said Victor, who, unlike
Dor ot hy, did not
set hinsel f penances for swearing.

Dorothy hurried to the kitchen, discovered that there
were only

five eggs to make the onelettes for three people, and
decided to

make one large onelette and swell it out a bit with
the cold boiled

potatoes left over fromyesterday. Wth a short
prayer for the

success of the onelette (for onelettes are so
dreadfully apt to get

br oken when you take them out of the pan), she

whi pped up the eggs,

while Victor made of f down the drive, half wistfully
and hal f



sul kily humming 'Hail thee, Festival Day', and
passing on his way a

di sgust ed- | ooki ng nanservant carrying the two
handl el ess chanber -

pots which were Mss Mayfill's contribution to the
junbl e sale.

It was a little after ten o' clock. Various things
had happened- -

not hi ng, however, of any particul ar inmportance; only
t he usual

round of parish jobs that filled up Dorothy's
afternoon and

evening. Now, as she had arranged earlier in the
day, she was at

M Warburton's house, and was trying to hold her own
in one of

t hose neandering argunments in which he delighted to
ent angl e her.

They were tal king--but indeed, M Warburton never
failed to

manoeuvre the conversation towards this

subj ect - -about the question

of religious belief.

"My dear Dorothy,' he was saying argunentatively, as
he wal ked up

and down with one hand in his coat pocket and the

ot her mani pul ati ng

a Brazilian cigar. 'MW dear Dorothy, you don't
seriously nean to

tell me that at your age--twenty-seven,

bel i eve--and with your

intelligence, you will retain your religious beliefs
nore or |ess

in toto?



"Cf course | do. You know | do.'

' Ch, cone, now The whole bag of tricks? Al that

nonsense t hat

you | earned at your nmother's knee--surely you're not
going to

pretend to ne that you still believe in it? But of

course you

don't! You can't! You're afraid to own up, that's
all it is. No

need to worry about that here, you know The Rural

Dean's wife

isn'"t listening, and _I_ won't give the show away.'

"I don't know what you nean by "all that NONSENSE",'
began Dor ot hy,
sitting up straighter in her chair, a little offended.

"Well, let's take an instance. Somet hing
particularly hard to

swal l ow-Hell, for instance. Do you believe in Hell?
When | say

BELI EVE, nmind you, |I'mnot asking whether you believe
it in some

m | k and wat er metaphorical way |ike these Mderni st
bi shops young

Victor Stone gets so excited about. | nean do you
believe in it

literally? Do you believe in Hell as you believe in
Austral i a?"

'Yes, of course | do,' said Dorothy, and she
endeavoured to explain

to himthat the existence of Hell is nuch nore rea
and per manent

than the exi stence of Australi a.

"Hm' said M Warburton, uninpressed. 'Very sound in
its way, of

course. But what always makes me so suspi ci ous of
you religious

people is that you' re so deucedly col d-bl ooded about
your beli efs.



It shows a very poor inmgination, to say the | east of
it. Here am

I an infidel and bl asphemer and neck deep in at | east
si x out of

t he Seven Deadly, and obviously doonmed to eterna
torment. There's

no knowing that in an hour's tinme I nmayn't be
roasting in the

hottest part of Hell. And yet you can sit there
talking to nme as

calmy as though I'd nothing the matter with ne.

Now, if I'd

nerely got cancer or |eprosy or sonme other bodily

ail ment, you'd be

quite distressed about it--at least, | like to
flatter myself that

you woul d. Whereas, when |'mgoing to sizzle on the
grid

t hr oughout eternity, you seem positively unconcerned
about it.'

"I never said YOU were going to Hell,' said Dorothy
sonewhat

unconfortably, and wi shing that the conversation
woul d take a

different turn. For the truth was, though she was
not going to

tell himso, that the point M Warburton had raised
was one with

whi ch she herself had had certain difficulties. She
di d i ndeed

believe in Hell, but she had never been able to

per suade hersel f

t hat anyone actually VENT there. She believed that
Hel | existed,

but that it was enpty. Uncertain of the orthodoxy of
this belief,

she preferred to keep it to herself. 'It's never
certain that
ANYONE is going to Hell,' she said nore firmy,

feeling that here
at | east she was on sure ground.



"What!' said M Warburton, halting in nock surprise.
"Surely you
don't mean to say that there's hope for ne yet?

"OfF course there is. It's only those horrid
Predesti nati on peopl e

who pretend that you go to Hell whether you repent or
not. You

don't think the Church of England are Cal vinists, do
you?'

"l suppose there's always the chance of getting off
on a pl ea of

I nvinci bl e I gnorance,' said M Warburton
reflectively; and then,

nore confidently: 'Do you know, Dorothy, |'ve a sort
of feeling

t hat even now, after knowi ng me two years, you' ve
still half an

i dea you can make a convert of nme. A |ost
sheep- - brand pl ucked

fromthe burning, and all that. | believe you stil
hope agai nst

hope that one of these days my eyes will be opened
and you'll neet

me at Holy Conmmuni on at seven o' clock on some damed
cold winter
nmorning. Don't you?

"Well--' said Dorothy, again unconfortably. She did,
in fact,

entertain sonme such hope about M Warburton, though
he was not

exactly a prom sing case for conversion. It was not
in her nature

to see a fellow being in a state of unbelief wthout
maki ng some

effort to reclaimhim Wat hours she had spent, at
di fferent

times, earnestly debating with vague vill age atheists
who coul d not

produce a single intelligible reason for their

unbel ief! ' Yes,'



she admtted finally, not particularly wanting to
make the
adm ssion, but not wanting to prevaricate.

M Warburton | aughed del i ghtedly.

"You' ve a hopeful nature,' he said. 'But you aren't
afraid, by any

chance, that | mght convert YOU? "The dog it was
that died", you

may renenber.'

At this Dorothy merely snmiled. 'Don't let himsee
he' s shocki ng

you' --that was al ways her maxi m when she was tal ki ng
to M

Warburton. They had been arguing in this manner

wi t hout coming to

any kind of conclusion, for the past hour, and m ght
have gone on

for the rest of the night if Dorothy had been wlling
to stay; for

M Warburton delighted in teasing her about her
religious beliefs.

He had that fatal cleverness that so often goes wth
unbel i ef, and

in their argunents, though Dorothy was always Rl GHT,
she was not

al ways victorious. They were sitting, or rather
Dor ot hy was

sitting and M Warburton was standing, in a |large
agreeabl e room

giving on a noonlit lawn, that M Warburton called
his 'studio'--

not that there was any sign of work ever having been
done in it.

To Dorothy's great disappointnment, the celebrated M
Bew ey had not

turned up. (As a matter of fact, neither M Bew ey,
nor his wfe,

nor his novel entitled Fishpools and Concubi nes,
actual |y exi sted.

M Warburton had invented all three of themon the



spur of the

nmonent, as a pretext for inviting Dorothy to his
house, well

knowi ng that she woul d never come unchaperoned.)
Dorot hy had felt

rat her uneasy on finding that M Warburton was al one.
It had

occurred to her, indeed she had felt perfectly
certain, that it

woul d be wiser to go home at once; but she had
stayed, chiefly

because she was horribly tired and the | eather
arnchair into which

M Warburton had thrust her the monent she entered
t he house was

too confortable to | eave. Now, however, her

consci ence was

pricking her. It DIDNT DOto stay too late at his
house- - peopl e

would talk if they heard of it. Besides, there was a
mul titude of

jobs that she ought to be doing and that she had
negl ected i n order

to come here. She was so little used to idleness
that even an hour

spent in nere tal king seemed to her vaguely sinful

She made an effort, and straightened herself in the

t oo-confortabl e

chair. 'l think, if you don't mnd, it's really tine
| was getting

hone,' she said.

' Tal ki ng of Invincible Ignorance,’ went on M

War burton, taking no

notice of Dorothy's remark, '|I forget whether | ever
told you that

once when | was standing outside the Wrld' s End pub
i n Chel sea,

waiting for a taxi, a dammed ugly little Salvation
Arny | assie came

up to me and said--wi thout any kind of introduction,
you know- -



"What will you say at the Judgenent Seat?" | said, "I
am r eservi ng
nmy defence." Rather neat, | think, don't you?

Dorothy did not answer. Her conscience had given her
anot her and

har der jab--she had renmenbered those wetched, unnade
j ackboot s,

and the fact that at |east one of themhad got to be
made tonight.

She was, however, unbearably tired. She had had an
exhaust i ng

afternoon, starting off with ten mles or so
bicycling to and fro

in the sun, delivering the parish nmagazi ne, and
continuing with the

Mot hers' Union tea in the hot little wooden-walled
room behi nd the

parish hall. The Mthers nmet every Wdnesday
afternoon to have tea

and do sonme charitable sewi ng while Dorothy read
aloud to them

(At present she was reading Gene Stratton Porter's A
Grl of the

Limberlost.) It was nearly always upon Dorothy that
j obs of that

ki nd devol ved, because the phal anx of devoted wonen
(the church

fows, they are called) who do the dirty work of nopst
pari shes had

dwi ndl ed at Knype H Il to four or five at nost. The
only hel per on

whom Dor ot hy could count at all regularly was M ss
Foote, a tall

rabbit-faced, dithering virgin of thirty-five, who
meant wel | but

made a mess of everything and was in a perpetua
state of flurry.

M Warburton used to say that she rem nded himof a
conet--'a

ridi cul ous blunt-nosed creature rushing round on an
eccentric orbit

and always a little behind tine'. You could trust



M ss Foote with

the church decorations, but not with the Mothers or
t he Sunday

School , because, though a regul ar churchgoer, her
ort hodoxy was

suspect. She had confided to Dorothy that she could
wor shi p God

best under the blue done of the sky. After tea
Dor ot hy had dashed

up to the church to put fresh flowers on the altar
and then she

had typed out her father's sernon--her typewiter was
a rickety

pre-Boer War 'invisible', on which you coul dn't

aver age ei ght

hundred words an hour--and after supper she had
weeded t he pea rows

until the light failed and her back seemed to be
breaking. Wth

one thing and another, she was even nore tired than
usual .

"I really MJST be getting home,' she repeated nore
firmy. '"I'm
sure it's getting fearfully late.'

'Horme?' said M Warburton. ' Nonsense! The evening's
hardly begun.'

He was wal ki ng up and down the roomagain, with his
hands in his

coat pockets, having thrown away his cigar. The
spectre of the

unmade j ackboots stal ked back into Dorothy's mind
She woul d, she

suddenl y deci ded, make two jackboots tonight instead
of only one,

as a penance for the hour she had wasted. She was

j ust begi nni ng

to make a mental sketch of the way she would cut out
t he pi eces of

brown paper for the insteps, when she noticed that M
War burton had



hal t ed behi nd her chair.
"What time is it, do you know?' she said.

"I dare say it mght be half past ten. But people
like you and me
don't talk of such vulgar subjects as the tine.'

"If it's half past ten, then | really must be going,'
sai d Dor ot hy.

|'"ve got a whole ot of work to do before | go to
bed.'’

"Wirk! At this tine of night? |npossible!’
"Yes, | have. |'ve got to make a pair of jackboots.'

"You' ve got to nmake a pair of WHAT?' said M
War burt on.

'"Of jackboots. For the play the schoolchildren are
acting. W
make them out of glue and brown paper.’

'"d ue and brown paper! Good God!' nurnured M
Warburton. He went

on, chiefly to cover the fact that he was draw ng
nearer to

Dorothy's chair: 'What a life you lead! Messing
about with glue

and brown paper in the mddle of the night! | nmnust
say, there are

times when | feel just a little glad that I'mnot a
clergyman's

daughter.'

"I think--' began Dor ot hy.

But at the same nmonment M Warburton, invisible behind
her chair,

had | owered hi s hands and taken her gently by the
shoul ders.

Dorothy imedi ately wiggled herself in an effort to



get free of
him but M Wrburton pressed her back into her place.

"Keep still,' he said peaceably.
'Let me go!' exclai ned Dor ot hy.

M Warburton ran his right hand caressingly down her
upper arm

There was sonet hing very revealing, very
characteristic in the way

he did it; it was the lingering, appraising touch of
a man to whom

a wonan's body is valuable precisely in the sane way
as though it

were sonmething to eat.

"You really have extraordi nary nice arns,' he said.
'How on earth
have you managed to remain unmarried all these years?

'Let me go at once!' repeated Dorothy, beginning to
struggl e again.

"But | don't particularly want to let you go,’
obj ected M
War burt on.

' PLEASE don't stroke ny armlike that! | don't like
it!

"What a curious child you are! Wy don't you Ilike
it?

"I tell youl don't like it!'

"Now don't go and turn round,' said M Warburton
mldly. 'You

don't seemto realize howtactful it was on ny part
to approach you

from behind your back. If you turn round you'll see
that 1'mold

enough to be your father, and hideously bald into the



bargain. But

if you'll only keep still and not | ook at me you can
i mgine I'm

I vor Novello.'

Dor ot hy caught sight of the hand that was caressing
her--a | arge,

pi nk, very masculine hand, with thick fingers and a
fl eece of gold

hai rs upon the back. She turned very pale; the
expressi on of her

face altered from nere annoyance to aversi on and
dread. She nade a

violent effort, wenched herself free, and stood up
facing him

"I DO wish you wouldn't do that!' she said, half in
anger and hal f
in distress.

"What is the matter with you?' said M Warburton

He had stood upright, in his normal pose, entirely
unconcer ned, and

he | ooked at her with a touch of curiosity. Her face
had changed.

It was not only that she had turned pale; there was a
wi t hdr awn,

hal f-frightened | ook in her eyes--al nbst as though
for the nonent,

she were looking at himwith the eyes of a stranger
He perceived

that he had wounded her in sone way which he did not
under st and,

and whi ch perhaps she did not want himto understand.

"What is the matter with you?' he repeated.
"VWHY nmust you do that every time you neet ne?
""Bvery tine | neet you" is an exaggeration,' said M

War bur t on.
"It's really very seldomthat | get the opportunity.



But if you
really and truly don't like it--'

"CF course | don't like it! You know | don't I|ike
it!'

"Well, well! Then let's say no nore about it,' said
M Var burton

generously. 'Sit down, and we'll change the subject.’
He was totally devoid of shane. It was perhaps his

nost out st andi ng

characteristic. Having attenpted to seduce her, and
failed, he was

quite willing to go on with the conversation as

t hough not hi ng

what ever had happened.

"I"'mgoing hone at once,' said Dorothy. 'I can't
stay here any
| onger.'

' Ch nonsense! Sit down and forget about it. W'l
tal k of nora

t heol ogy, or cathedral architecture, or the Grl
Qui des' cooki ng

cl asses, or anything you choose. Think how bored
shal | be al

alone if you go honme at this hour.'

But Dorothy persisted, and there was an argunent.
Even if it had

not been his intention to nake | ove to her--and

what ever he m ght

prom se he would certainly begin again in a few
mnutes if she did

not go--M Warburton woul d have pressed her to stay,
for, like all

t horoughly idle people, he had a horror of going to
bed and no

conception of the value of tine. He would, if you
et him keep

you talking till three or four in the norning. Even



when Dor ot hy

finally escaped, he wal ked besi de her down the
noonlit drive, still

tal ki ng vol um nously and with such perfect good
hurmour that she

found it inpossible to be angry with himany | onger

"I"'mleaving first thing tonorrow,' he told her as

t hey reached the

gate. 'I'mgoing to take the car to town and pick up
the kids--the

BASTARDS, you know -and we're | eaving for France the
next day. |'m

not certain where we shall go after that; eastern

Eur ope, perhaps.

Prague, Vienna, Bucharest.'

'How ni ce,' said Dorothy.

M Warburton, with an adroitness surprising in so

| arge and stout a

man, had manoeuvred hi nsel f between Dorothy and the
gate.

"I shall be away six nonths or nore,' he said. 'And
of course |

needn't ask, before so long a parting, whether you
want to kiss me

good- bye?

Bef ore she knew what he was doing he had put his arm
about her and

drawn her against him She drew back--too | ate; he
ki ssed her on

t he cheek--woul d have kissed her on the mouth if she
had not turned

her head away in tine. She struggled in his arns,
violently and

for a moment hel pl essly.

"Ch, let me go!' she cried. 'DOlet ne go!'

"I believe | pointed out before,' said M Warburton



hol di ng her
easily against him 'that |I don't want to let you go.'

"But we're standing right in front of Ms Senprill's
wi ndow
She' |l see us absolutely for certain!’

'"Ch, good God! So she will!' said M Warburton. "I
was forgetting.'

| mpressed by this argunent, as he woul d not have been
by any ot her,

he | et Dorothy go. She pronptly put the gate between
M Var burton

and herself. He, neanwhile, was scrutinizing Ms
Senprill's

wi ndows.

"I can't see a light anywhere,' he said finally.
"Wth any |uck
the bl asted hag hasn't seen us.'

' Good-bye,' said Dorothy briefly. "This tine |
really MJST go.
Remenber ne to the children.'

Wth this she made of f as fast as she could go

wi t hout actually

running, to get out of his reach before he should
attenmpt to kiss

her agai n.

Even as she did so a sound checked her for an

i nstant--the

unm st akabl e bang of a wi ndow shutting, somewhere in
Ms Senmprill's

house. Could Ms Senprill have been watching them

after all? But

(reflected Dorothy) of COURSE she had been wat ching
them  What

el se could you expect? You could hardly imgine Ms
Senprill

m ssing such a scene as that. And if she HAD been



wat chi ng t hem

undoubtedly the story would be all over the town

t onmor r ow nor ni ng,

and it would lose nothing in the telling. But this
t hought ,

sinister though it was, did no nore than flight
nmonentarily through

Dorothy's mind as she hurried down the road.

When she was well out of sight of M Warburton's
house she st opped,

t ook out her handkerchi ef and scrubbed the place on
her cheek where

he had kissed her. She scrubbed it vigorously enough
to bring the

bl ood into her cheek. It was not until she had quite
rubbed out

the imaginary stain which his lips had left there
that she wal ked

on agai n.

What he had done had upset her. Even now her heart
was knocki ng

and fluttering unconfortably. | can't BEAR that kind
of thing! she

repeated to herself several tines over. And
unfortunately this was

no more than the literal truth; she really could not
bear it. To

be kissed or fondled by a man--to feel heavy nale
arms about her

and thick male |ips bearing down upon her own--was
terrifying and

repul sive to her. Even in nenory or inagination it
made her w nce.

It was her especial secret, the especial, incurable
disability that

she carried through life.

If only they would | eave you ALONE! she thought as
she wal ked

onwards a little nore slowy. That was how she put
it to herself



habitual ly--"If only they would | eave you ALONE!

For it was not

that in other ways she disliked men. On the
contrary, she liked

them better than wonen. Part of M Warburton's hold
over her was

in the fact that he was a nman and had the carel ess
good hurmour and

the intellectual |argeness that wonen so sel dom have.
But why

couldn't they |leave you ALONE? Wy did they al ways
have to kiss

you and maul you about? They were dreadful when they
ki ssed you- -

dreadful and a little disgusting, |like some |arge,
furry beast that

rubs itself against you, all too friendly and yet
liable to turn

dangerous at any noment. And beyond their Kkissing
and maul i ng

there |l ay always the suggestion of those other,

nonst rous t hi ngs

(" ALL THAT" was her name for then) of which she could
hardly even

bear to think

O course, she had had her share, and rather nore
than her share,

of casual attention frommen. She was just pretty
enough, and j ust

pl ai n enough, to be the kind of girl that nen

habi tual |y pester.

For when a man wants a little casual anmusenent, he
usual Iy picks

out a girl who is not TOO pretty. Pretty girls (so
he reasons) are

spoilt and therefore capricious; but plain girls are
easy gane.

And even if you are a clergyman's daughter, even if
you live in a

town |like Knype H Il and spend al nost your entire
life in parish

wor k, you don't altogether escape pursuit. Dorothy



was all too

used to it--all too used to the fattish m ddl e- aged
men, with their

fishily hopeful eyes, who slowed down their cars when
you passed

them on the road, or who manoeuvred an introduction
and then began

pi nching your el bow about ten m nutes afterwards.
Men of all

descriptions. Even a clergyman, on one occasion--a
bi shop' s

chapl ai n, he was.

But the trouble was that it was not better, but oh!
infinitely

wor se when they were the right kind of nman and the
advances they

made you were honourable. Her mind slipped backwards
five years,

to Francis Moon, curate in those days at St
Wedekind's in

M 1| borough. Dear Francis! How gladly would she
have married him

if only it had not been for ALL THAT! Over and over
agai n he had

asked her to marry him and of course she had had to
say No; and,

equal Iy of course, he had never known why.

I mpossible to tell him

why. And then he had gone away, and only a year

| ater had died so

irrelevantly of pneunonia. She whispered a prayer
for his soul

nmonentarily forgetting that her father did not really
approve of

prayers for the dead, and then, with an effort,
pushed the menory

aside. Ah, better not to think of it again! It hurt
her in her

breast to think of it.

She coul d never marry, she had deci ded | ong ago upon
that. Even



when she was a child she had known it. Nothing woul d
ever overcomne

her horror of ALL THAT--at the very thought of it
somet hing wi thin

her seemed to shrink and freeze. And of course, in a
sense she did

not want to overconme it. For, like all abnormal
peopl e, she was

not fully aware that she was abnornal .

And yet, though her sexual col dness seened to her
natural and

i nevitable, she knew well enough how it was that it
had begun. She

could remenber, as clearly as though it were
yesterday, certain

dreadful scenes between her father and her

not her - - scenes that she

had wi tnessed when she was no nore than nine years
old. They had

left a deep, secret wound in her mind. And then a
little later she

had been frightened by sone old steel engravings of
nynphs pur sued

by satyrs. To her childish mnd there was somet hi ng
i nexplicably,

horribly sinister in those horned, sem -hunman
creatures that |urked

in thickets and behind large trees, ready to cone
bounding forth in

sudden swi ft pursuit. For a whole year of her
chi | dhood she had

actually been afraid to wal k through woods al one, for
fear of

satyrs. She had grown out of the fear, of course,
but not out of

the feeling that was associated with it. The satyr
had remai ned

with her as a symbol. Perhaps she woul d never grow
out of it, that

special feeling of dread, of hopeless flight from
somet hi ng nore

than rationally dreadful --the stanmp of hooves in the



| onel y wood,

the lean, furry thighs of the satyr. It was a thing
not to be

altered, not to be argued away. It is, noreover, a
thing too

common nowadays, anong educated wonen, to occasion
any ki nd of

surpri se.

Most of Dorothy's agitation had di sappeared by the

ti me she reached

the rectory. The thoughts of satyrs and M

War burton, of Francis

Moon and her foredooned sterility, which had been
going to and fro

in her mind, faded out of it and were replaced by the
accusi ng

i mage of a jackboot. She remenbered that she had the
best part of

two hours' work to do before going to bed tonight.
The house was

i n darkness. She went round to the back and slipped
in on tiptoe

by the scullery door, for fear of waking her father
who was

probably asl eep al ready.

As she felt her way through the dark passage to the
conservatory,

she suddenly deci ded that she had gone wong in going
to M

War burton's house tonight. She would, she resol ved,
never go there

agai n, even when she was certain that sonebody el se
woul d be there

as well. Mreover, she woul d do penance tonorrow for
havi ng gone

there tonight. Having lighted the |anp, before doing
anyt hi ng el se

she found her 'nmeno list', which was already witten
out for

tomorrow, and pencilled a capital P against

" breakfast', P stood



for penance--no bacon again for breakfast tonorrow.
Then she
lighted the oil stove under the gl ue-pot.

The light of the lanp fell yell ow upon her
sewi ng- machi ne and upon

the pile of half-finished clothes on the table,

rem ndi ng her of

the yet greater pile of clothes that were not even
begun; rem ndi ng

her, also, that she was dreadfully, overwhel m ngly
tired. She had

forgotten her tiredness at the noment when M
Warburton laid his

hands on her shoul ders, but now it had cone back upon
her with

doubl e force. Moreover, there was a sonehow
exceptional quality

about her tiredness tonight. She felt, in an al npst
literal sense

of the words, washed out. As she stood beside the
tabl e she had a

sudden, very strange feeling as though her m nd had
been entirely

enptied, so that for several seconds she actually
forgot what it

was that she had cone into the conservatory to do.

Then she renmenbered--the jackboots, of course! Sone
contenpti bl e

little demon whi spered in her ear, '\Wy not go
straight to bed and

| eave the jackboots till tonorrow?” She uttered a
prayer for

strength, and pinched herself. Cone on, Dorothy! No
sl acki ng

pl ease! Luke ix, 62. Then, clearing some of the
litter off the

tabl e, she got out her scissors, a pencil, and four
sheets of brown

paper, and sat down to cut out those troubl esone

i nsteps for the

j ackboots while the glue was boiling.



When the grandfather clock in her father's study
struck m dni ght

she was still at work. She had shaped both jackboots
by this tinme,

and was reinforcing them by pasting narrow strips of
paper all over

them-a long, messy job. Every bone in her body was
achi ng, and

her eyes were sticky with sleep. Indeed, it was only
rather dimy

t hat she remenbered what she was doing. But she

wor ked on,

nmechani cally pasting strip after strip of paper into
pl ace, and

pi nching herself every two mnutes to counteract the
hypnoti ¢ sound

of the oilstove singing beneath the gl ue-pot.

CHAPTER 2

Qut of a black, dream ess sleep, with the sense of
bei ng drawn

upwar ds t hrough enornmous and gradual Iy |ightening
abysses, Dor ot hy

awoke to a speci es of consciousness.

Her eyes were still closed. By degrees, however,
their |ids becane

| ess opaque to the light, and then flickered open of
their own

accord. She was | ooking out upon a street--a shabby,
lively street

of small shops and narrow faced houses, with streans
of nen, trans,



and cars passing in either direction

But as yet it could not properly be said that she was
LOCKI NG For

t he things she saw were not apprehended as nen,
trams, and cars,

nor as anything in particular; they were not even
appr ehended as

t hi ngs nmoving; not even as THI NGS. She nerely SAW
as an ani nal

sees, W thout specul ation and al nbst wi t hout

consci ousness. The

noi ses of the street--the confused din of voices, the
hoot i ng of

horns and the scream of the trams grinding on their
gritty rails--

fl owed t hrough her head provoking purely physica
responses. She

had no words, nor any conception of the purpose of
such things as

wor ds, nor any consciousness of time or place, or of
her own body

or even of her own existence.

Nevert hel ess, by degrees her perceptions becane
sharper. The

stream of moving things began to penetrate beyond her
eyes and sort

t hensel ves out into separate images in her brain.
She began, still

wordl essly, to observe the shapes of things. A

| ong- shaped thing

swam past, supported on four other, narrower

| ong- shaped t hi ngs,

and drawing after it a square-shaped thing bal anced
on two circles.

Dor ot hy watched it pass; and suddenly, as though
spont aneously, a

word flashed into her mnd. The word was ' horse'

It faded, but

returned presently in the nore conplex form ' THAT
IS A HORSE. '

O her words foll owed--'house', 'street', 'tram,



‘car', 'bicycle'--

until in a few minutes she had found a nanme for

al nost everyt hi ng

within sight. She discovered the words 'man' and
"wonan' , and,

specul ating upon these words, discovered that she
knew t he

di fference between living and inani mate things, and
bet ween human

bei ngs and horses, and between nmen and wonen.

It was only now, after becom ng aware of nobst of the
t hi ngs about

her, that she became aware of HERSELF. Hitherto she
had been as it

were a pair of eyes with a receptive but purely

i mpersonal brain

behind them But now, with a curious little shock
she di scovered

her separate and uni que exi stence; she could FEEL
hersel f exi sting;

it was as though sonething wi thin her were exclaining
"I aml!"’

Al so, in sone way she knew that this 'I' had existed
and been the

same fromrenote periods in the past, though it was a
past of which

she had no remenbrance.

But it was only for a nonment that this discovery
occupi ed her.

Fromthe first there was a sense of inconpleteness in
it, of

somet hi ng vaguely unsatisfactory. And it was this:
the "I aml’

whi ch had seened an answer had itself becone a
guestion. It was no

longer 'I aml', but "WHO am|"'?

VWHO WAS SHE? She turned the question over in her
m nd, and found

t hat she had not the di mest notion of who she was;
except that,



wat chi ng the peopl e and horses passing, she grasped
that she was a

human being and not a horse. And that the question
altered itself

and took this form 'Aml a nman or a wonan?' Again
nei t her

feeling nor nenmory gave any clue to the answer. But
at that

nmonent, by accident possibly, her finger-tips brushed
agai nst her

body. She realized nore clearly than before that her
body exi sted,

and that it was her own--that it was, in fact,
hersel f. She began

to explore it with her hands, and her hands

encount ered breasts.

She was a wonman, therefore. Only wonmen had breasts.
In sone way

she knew, wi thout knowi ng how she knew, that al

t hose wonen who

passed had breasts beneath their clothes, though she
coul d not see

t hem

She now grasped that in order to identify herself she
nmust exam ne

her own body, beginning with her face; and for sone
nonments she

actually attenpted to | ook at her own face, before
realizing that

this was inpossible. She | ooked down, and saw a
shabby bl ack satin

dress, rather long, a pair of flesh-col oured
artificial silk

stockings, |addered and dirty, and a pair of very
shabby bl ack

satin shoes with high heels. None of themwas in the
| east

famliar to her. She exam ned her hands, and they
were both

strange and unstrange. They were smallish hands,
with hard pal ns,

and very dirty. After a noment she realized that it



was their

dirtiness that nade them strange to her. The hands
t hensel ves

seened natural and appropriate, though she did not
recogni ze them

After hesitating a few nmonents | onger, she turned to
her left and

began to wal k slowy along the pavenent. A fragment
of know edge

had come to her, mysteriously, out of the blank past:
the existence

of mirrors, their purpose, and the fact that there
are often

mrrors in shop windows. After a nonent she cane to
a cheap little

jewel ler's shop in which a strip of mrror, set at an
angl e,

refl ected the faces of people passing. Dorothy

pi cked her

reflection out fromanong a dozen others, inmrediately
realizing it

to be her own. Yet it could not be said that she had
recogni zed

it; she had no nmenmory of ever having seen it till
this nmonent. It

showed her a woman's youngi sh face, thin, very

bl onde, with crow s-

feet round the eyes, and faintly snudged with dirt.
A vul gar bl ack

cl oche hat was stuck carel essly on the head,
conceal i ng nost of the

hair. The face was quite unfanmliar to her, and yet
not strange.

She had not known till this noment what face to
expect, but now

that she had seen it she realized that it was the
face she m ght

have expected. It was appropriate. It corresponded
to sonet hi ng

within her.

As she turned away fromthe jeweller's mrror, she



caught sight of

the words 'Fry's Chocol ate' on a shop w ndow
opposite, and

di scovered that she understood the purpose of
writing, and al so,

after a monentary effort, that she was able to read
Her eyes

flitted across the street, taking in and deci phering
odd scraps of

print; the nanes of shops, advertisenents, newspaper
posters. She

spelled out the letters of two red and white posters
outside a

t obacconi st's shop. One of themread, 'Fresh Runours
about

Rector's Daughter', and the other, 'Rector's
Daughter. Now

believed in Paris'. Then she | ooked upwards, and saw
in wite
lettering on the corner of a house: 'New Kent Road'.
The words

arrested her. She grasped that she was standing in
the New Kent

Road, and--another fragnment of her mnysterious

know edge--the New

Kent Road was sonmewhere in London. So she was in
London.

As she nmade this discovery a peculiar trenmor ran

t hrough her. Her

m nd was now fully awakened; she grasped, as she had
not grasped

bef ore, the strangeness of her situation, and it
bew | dered and

frightened her. What could it all MEAN? What was
she doi ng here?

How had she got here? Wat had happened to her?

The answer was not long in comng. She thought--and
it seemed to

her that she understood perfectly well what the words
meant: 'O

course! |'ve lost ny nenory!'’



At this nonment two youths and a girl who were
trudgi ng past, the

youths with clumsy sacking bundl es on their backs,

st opped and

| ooked curiously at Dorothy. They hesitated for a
noment, then

wal ked on, but halted again by a | anp-post five yards
away.

Dor ot hy saw t hem | ooki ng back at her and talking
anmong t hensel ves.

One of the youths was about twenty, narrow chested,
bl ack- hai red,

ruddy- cheeked, good-1ooking in a nosy cockney way,
and dressed in

the weck of a raffishly smart blue suit and a check
cap. The

ot her was about twenty-six, squat, ninmble, and
powerful, with a

snub nose, a clear pink skin and huge |ips as coarse
as sausages,

exposi ng strong yellow teeth. He was frankly ragged,
and he had a

mat of orange-col oured hair cropped short and grow ng
low on his

head, which gave hima startling resenblance to an

or ang- out ang.

The girl was a silly-1ooking, plunp creature, dressed
in clothes

very like Dorothy's own. Dorothy could hear sone of
what they were

sayi ng:

"That tart looks ill," said the girl

The orange- headed one, who was singing 'Sonny Boy' in
a good

baritone voice, stopped singing to answer. ' She
aint ill," he

said. 'She's on the beach all right, though. Sane
as us.'

"She'd do jest nicely for Nobby, wouldn't she?' said



t he dar k-
hai red one.

"Ch, YOQU'' exclaimed the girl with a shocked-anorous
air, pretending
to smack the dark one over the head.

The yout hs had | owered their bundl es and | eaned t hem
agai nst the

| anp-post. Al three of them now cane rather
hesitantly towards

Dor ot hy, the orange-headed one, whose nane seened to
be Nobby,

| eadi ng the way as their anbassador. He noved with a
ganbol I i ng,

apeli ke gait, and his grin was so frank and w de that
it was

i npossible not to snmle back at him He addressed
Dorothy in a

friendly way.
"Hullo, kid!
"Hul | o!'

"You on the beach, kid?

'"On the beach?

"Well, on the bun®

"On the bun?

"Christ! she's batty,' murnured the girl, tw tching
at the bl ack-

haired one's armas though to pull him away.

"Well, what | nmean to say, kid--have you got any
noney?

"l don't know.'

At this all three | ooked at one another in



stupefaction. For a

nmonent they probably thought that Dorothy really WAS
batty. But

si mul t aneously Dorothy, who had earlier discovered a
smal | pocket

in the side of her dress, put her hand into it and
felt the outline

of a large coin.

"I believe |I've got a penny,' she said.

"A penny!' said the dark youth disgustedly, '--1ot of
good that is

to us!'’

Dorothy drew it out. It was a half-crown. An

ast oni shi ng change

cane over the faces of the three others. Nobby's
nmout h split open

wi th delight, he ganbolled several steps to and fro
i ke some great

jubilant ape, and then, halting, took Dorothy
confidentially by the

arm
"That's the nulligatawny!' he said. 'W've struck it
| ucky- - and

so've you, kid, believe me. You're going to bless

t he day you set

eyes on us lot. W're going to nake your fortune for
you, we are.

Now, see here, kid--are you on to go into cahoots
with us three?

"What ?' sai d Dor ot hy

"What | mean to say--how about you chunming in with
Flo and Charlie

and ne? Partners, see? Conrades all, shoulder to
shoul der.
United we stand, divided we fall. W put up the

brai ns, you put up
t he noney. How about it, kid? Are you on, or are



you of f?'

" Shut up, Nobby!' interrupted the girl. 'She don't
under stand a

word of what you're saying. Talk to her proper,
can't you?

"That'll do, Flo,' said Nobby equably. 'You keep it
shut and | eave

the talking to ne. | got a way with the tarts, |
have. Now, you

listen to ne, kid--what m ght your name happen to be,
ki d?'

Dorothy was within an ace of saying 'l don't know,'
but she was

sufficiently on the alert to stop herself in tine.
Choosing a

fem ni ne name fromthe hal f-dozen that sprang

i medi ately into her

m nd, she answered, 'Ellen.’

"Ellen. That's the mulligatawny. No surnanes when
you're on the

bum Well now, Ellen dear, you listen to me. Us
three are going

down hoppi ng, see--'

' Hoppi ng?"

"'"Qpping!' put in the dark youth inpatiently, as

t hough di sgust ed

by Dorothy's ignorance. Hi s voice and manner were
rather sullen,

and his accent nuch baser than Nobby's. 'Pickin'
'ops--dahn in

Kent! C n understand that, can't yer?'

'Ch, HOPS! For beer?
"That's the nmulligatawny! Com ng on fine, she is.

Vell, kid, "z |
was saying, here's us three going down hopping, and



got a job

prom sed us and all--Blessington's farm Lower

Mol esworth. Only

we're just a bit in the mulligatawny, see? Because
we ain't got a

brown between us, and we got to do it on the
toby--thirty-five

mles it is--and got to tap for our tomry and ski pper
at night as

well. And that's a bit of a mulligatawny, with
ladies in the

party. But now s'pose f'rinstance you was to cone
al ong with us,

see? W c'd take the twopenny tramfar as Bromnl ey,
and that's

fifteen mles done, and we won't need skipper nore'n
one ni ght on

the way. And you can chumin at our bin--four to a
bin's the best

pi cking--and i f Bl essington's paying twopence a
bushel you'll turn

your ten bob a week easy. What do you say to it,
kid? Your two

and a tanner won't do you nuch good here in Snoke.
But you go into

partnership with us, and you'll get your kip for a
nont h and

somet hing over--and WE' LL get a lift to Brom ey and a
bit of scran

as well .’

About a quarter of his speech was intelligible to
Dor ot hy.  She
asked rather at random

"What is SCRAN?'

"Scran? Tommy--food. | can see YOQU ain't been | ong
on the beach

kid.'

"Ch. . . . Well, you want nme to cone down

hop- pi cking with you, is



that it?

"That's it, Ellen ny dear. Are you on, or are you
of f ?'

"All right,' said Dorothy pronptly. '1'll cone.’

She made this decision without any m sgiving
whatever. It is true

that if she had had time to think over her position
she woul d

probably have acted differently; in all probability
she woul d have

gone to a police station and asked for assistance.
That woul d have

been the sensible course to take. But Nobby and the
ot hers had

appeared just at the critical monent, and, hel pless
as she was, it

seened quite natural to throwin her ot with the
first human bei ng

who presented hinmself. Moreover, for some reason
whi ch she did not

understand, it reassured her to hear that they were
maki ng for

Kent. Kent, it seened to her, was the very place to
whi ch she

wanted to go. The others showed no further
curiosity, and asked no

unconfortabl e questions. Nobby sinply said, 'O K
That's the

mul I i gatawny!' and then gently took Dorothy's

hal f-crown out of her

hand and slid it into his pocket--in case she should
lose it, he

expl ai ned. The dark yout h--apparently his nane was
Charlie--said

in his surly, disagreeable way:

'Come on, less get movin'! It's "ar-parse two
al ready. W don't
want to mss that there ---- tram \here d'they

start from



Nobby?"

' The El ephant,' said Nobby: 'and we got to catch it
before four

o' cl ock, because they don't give no free rides after
four.'

"Cone on, then, don't |less waste no nore tinme. N ce
job we'll 'ave

of it if we got to 'ike it down to Bronm ey AND | ook
for a place to

skipper in the ---- dark. Cmon, Flo.'

"Quick march!' said Nobby, sw nging his bundle on to
hi s shoul der.

They set out, without nore words said, Dorothy, stil
bewi | dered

but feeling rmuch better than she had felt half an
hour ago, wal ked

beside Flo and Charlie, who tal ked to one another and
t ook no

further notice of her. Fromthe very first they
seened to hold

thenselves a little al oof from Dorothy--willing
enough to share her

hal f-crown, but with no friendly feelings towards
her. Nobby

marched in front, stepping out briskly in spite of
hi s burden, and

singing, with spirited imtations of nmilitary mnusic,
the wel | - known

mlitary song of which the only recorded words seem
to be:

----1" was all the band coul d play;
----1 ----1" And the sane to you!'



This was the twenty-ninth of August. It was on the
ni ght of the

twenty-first that Dorothy had fallen asleep in the
conservatory; so

that there had been an interregnumin her life of not
quite eight

days.

The thing that had happened to her was comonpl ace
enough- - al nost

every week one reads in the newspapers of a sinilar
case. A nan

di sappears fromhone, is lost sight of for days or
weeks, and

presently fetches up at a police station or in a
hospital, with no

noti on of who he is or where he has cone from As a
rule it is

i npossible to tell how he has spent the intervening
tinme; he has

been wandering, presumably, in sone hypnotic or
somanbul i stic

state in which he has neverthel ess been able to pass
for nornal.

In Dorothy's case only one thing is certain, and that
is that she

had been robbed at sone time during her travels; for
the cl ot hes

she was wearing were not her own, and her gold cross
was ni ssing.

At the nonment when Nobby accosted her, she was

al ready on the road

to recovery; and if she had been properly cared for
her menory

m ght have cone back to her within a few days or even
hours. A

very small thing would have been enough to acconplish
it; a chance

nmeeting with a friend, a photograph of her hone, a
few questions

skilfully put. But as it was, the slight nenta



stimulus that she

needed was never given. She was left in the peculiar
state in

whi ch she had first found herself--a state in which
her mind was

potentially normal, but not quite strung up to the
effort of

puzzling out her own identity.

For of course, once she had thrown in her lot with
Nobby and the

others, all chance of reflection was gone. There was
no tine to

sit down and think the natter over--no tinme to cone
to grips with

her difficulty and reason her way to its solution

In the strange,

dirty sub-world into which she was instantly plunged,
even five

m nut es of consecutive thought woul d have been

i mpossi ble. The

days passed in ceasel ess nightmarish activity.

I ndeed, it was very

like a nightrmare; a nightmare not of urgent terrors,
but of hunger,

squal or, and fatigue, and of alternating heat and
cold. Afterwards,

when she | ooked back upon that tine, days and nights
nmer ged

t hensel ves toget her so that she could never renenber
with perfect

certainty how many of themthere had been. She only
knew t hat for

some indefinite period she had been perpetually
footsore and al nost

perpetual |y hungry. Hunger and the soreness of her
feet were her

clearest nmenories of that tine; and also the cold of
t he nights, and

a peculiar, blowsy, witless feeling that cane of

sl eepl essness and

constant exposure to the air.



After getting to Brom ey they had 'drumed up' on a
horri bl e,

paper-littered rubbish dunp, reeking with the refuse
of several

sl aught er - houses, and then passed a shudderi ng night,
with only

sacks for cover, in long wet grass on the edge of a
recreation

ground. In the nmorning they had started out, on
foot, for the

hopfiel ds. Even at this early date Dorothy had

di scovered that the

tal e Nobby had told her, about the promi se of a job,
was totally

untrue. He had invented it--he confessed this quite
l'ight-

heartedl y--to i nduce her to cone with them Their
only chance of

getting a job was to march down into the hop country
and apply at

every farmtill they found one where pickers were
still needed.

They had perhaps thirty-five mles to go, as the crow
flies, and

yet at the end of three days they had barely reached
the fringe of

the hopfields. The need of getting food, of course,
was what

slowed their progress. They could have marched the
whol e di stance

in two days or even in a day if they had not been
obliged to feed

thenselves. As it was, they had hardly even tinme to
t hi nk of

whet her they were going in the direction of the
hopfi el ds or not;

it was food that dictated all their nmovements
Dor ot hy' s hal f -

crown had nelted within a few hours, and after that
there was

nothing for it except to beg. But there canme the
difficulty. One



person can beg his food easily enough on the road,
and even two can

manage it, but it is a very different natter when
there are four

peopl e together. |In such circumnmstances one can only
keep alive if

one hunts for food as persistently and
single-mndedly as a wild

beast. Food--that was their sole preoccupation
during those three

days--just food, and the endless difficulty of
getting it.

From nmorning to night they were begging. They
wander ed enor nous

di stances, zigzagging right across the country,
trailing from

village to village and from house to house, 'tapping'
at every

butcher's and every baker's and every likely | ooking
cottage, and

hangi ng hopefully round picnic parties, and
wavi ng- - al ways vai nl y- -

at passing cars, and accosting old gentlenmen with the
right kind of

face and pitching hard-up stories. Oten they went
five mles out

of their way to get a crust of bread or a handful of
scraps of

bacon. All of them begged, Dorothy with the others;
she had no

renmenbered past, no standards of conparison to nake
her ashaned of

it. And yet with all their efforts they would have
gone enpty-

bellied half the tinme if they had not stolen as well
as begged.

At dusk and in the early nornings they pillaged the
orchards and

the fields, stealing apples, dansons, pears, cobnuts,
aut um

raspberries, and, above all, potatoes; Nobby counted
it asinto



pass a potato field without getting at |east a

pocketful . It was
Nobby who did nost of the stealing, while the others
kept guard.

He was a bold thief; it was his peculiar boast that
he woul d steal

anyt hing that was not tied down, and he woul d have
| anded them al

in prison if they had not restrained himsonetines.
Once he even

| ai d hands on a goose, but the goose set up a fearfu
cl anour, and

Charlie and Dorothy dragged Nobby off just as the
owner cane out of

doors to see what was the matter

Each of those first days they wal ked between twenty
and twenty-five

mles. They trailed across conmons and t hrough
buried vill ages

with incredible nanes, and |ost thenselves in | anes
that |ed

nowhere, and spraw ed exhausted in dry ditches

snel ling of fenne

and tansies, and sneaked into private woods and
"drumed up' in

t hi ckets where firewood and water were handy, and
cooked strange,

squalid neals in the two two-pound snuff-tins that
were their only

cooking pots. Sonetines, when their |luck was in,

t hey had

excel l ent stews of cadged bacon and stol en
caul i fl owers, sonetines

great insipid gorges of potatoes roasted in the
ashes, sonetines

jam made of stol en autumm raspberries which they
boiled in one of

the snuff-tins and devoured while it was stil

scal ding hot. Tea

was the one thing they never ran short of. Even when
there was no

food at all there was always tea, stewed, dark brown



and reviving.

It is a thing that can be begged nore easily than
nost. ' Pl ease,

ma' am could you spare ne a pinch of tea? is a plea
t hat sel dom

fails, even with the case-hardened Kenti sh housew ves.

The days were burning hot, the white roads glared and
t he passing

cars sent stinging dust into their faces. Oten

fam lies of hop-

pi ckers drove past, cheering, in lorries piled
sky-high wth

furniture, children, dogs, and birdcages. The nights
wer e al ways

cold. There is hardly such a thing as a night in
Engl and when it

isreally warmafter mdnight. Two |arge sacks were
all the

beddi ng they had between them Flo and Charlie had
one sack,

Dor ot hy had the other, and Nobby slept on the bare
ground. The

di sconfort was al nost as bad as the cold. If you lay
on your back

your head, with no pillow, |olled backwards so that
your neck

seened to be breaking; if you lay on your side, your
hi p- bone

pressing agai nst the earth caused you tornents. Even
when, towards

the small hours, you managed to fall asleep by fits
and starts, the

cold penetrated into your deepest dreams. Nobby was
the only one

who could really stand it. He could sleep as
peacefully in a nest

of sodden grass as in a bed, and his coarse, siman
face, with

barely a dozen red-gold hairs glittering on the chin
i ke sni ppi ngs

of copper wire, never lost its warm pink colour. He
was one of



t hose red-haired people who seemto glow with an

i nner radi ance

that warnms not only thensel ves but the surroundi ng
air.

Al this strange, confortless |life Dorothy took
utterly for

granted--only dimy aware, if at all, that the other
unr enenber ed

life that |ay behind her had been in sone way
different fromthis.

After only a couple of days she had ceased to wonder
any | onger

about her queer predicament. She accepted
everyt hi ng--accepted the

dirt and hunger and fatigue, the endless trailing to
and fro, the

hot, dusty days and the sl eepl ess, shivering nights.
She was, in

any case, far too tired to think. By the afternoon
of the second

day they were all desperately, overwhelmngly tired,
except Nobby,

whom not hing could tire. Even the fact that soon
after they set

out a nail began to work its way through the sole of
hi s boot

hardly seened to trouble him There were periods of
an hour at a

ti me when Dorothy seemed al nost to be sl eeping as she
wal ked.  She

had a burden to carry now, for as the two men were
al ready | oaded

and Fl o steadfastly refused to carry anything,
Dor ot hy had

vol unteered to carry the sack that held the stol en
pot at oes. They

generally had ten pounds or so of potatoes in
reserve. Dorothy

slung the sack over her shoul der as Nobby and Charlie
did with

their bundles, but the string cut into her like a saw
and the sack



bunped agai nst her hip and chafed it so that finally
it began to

bl eed. Her wetched, flinmsy shoes had begun to go to
pi eces from

the very beginning. On the second day the heel of
her right shoe

cane off and Il eft her hobbling; but Nobby, expert in
such matters,

advi sed her to tear the heel off the other shoe and
wal k

flatfooted. The result was a fiery pain down her
shins when she

wal ked uphill, and a feeling as though the sol es of
her feet had

been hammered with an iron bar

But Flo and Charlie were in a nuch worse case than
she. They were

not so much exhausted as amazed and scandal i zed by
the di stances

they were expected to walk. Walking twenty miles in
a day was a

thing they had never heard of till now. They were
cockneys born

and bred, and though they had had several nonths of
destitution in

London, neither of them had ever been on the road
before. Charlie,

till fairly recently, had been in good enpl oynent,
and Fl o, too,

had had a good home until she had been seduced and
turned out of

doors to live on the streets. They had fallen in

wi th Nobby in

Traf al gar Square and agreed to come hop-picking with
hi m i magini ng

that it would be a bit of a lark. O course, having
been 'on the

beach' a conparatively short time, they | ooked down
on Nobby and

Dorothy. They val ued Nobby's know edge of the road
and his

bol dness in thieving, but he was their social



inferior--that was

their attitude. And as for Dorothy, they scarcely
even deigned to

| ook at her after her half-crown cane to an end.

Even on the second day their courage was failing.
They | agged

behi nd, grunbl ed i ncessantly, and denmanded nore than
their fair

share of food. By the third day it was al nost

i mpossible to keep

themon the road at all. They were pining to be back
in London,

and had | ong ceased to care whether they ever got to
t he hopfields

or not; all they wanted to do was to sprawl in any
confortabl e

halting place they could find, and, when there was
any food left,

devour endl ess snacks. After every halt there was a
t edi ous

argunent before they could be got to their feet again.

' Come on, bl okes!' Nobby would say. 'Pack your peter
up, Charlie.
Time we was getting off.’

"Ch, ---- getting off!' Charlie would answer norosely.

"Well, we can't skipper here, can we? W said we was
going to hike
as far as Sevenoaks tonight, didn't we?

'Ch, ---- Sevenoaks! Sevenoaks or any other bl eeding
pl ace--it
don't make any bleeding difference to ne.'

"But ---- it! W want to get a job tonorrow, don't
we? And we got

to get down among the farnms 'fore we can start

| ooki ng for one.'

"Ch, ---- the farns! I wish I'd never 'eard of a



---- 'op! |

wasn't brought up to this ---- "iking and ski ppering
i ke you was.
I"'mfed up; that's what | am---- fed up.’

"If this is bloody 'opping," Flo would chime in,
"I've "ad ny
bl oody bellyful of it already.’

Nobby gave Dorothy his private opinion that Flo and
Charlie would

probably "jack off' if they got the chance of a lift
back to

London. But as for Nobby, nothing disheartened him
or ruffled his

good tenper, not even when the nail in his boot was
at its worst

and his filthy remmant of a sock was dark with bl ood.
By the third

day the nail had worn a permanent hole in his foot,
and Nobby had

to halt once in a mle to hammer it down.

''Scuse me, kid," he would say; 'got to attend to ny
bl oody hoof
again. This nail's a nulligatawy.'

He woul d search for a round stone, squat in the ditch
and carefully
hamrer the nail down.

'There!' he would say optimstically, feeling the
place with his
thumb. ' THAT b--'s in his grave!'’

The epitaph should have been Resurgam however. The
nai |

i nvariably worked its way up again within a quarter
of an hour.

Nobby had tried to nake | ove to Dorothy, of course,
and, when she
repul sed him bore her no grudge. He had that happy



t emper anent

that is incapable of taking its own reverses very
seriously. He

was al ways debonair, always singing in a lusty
baritone voice--his

three favourite songs were: 'Sonny Boy', ''Twas
Christmas Day in

t he Workhouse' (to the tune of 'The Church's One
Foundation'), and

""----1" was all the band could play', given with
lively renderings

of mlitary nusic. He was twenty-six years old and
was a wi dower,

and had been successively a seller of newspapers, a
petty thief,

a Borstal boy, a soldier, a burglar, and a tranp.
These facts,

however, you had to piece together for yourself, for
he was not

equal to giving a consecutive account of his life.
Hi s conversation

was studded with casual picturesque nenories--the six
nont hs he had

served in a line regiment before he was invalided out
wi th a damaged

eye, the | oathsonmeness of the skilly in Holloway, his
chi | dhood in

the Deptford gutters, the death of his wife, aged

ei ghteen, in

childbirth, when he was twenty, the horrible

suppl eness of the

Borstal canes, the dull boomof the nitro- glycerine,
blowing in the

saf e door at Wodward's boot and shoe factory, where
Nobby had

cleared a hundred and twenty-five pounds and spent it
in three

weeks.

On the afternoon of the third day they reached the
fringe of the
hop country, and began to neet di scouraged peopl e,
nostly tranps,



trailing back to London with the news that there was
not hi ng doi ng- -

hops were bad and the price was |ow, and the gypsies
and ' home

pi ckers' had collared all the jobs. At this Flo and
Charlie gave

up hope altogether, but by an adroit m xture of
bul I yi ng and

per suasi on Nobby managed to drive thema few miles
farther. 1In a

little village called Wale they fell in with an old

I ri shwoman- -

Ms MElligot was her nane--who had just been given a
job at a

nei ghbouri ng hopfield, and they swapped some of their
stol en appl es

for a piece of neat she had 'bunmed' earlier in the
day. She gave

t hem some useful hints about hop-picking and about
what farms to

try. They were all sprawing on the village green
tired out,

opposite a little general shop with sonme newspaper
post ers out si de.

"You'd best go down'n have a try at Chalners's,' Ms

McEl | i got

advi sed themin her base Dublin accent. 'Dat's a bit
above five

mle fromhere. 1've heard tell as Chalners wants a
dozen pickers

still. | daresay he'd give y'a job if you gets dere

early enough.'

"Five miles! Cripes! Ain't there none nearer'n
that?' grunbl ed

Charli e.

"Well, dere's Norman's. | got a job at Nornman's
nesel f--1'm

startin' tonmorrow nornin'. But 'twouldn't be no use

for you to try
at Norman's. He ain't takin' on none but home



pi ckers, an' dey say
as he's goin' to let half his hops bl ow'

"What's hone pickers? said Nobby.

'Why, dem as has got homes o' deir own. Eider you
got to live in

de nei ghbourhood, or else de farner's got to give y'a
hut to sleep

in. Dat's de | aw nowadays. In de ole days when you
corme down

hoppi n', you kipped in a stable an' dere was no
guesti ons asked.

But dem bl oody interferin' gets of a Labour

Cover nment brought in a

law to say as no pickers was to be taken on w dout de
farnmer had

proper acconmodati on for
on fol ks as has

got homes o' deir own.'

em So Norman only takes

"Well, you ain't got a honme of your own, have you?

"No bl oody fear! But Norman t'inks | have. |

ki dded' m | was

stayin' in a cottage near by. Between you an' ne,

' m ski pperin'

in acowbyre. 'Tain't so bad except for de stink o
de nuck, but

you got to be out be five in de nornin', else de
cownen 'ud catch

you.'

"W ain't got no experience of hopping,' Nobby said.
"I woul dn't

know a bloody hop if | saw one. Best to let on
you're an old hand

when you go up for a job, eh?

"Hell! Hops don't need no experience. Tear 'em off
an' fling 'em
into de bin. Dat's all der is toit, wid hops.'



Dor ot hy was nearly asleep. She heard the others

tal king desultorily,

first about hop-picking, then about some story in the
newspapers of

a girl who had disappeared fromhonme. Flo and
Charlie had been

readi ng the posters on the shop-front opposite; and
this had revived

t hem somewhat, because the posters reni nded them of
London and its

joys. The missing girl, in whose fate they seened to
be rat her

i nterested, was spoken of as 'The Rector's Daughter'.

'J'a see that one, Flo?' said Charlie, reading a
poster aloud wth

intense relish: '"Secret Love Life of Rector's
Daught er.

Startling Revelations." Coo! Wsh | "ad a penny to
"ave a read of

that!'

"Ch? What's 't all about, then?

"Wat? Didn't j'a read about it? Papers 'as bin
full of it.

Rector's Daughter this and Rector's Daughter
that--wasn't 'alf
smutty, sone of it, too.'

"She's bit of hot stuff, the ole Rector's Daughter,"
sai d Nobby

reflectively, lying on his back. 'Wsh she was here
now |'d know
what to do with her, all right, | would.

"'Twas a kid run away from hone,' put in Ms
McElligot. 'She was

carryin' on wid a nman twenty year older'n herself,
an' now she's

di sappeared an' dey're searchin' for her high an'
[ ow. '



"Jacked off in the mddle of the night in a motor-car
with no

clo'es on 'cep' 'er nightdress,' said Charlie
appreciatively. 'The

'ole village sore 'em go.'

"Dere's sone t'ink as he's took her abroad an' sold
her to one o

dem fl ash cat-houses in Parrus,' added Ms MElIligot.
"No clo'es on '
nmnust 'a been!'

cep' 'er nightdress? Dirty tart she

The conversation m ght have proceeded to further
details, but at

this nmoment Dorothy interrupted it. \Wat they were
sayi ng had

roused a faint curiosity in her. She realized that
she di d not

know t he nmeaning of the word 'Rector'. She sat up
and asked Nobby:

"What is a Rector?'

'"Rector? Wy, a sky-pilot--parson bl oke. Bl oke that
preaches and

gi ves out the hymms and that in church. W passed
one of 'em

yesterday--riding a green bicycle and had his collar
on back to

front. A priest--clergyman. YOU know.'

"Ch. . . . Yes, | think so.'

"Priests! Bloody ole getsies dey are too, sone o
dem' said Ms
McElligot rem niscently.

Dorothy was |l eft not rmuch the wiser. What Nobby had
said did

enlighten her a little, but only a very little. The
whol e train of

t hought connected with 'church' and 'clergyman' was



strangel y vague

and blurred in her mind. It was one of the
gaps--there was a

nunber of such gaps--in the mysterious know edge that
she had

brought with her out of the past.

That was their third night on the road. Wen it was
dark they

slipped into a spinney as usual to 'skipper', and a
little after

m dnight it began to pelt with rain. They spent a
m ser abl e hour

stunbling to and fro in the darkness, trying to find
a place to

shelter, and finally found a hay-stack, where they
hudd! ed

t hensel ves on the lee side till it was |light enough
to see. Flo

bl ubbered t hroughout the night in the nost

i ntol erabl e manner, and

by the nmorning she was in a state of sem -coll apse.
Her silly fat

face, washed clean by rain and tears, |ooked like a
bl adder of

lard, if one can imagine a bladder of lard contorted
with self-

pity. Nobby rooted about under the hedge until he
had col |l ected an

arnful of partially dry sticks, and then managed to
get a fire

goi ng and boil some tea as usual. There was no

weat her so bad t hat

Nobby coul d not produce a can of tea. He carried,
anmong ot her

t hi ngs, some pieces of old notor tyre that woul d nmake
a flare when

the wood was wet, and he even possessed the art,
known only to a

few cognoscenti anong tranps, of getting water to
boil over a

candl e.



Everyone's |linbs had stiffened after the horrible
ni ght, and Flo

decl ared herself unable to walk a step farther
Charlie backed her

up. So, as the other two refused to nove, Dorothy
and Nobby went

on to Chalners's farm arranging a rendezvous where
t hey shoul d

neet when they had tried their luck. They got to
Chal ners's, five

mles away, found their way through vast orchards to
t he hop-

fields, and were told that the overseer 'would be
al ong presently'.

So they waited four hours on the edge of the
plantation, with the

sun drying their clothes on their backs, watching the
hop- pi ckers

at work. It was a scene sonehow peaceful and
alluring. The hop

bi nes, tall clinmbing plants |ike runner beans
enornously magni fi ed,

grew in green leafy lanes, with the hops dangling
fromthemin pale

green bunches like gigantic grapes. Wen the w nd
stirred them

t hey shook forth a fresh, bitter scent of sul phur and
cool beer.

In each | ane of bines a famly of sunburnt people
wer e shreddi ng

the hops into sacking bins, and singing as they

wor ked; and

presently a hooter sounded and they knocked off to
boil cans of tea

over crackling fires of hop bines. Dorothy envied
them greatly.

How happy they | ooked, sitting round the fires with
their cans of

tea and their hunks of bread and bacon, in the snell
of hops and

wood snoke! She pined for such a job--however, for
t he present

t here was not hi ng doing. At about one o' clock the



overseer arrived

and told themthat he had no jobs for them so they
trailed back to

the road, only avenging thensel ves on Chalners's farm
by stealing a

dozen apples as they went.

When they reached their rendezvous, Flo and Charlie
had vani shed.

O course they searched for them but, equally of
course, they knew

very well what had happened. |Indeed, it was
perfectly obvious.

Fl o had nade eyes at some passing lorry driver, who
had gi ven the

two of thema lift back to London for the chance of a
good cuddl e

on the way. W rse yet, they had stol en both bundl es.
Dor ot hy and

Nobby had not a scrap of food left, not a crust of
bread nor a

potato nor a pinch of tea, no bedding, and not even a
snuff-tinin

whi ch to cook anything they could cadge or

steal --nothing, in fact,

except the clothes they stood up in.

The next thirty-six hours were a bad tine--a very bad
tinme. How

they pined for a job, in their hunger and exhaustion
But the

chances of getting one seened to grow smaller and
smal | er as they

got farther into the hop country. They nade

i nterm nabl e mar ches

fromfarmto farm getting the same answer
everywhere--no pickers

needed- - and they were so busy marching to and fro
that they had not

even tine to beg, so that they had nothing to eat
except stolen

appl es and dansons that tornmented their stonmachs with
their acid



juice and yet left themravenously hungry. It did
not rain that

night, but it was rmuch col der than before. Dorothy
did not even

attenpt to sleep, but spent the night in crouching
over the fire

and keeping it alight. They were hiding in a beech
wood, under a

squat, ancient tree that kept the wind away but al so
wetted them

periodically with sprinklings of chilly dew. Nobby,
stretched on

hi s back, mouth open, one broad cheek faintly
illum ned by the

feeble rays of the fire, slept as peacefully as a
child. Al night

| ong a vague wonder, born of sl eeplessness and
intol erabl e

di sconfort, kept stirring in Dorothy's mnd. Ws
this the life to

whi ch she had been bred--this |life of wandering
enpty-bellied al

day and shivering at night under dripping trees? Had
it been like

this even in the blank past? Were had she cone
fron? Wio was

she? No answer canme, and they were on the road at
dawn. By the

evening they had tried at eleven farnms in all, and
Dorot hy's | egs

were giving out, and she was so dizzy with fatigue
that she found

difficulty in wal king straight.

But late in the evening, quite unexpectedly, their
 uck turned.

They tried at a farmnaned Cairns's, in the village
of dintock,

and were taken on imredi ately, with no questions
asked. The

overseer nerely | ooked them up and down, said
briefly, 'R ght you

are--you'll do. Start in the nmorning; bin nunmber 7,



set 19,' and

did not even bother to ask their nanes. Hop-picking,
it seened,

needed neither character nor experience.

They found their way to the nmeadow where the pickers
canp was

situated. 1In a dreamike state, between exhaustion
and the joy of

havi ng got a job at last, Dorothy found herself
wal ki ng through a

maze of tin-roofed huts and gypsies' caravans with
many- col our ed

washi ng hangi ng fromthe wi ndows. Hordes of children
swarmed in

the narrow grass alleys between the huts, and ragged,
agr eeabl e-

| ooki ng peopl e were cooki ng meal s over innumerable
faggot fires.

At the bottomof the field there were sone round tin
huts, nuch

inferior to the others, set apart for unmarried
people. An old man

who was toasting cheese at a fire directed Dorothy to
one of the

wonen's huts

Dor ot hy pushed open the door of the hut. It was
about twelve feet

across, with unglazed wi ndows whi ch had been boarded
up, and it had

no furniture whatever. There seenmed to be nothing in
it but an

enornous pile of straw reaching to the roof--in fact,
the hut was

alnost entirely filled with straw. To Dorothy's
eyes, already

sticky with sleep, the straw | ooked paradisically
confortable. She

began to push her way into it, and was checked by a
sharp yelp from

beneat h her.



"Erel \What yer doin' of? Get off of it! 'Qo asked
YQU to wal k
about on ny belly, stoopid?

Seemingly there were wonen down anong the straw
Dor ot hy burr owed

forward nore circunspectly, tripped over something,
sank into the

straw and in the sanme instant began to fall asleep
A rough-

| ooki ng woman, partially undressed, popped up like a
mermaid from

the strawy sea

""Ulo, mate!' she said. 'Jest about all in, ain't
you, mate?'

"Yes, I'mtired--very tired."'

"Well, you'll bloody freeze in this strawwith no
bed-cl o' es on
you. Ain't you got a bl anket?

'"*Alf a nmo, then. | got a poke 'ere.

She dived down into the straw and re-enmerged with a
hop- poke seven

feet long. Dorothy was asleep already. She allowed
herself to be

woken up, and inserted herself sonehow into the sack
whi ch was so

| ong that she could get into it head and all; and
then she was half

wriggling, half sinking down, deep down, into a nest
of straw

war mer and drier than she had concei ved possible.
The straw

tickled her nostrils and got into her hair and
pricked her even

t hrough the sack, but at that nmoment no imagi nabl e
sl eepi ng pl ace- -



not Cl eopatra's couch of swan's-down nor the floating
bed of Haroun
al Raschi d--coul d have caressed her nore vol uptuously.

It was remarkabl e how easily, once you had got a job,
you settled

down to the routine of hop-picking. After only a
week of it you

ranked as an expert picker, and felt as though you
had been pi cki ng

hops all your life.

It was exceedi ngly easy work. Physically, no doubt,
it was

exhausting--it kept you on your feet ten or twelve
hours a day, and

you were dropping with sleep by six in the

eveni ng--but it needed

no kind of skill. Quite a third of the pickers in
the canp were as

new to the job as Dorothy herself. Sone of them had
come down from

London with not the di mest idea of what hops were
i ke, or how you

pi cked them or why. One man, it was said, on his
first morning on

the way to the fields, had asked, '\Were are the
spades?' He

i magi ned that hops were dug up out of the ground.

Except for Sundays, one day at the hop canp was very
i ke anot her.

At hal f past five, at a tap on the wall of your hut,
you craw ed

out of your sleeping nest and began searching for
your shoes, am d

sl eepy curses fromthe wonen (there were six or seven
or possibly



even eight of them) who were buried here and there in
the straw.

In that vast pile of straw any clothes that you were
SO unw se as

to take of f always |ost thenselves i mediately. You
grabbed an

arnful of straw and another of dried hop bines, and a
faggot from

the pile outside, and got the fire going for

br eakfast. Dorothy

al ways cooked Nobby's breakfast as well as her own,
and tapped on

the wall of his hut when it was ready, she being
better at waking

up in the norning than he. It was very cold on those
Sept enber

nmor ni ngs, the eastern sky was fading slowy from

bl ack to cobalt,

and the grass was silvery white with dew. Your

br eakf ast was

al ways the sane--bacon, tea, and bread fried in the
grease of the

bacon. While you ate it you cooked anot her exactly
simlar neal

to serve for dinner, and then, carrying your

di nner-pail, you set

out for the fields, a mile-and-a-half wal k through

t he bl ue, wi ndy

dawn, with your nose running so in the cold that you
had to stop

occasionally and wipe it on your sacking apron

The hops were divided up into plantations of about an
acre, and

each set--forty pickers or thereabouts, under a
foreman who was

often a gypsy--picked one plantation at a time. The
bi nes grew

twel ve feet high or nore, and they were trained up
strings and

slung over horizontal wires, in rows a yard or two
apart; in each

row there was a sacking bin like a very deep hanmock



slung on a

heavy wooden frane. As soon as you arrived you swung
your bin into

position, slit the strings fromthe next two bines,
and tore them

down- - huge, tapering strands of foliage, |ike the

pl aits of

Rapunzel's hair, that canme tumbling down on top of
you, showering

you with dew. You dragged theminto place over the
bi n, and then,

starting at the thick end of the bine, began tearing
of f the heavy

bunches of hops. At that hour of the norning you
could only pick

slowy and awkwardly. Your hands were still stiff
and the col dness

of the dew nunbed them and the hops were wet and
slippery. The

great difficulty was to pick the hops w thout picking
the | eaves

and stalks as well; for the neasurer was liable to
refuse your hops

if they had too many | eaves anong t hem

The stems of the bines were covered with mnute
thorns which within

two or three days had torn the skin of your hands to
pieces. In

the norning it was a tornment to begi n picking when
your fingers

were alnost too stiff to bend and bl eeding in a dozen
pl aces; but

the pain wore off when the cuts had reopened and the
bl ood was

flowing freely. |If the hops were good and you picked
well, you

could strip a bine in ten mnutes, and the best bines
yi el ded hal f

a bushel of hops. But the hops varied greatly from
one plantation

to another. |In some they were as |large as wal nuts,
and hung in



great |eafless bunches which you could rip off with a
single tw st;

in others they were miserable things no bigger than
peas, and grew

so thinly that you had to pick themone at a tine.
Sone hops were

so bad that you could not pick a bushel of themin an
hour .

It was slow work in the early norning, before the
hops were dry

enough to handle. But presently the sun cane out,
and the |ovely,

bitter odour began to streamfromthe warm ng hops,
and people's

early-norning surliness wore off, and the work got
into its stride.

Fromeight till mdday you were picking, picking,

pi cking, in a

sort of passion of work--a passionate eagerness,

whi ch grew

stronger and stronger as the norning advanced, to get
each bine

done and shift your bin a little farther along the
row. At the

begi nni ng of each plantation all the bins started
abreast, but by

degrees the better pickers forged ahead, and some of
t hem had

finished their |ane of hops when the others were
barel y hal f way

al ong; whereupon, if you were far behind, they were
allowed to turn

back and finish your row for you, which was called
' stealing your

hops'. Dorothy and Nobby were al ways anong the | ast,
t here being

only two of them-there were four people at nost of
the bins. And

Nobby was a clumsy picker, with his great coarse
hands; on the

whol e, the woren picked better than the nen.



It was al ways a neck and neck race between the two
bi ns on either

side of Dorothy and Nobby, bin nunber 6 and bin
nunber 8. Bin

nunber 6 was a famly of gypsies--a curly-headed,

ear - ri nged

father, an old dried-up |eather-col oured nother, and
two strapping

sons--and bin nunber 8 was an old East End

cost erwonan who wore a

broad hat and | ong bl ack cl oak and took snuff out of
a papi er mache

box with a steamer painted on the lid. She was

al ways hel ped by

rel ays of daughters and granddaughters who came down
from London

for two days at a tine. There was quite a troop of
children

working with the set, followi ng the bins with baskets
and gat hering

up the fallen hops while the adults picked. And the
old

costerwoman's tiny, pale granddaughter Rose, and a
little gypsy

girl, dark as an Indian, were perpetually slipping
off to steal

autumm raspberries and make swi ngs out of hop bines;
and the

constant singing round the bins was pierced by shril
cries from

the costerwonan of, 'Go on, Rose, you lazy little
cat! Pick them

"ops up! 1'll warmyour a-- for you!' etc., etc.

Quite half the pickers in the set were gypsies--there
were not |ess

than two hundred of themin the canp. Diddykies, the
ot her pickers

called them They were not a bad sort of people,
friendly enough,

and they flattered you grossly when they wanted to
get anyt hi ng out

of you; yet they were sly, with the inpenetrable



sl yness of

savages. In their oafish, Oriental faces there was a
| ook as of

some wild but sluggish aninal--a | ook of dense
stupidity existing

side by side with untanmeable cunning. Their talk
consi sted of

about half a dozen remarks which they repeated over
and over again

wi t hout ever growing tired of them The two young
gypsies at bin

nunber 6 woul d ask Nobby and Dorothy as many as a
dozen tines a day

t he sane conundrum

"What is it the cleverest man in England coul dn't do?
"I don't know What?
"Tickle a gnat's a-- with a tel egraph pole."'

At this, never-failing bellows of l[aughter. They
were all

abysmal |y ignorant; they informed you with pride that
not one of

them could read a single word. The old curly-headed
fat her, who

had concei ved sone di mnotion that Dorothy was a
'schol ard', once

seriously asked her whether he could drive his
caravan to New York

At twelve o'clock a hooter down at the farm signalled
to the

pi ckers to knock off work for an hour, and it was
generally a

little before this that the measurer cane round to
col l ect the

hops. At a warning shout fromthe foreman of '' Ops
ready, nunber

ni net een!' everyone woul d hasten to pick up the
fallen hops, finish

off the tendrils that had been | eft unpicked here and



there, and

clear the | eaves out of the bin. There was an art in
that. It did

not pay to pick too 'clean', for |eaves and hops
alike all went to

swell the tally. The old hands, such as the gypsies,
were adepts

at knowing just how '"dirty' it was safe to pick

The neasurer woul d conme round, carrying a w cker
basket which held

a bushel, and acconpani ed by the 'bookie,' who
entered the pickings

of each bin in a ledger. The 'bookies' were young
men, clerks and

chartered accountants and the |ike, who took this job
as a paying

hol i day. The neasurer woul d scoop the hops out of
the bin a bushe

at atine, intoning as he did so, 'One! Two! Three!
Four!' and

the pickers would enter the nunber in their tally
books. Each

bushel they picked earned them twopence, and
naturally there were

endl ess quarrels and accusations of unfairness over
t he neasuri ng.

Hops are spongy things--you can crush a bushel of
theminto a quart

pot if you choose; so after each scoop one of the

pi ckers woul d

| ean over into the bin and stir the hops up to nake
themlie

| ooser, and then the neasurer would hoist the end of
the bin and

shake the hops together again. Sone nornings he had
orders to

'take them heavy', and woul d shovel themin so that
he got a couple

of bushel s at each scoop, whereat there were angry
yells of, 'Look

how the b--'s ranm ng them down! Wy don't you

bl oody well stanp



on then?' etc.; and the old hands woul d say darkly
that they had

known measurers to be ducked in cowponds on the |ast
day of

pi cking. Fromthe bins the hops were put into pokes
whi ch

theoretically held a hundredweight; but it took two
men to hoist a

full poke when the nmeasurer had been 'taking them
heavy'. You had

an hour for dinner, and you nmade a fire of hop

bi nes--this was

forbi dden, but everyone did it--and heated up your
tea and ate your

bacon sandwi ches. After dinner you were picking
again till five or

six in the evening, when the neasurer cane once nore
to take your

hops, after which you were free to go back to the

canp.

Looki ng back, afterwards, upon her interlude of
hop- pi cking, it was

al ways the afternoons that Dorothy renenbered. Those
| ong,

| aborious hours in the strong sunlight, in the sound
of forty

voi ces singing, in the snmell of hops and wood snoke,
had a quality

peculiar and unforgettable. As the afternoon wore on
you grew

al nost too tired to stand, and the small green hop
lice got into

your hair and into your ears and worried you, and
your hands, from

t he sul phurous juice, were as black as a Negro's
except where they

were bl eeding. Yet you were happy, with an

unr easonabl e happi ness.

The work took hold of you and absorbed you. It was
stupi d work,

nmechani cal , exhausting, and every day nore painful to
t he hands,



and yet you never wearied of it; when the weather was
fine and the

hops were good you had the feeling that you could go
on picking for

ever and for ever. |t gave you a physical joy, a
war m sat i sfi ed

feeling inside you, to stand there hour after hour
tearing off the

heavy clusters and watching the pale green pile grow
hi gher and

hi gher in your bin, every bushel another twopence in
your pocket.

The sun burned down upon you, baking you brown, and
the bitter,

never-palling scent, like a wind fromoceans of coo
beer, flowed

into your nostrils and refreshed you. Wen the sun
was shi ni ng

everybody sang as they worked; the plantations rang
wi th singing.

For sone reason all the songs were sad that

aut um- - songs about

rejected love and fidelity unrewarded, |ike gutter
ver si ons of

Carnen and Manon Lescaut. There was:

THERE they GO--IN their joy--
" APPY girl--LUCKY boy- -

But 'ere am I-1-1_--
Broken--' A- A- Art ed!

And t here was:

But I'mdan--cing with tears--in ny eyes--
"Cos the girl--in ny arms--isn't you-o0-o0u

And:



The bells--are ringing--for Sally--
But no-o-ot--for Sally--and ne!

The little gypsy girl used to sing over and over
agai n:

We're so nisable, all so m sable,
Down on M sabl e Farm

And t hough everyone told her that the name of it was
M sery Farm

she persisted in calling it Msable Farm The old
cost erwonan and

her granddaught er Rose had a hop- pi cki ng song whi ch
went :

"Qur | ousy 'ops!

Qur | ousy 'ops!

Wien the neasurer 'e cones round

Pick "emup, pick '"emup off the ground!
When 'e comes to neasure

'E never knows where to stop;

Ay, ay, get in the bin

And take the bloody lot!'

"There they go in their joy', and 'The bells are
ringing for

Sally', were the especial favourites. The pickers
never grew tired

of singing them they nust have sung both of them
several hundred

ti mes over before the season cane to an end. As nuch
a part of the

at nosphere of the hopfields as the bitter scent and
t he bl owsy

sunlight were the tunes of those two songs, ringing
t hr ough the

| eafy | anes of the bines.



When you got back to the canp, at half past six or

t her eabout's, you

squatted down by the streamthat ran past the huts,
and washed your

face, probably for the first tine that day. It took
you twenty

m nutes or so to get the coal-black filth off your
hands. Water

and even soap made no inpression on it; only two

t hi ngs woul d

renove it--one of themwas nmud, and the other
curiously enough,

was hop juice. Then you cooked your supper, which
was usual ly

bread and tea and bacon again, unless Nobby had been
along to the

vill age and bought two pennyworth of pieces fromthe
butcher. It

was al ways Nobby who did the shopping. He was the
sort of man who

knows how to get four pennyworth of neat fromthe
but cher for

twopence, and, besides, he was expert in tiny
economi es.  For

i nstance, he always bought a cottage |oaf in
preference to any of

t he ot her shapes, because, as he used to point out, a
cottage | oaf

seens |ike two | oaves when you tear it in half.

Even before you had eaten your supper you were
dropping with sleep

but the huge fires that people used to build between
the huts were

too agreeable to | eave. The farmallowed two faggots
a day for

each hut, but the pickers plundered as many nore as
t hey want ed,

and al so great |lunps of el mroot which kept

snoul dering till

nmorning. On some nights the fires were so enornous
that twenty



peopl e could sit round themin confort, and there was
singing far

into the night, and telling of stories and roasting
of stolen

appl es. Youths and girls slipped off to the dark

| anes toget her,

and a few bold spirits |like Nobby set out with sacks
and robbed the

nei ghbouri ng orchards, and the children played

hi de- and-seek in the

dusk and harried the nightjars which haunted the canp
and which, in

their cockney ignorance, they inmagined to be
pheasants. On

Saturday nights fifty or sixty of the pickers used to
get drunk in

the pub and then march down the village street
roari ng bawdy songs,

to the scandal of the inhabitants, who | ooked on the
hoppi ng season

as decent provincials in Roman Gaul mi ght have | ooked
on the yearly

i ncursion of the Coths.

When finally you nmanaged to drag yourself away to
your nest in the

straw, it was none too warmor confortable. After
that first

bl i ssful night, Dorothy discovered that strawis
wretched stuff to

sleep in. It is not only prickly, but, unlike hay,
it lets in the

draught from every possible direction. However, you
had the chance

to steal an alnmost unlimted nunber of hop-pokes from
the fields,

and by nmking herself a sort of cocoon of four

hop- pokes, one on

top of the other, she managed to keep warm enough to
sl eep at any

rate five hours a night.



As to what you earned by hop-picking, it was just
enough to keep
body and soul together, and no nore.

The rate of pay at Cairns's was twopence a bushel

and gi ven good

hops a practised picker can average three bushels an
hour. In

theory, therefore, it would have been possible to
earn thirty

shillings by a sixty-hour week. Actually, no one in
the canp cane

anywhere near this figure. The best pickers of al
earned thirteen

or fourteen shillings a week, and the worst hardly as
much as six

shillings. Nobby and Dorothy, pooling their hops and
di viding the

proceeds, made round about ten shillings a week each

There were various reasons for this. To begin with,
there was the

badness of the hops in sone of the fields. Again,
there were the

del ays whi ch wasted an hour or two of every day.
Wien one

pl antation was finished you had to carry your bin to
t he next,

whi ch night be a nile distant; and then perhaps it
woul d turn out

that there was sone m stake, and the set, struggling
under their

bi ns (they wei ghed a hundredwei ght), would have to
wast e anot her

hal f-hour in traipsing el sewhere. Wrst of all
there was the

rain. It was a bad Septenber that year, raining one
day in three.

Sonetimes for a whol e norning or afternoon you



shivered m serably

in the shelter of the unstripped bines, with a

dri ppi ng hop- poke

round your shoul ders, waiting for the rain to stop
It was

i npossible to pick when it was raining. The hops
were too slippery

to handle, and if you did pick themit was worse than
usel ess, for

when sodden with water they shrank all to nothing in
t he bin.

Sonetimes you were in the fields all day to earn a
shilling or

| ess.

This did not matter to the majority of the pickers,
for quite half

of them were gypsies and accustoned to starvation
wages, and nost

of the others were respectabl e East Enders,

cost ermongers and snal

shopkeepers and the |ike, who came hop-picking for a
hol i day and

were satisfied if they earned enough for their fare
both ways and a

bit of fun on Saturday nights. The farmers knew this
and traded on

it. Indeed, were it not that hop-picking is regarded
as a holiday,

the industry would collapse forthwith, for the price
of hops is now

so low that no farmer could afford to pay his pickers
a living

wage.

Twi ce a week you could 'sub' up to the anpbunt of half
your

earnings. |If you left before the picking was
finished (an

i nconvenient thing for the farners) they had the
right to pay you

off at the rate of a penny a bushel instead of
twopence--that is,



to pocket half of what they owed you. It was al so
conmon know edge

that towards the end of the season, when all the

pi ckers had a fair

sumowi ng to them and woul d not want to sacrifice it
by throw ng up

their jobs, the farmer woul d reduce the rate of
paynent from

twopence a bushel to a penny hal fpenny. Strikes were
practically

i mpossi ble. The pickers had no union, and the
foremen of the sets

i nstead of being paid twopence a bushel like the
others, were paid

a weekly wage which stopped automatically if there
was a strike;

so naturally they woul d rai se Heaven and earth to
prevent one.

Al toget her, the farners had the pickers in a cleft
stick; but it

was not the farmers who were to blame--the | ow price
of hops was

the root of the trouble. Also as Dorothy observed
later, very few

of the pickers had nore than a dimidea of the anobunt
t hey earned.

The system of piecework disguised the |owrate of
paynment .

For the first few days, before they could 'sub
Dor ot hy and Nobby

very nearly starved, and woul d have starved
altogether if the other

pi ckers had not fed them But everyone was
extraordinarily Kkind.

There was a party of people who shared one of the

| arger huts a

little farther up the row, a flower-seller named Jim
Burrows and a

man named Jim Turl e who was vermin man at a | arge
London restaurant,

who had married sisters and were close friends, and
t hese peopl e had



taken a liking to Dorothy. They sawto it that she
and Nobby shoul d

not starve. Every evening during the first few days
May Turle, aged

fifteen, would arrive with a saucepan full of stew,
whi ch was

presented with studied casual ness, |lest there should
be any hint of

charity about it. The fornula was always the sane:

'Please, Ellen, nmother says as she was just going to
throw this

stew away, and then she thought as p'raps you m ght
like it. She

ain't got no use for it, she says, and so you'd be
doi ng her a

ki ndness if you was to take it."'

It was extraordinary what a ot of things the Turles
and the

Burrowses were 'just going to throw away' during
those first few

days. On one occasion they even gave Nobby and
Dorothy half a

pig's head ready stewed; and besides food they gave
them severa

cooking pots and a tin plate which could be used as a
fryi ng- pan.

Best of all, they asked no unconfortabl e questions.
They knew wel |

enough that there was sone nystery in Dorothy's
life--'You could

see,' they said, 'as Ellen had COvE DOM | N THE
WORLD --but they

made it a point of honour not to enbarrass her by
aski ng questions

about it. It was not until she had been nore than a
fortnight at

the canp that Dorothy was even obliged to put herself
to the

troubl e of inventing a surnane.

As soon as Dorothy and Nobby could 'sub', their noney



troubl es were

at an end. They lived with surprising ease at the
rate of one and

si xpence a day for the two of them Fourpence of
this went on

t obacco for Nobby, and fourpence-hal fpenny on a | oaf
of bread; and

t hey spent about sevenpence a day on tea, sugar, mlk
(you coul d

get mlk at the farmat a hal fpenny a half-pint), and
mar gari ne and

' pi eces' of bacon. But, of course, you never got

t hrough t he day

wi t hout squanderi ng another penny or two. You were
everlastingly

hungry, everlastingly doing suns in farthings to see
whet her you

could afford a ki pper or a doughnut or a pennyworth
of potato

chi ps, and, wetched as the pickers' earnings were,
hal f the

popul ati on of Kent seened to be in conspiracy to
tickle their noney

out of their pockets. The |ocal shopkeepers, wth
four hundred

hop- pi ckers quartered upon them made nore during the
hop season

than all the rest of the year put together, which did
not prevent

them from | ooki ng down on the pickers as cockney
dirt. 1In the

afternoon the farm hands woul d cone round the bins
sel ling appl es

and pears at seven a penny, and London hawkers woul d
come with

baskets of doughnuts or water ices or 'halfpenny
lollies'. At

ni ght the canp was thronged by hawkers who drove down
from London

wi th vans of horrifyingly cheap groceries, fish and
chips, jellied

eel s, shrinps, shop-soiled cakes, and gaunt,

gl assy-eyed rabbits



whi ch had lain two years on the ice and were being
sold of f at
ni nepence a time.

For the nost part it was a filthy diet upon which the
hop- pi ckers

lived--inevitably so, for even if you had the noney
to buy proper

food, there was no time to cook it except on Sundays.
Probably it

was only the abundance of stol en apples that
prevented the canp

from bei ng ravaged by scurvy. There was constant,
systematic

thi eving of apples; practically everyone in the canp
either stole

them or shared them There were even parties of
young men

(enpl oyed, so it was said, by London fruit-costers)
who bicycl ed

down from London every week-end for the purpose of
rai di ng the

orchards. As for Nobby, he had reduced
fruit-stealing to a

science. Wthin a week he had coll ected a gang of
yout hs who

| ooked up to himas a hero because he was a rea
burgl ar and had

been in jail four times, and every night they would
set out at dusk

with sacks and cone back with as much as two

hundr edwei ght of

fruit. There were vast orchards near the hopfields,
and the

appl es, especially the beautiful little CGol den
Russets, were lying

in piles under the trees, rotting, because the
farmers coul d not

sell them It was a sin not to rake them Nobby
said. On two

occasi ons he and his gang even stole a chicken. How
t hey managed

to do it w thout waking the nei ghbourhood was a



nmystery; but it

appeared that Nobby knew sone dodge of slipping a
sack over a

chicken's head, so that it 'ceas'd upon the mi dnight
with no

pain' --or at any rate, with no noise.

In this manner a week and then a fortni ght went by,
and Dor ot hy was

no nearer to solving the problemof her own identity.
| ndeed, she

was further fromit than ever, for except at odd
nonments the

subj ect had al nost vani shed fromher nind. Mre and
nore she had

cone to take her curious situation for granted, to
abandon al |

t houghts of either yesterday or tonorrow. That was
the natural

effect of Iife in the hopfields; it narrowed the
range of your

consci ousness to the passing mnute. You could not
struggle with

nebul ous nmental probl ens when you were everlastingly
sl eepy and

ever | astingly occupi ed--for when you were not at work
in the fields

you were either cooking, or fetching things fromthe
vill age, or

coaxing a fire out of wet sticks, or trudging to and
fro with cans

of water. (There was only one water tap in the canp,
and that was

two hundred yards from Dorothy's hut, and the
unspeakabl e earth

latrine was at the sane distance.) It was a life
that wore you

out, used up every ounce of your energy, and kept you
pr of oundl y,

unquestionably happy. |In the literal sense of the
word, it

stupefied you. The long days in the fields, the
coarse food and



i nsufficient sleep, the snmell of hops and wood snoke,
lulled you

into an al nost beastlike heaviness. Your wits seened
to thicken,

just as your skin did, in the rain and sunshine and
per petual fresh

air.

On Sundays, of course, there was no work in the
fields; but Sunday

nmorning was a busy tinme, for it was then that people
cooked their

principal neal of the week, and did their |aundering
and mendi ng.

Al'l over the canmp, while the jangle of bells fromthe
vill age

church came down the wind, mngling with the thin
strains of 'O God

our Help' fromthe ill-attended open-air service held
by St

Sonebody's M ssion to Hop-pickers, huge faggot fires
wer e bl azi ng,

and water boiling in buckets and tin cans and
saucepans and

anyt hing el se that people could lay their hands on
and ragged

washing fluttering fromthe roofs of all the huts.

On the first

Sunday Dorothy borrowed a basin fromthe Turles and
washed first

her hair, then her undercl othes and Nobby's shirt.

Her under cl ot hes

were in a shocking state. How I ong she had worn them
she di d not

know, but certainly not |less than ten days, and they
had been sl ept

in all that while. Her stockings had hardly any feet
left to them

and as for her shoes, they only held together because
of the nud

that caked them

After she had set the washing to dry she cooked the



di nner, and

they dined opulently off half a stewed chicken
(stolen), boiled

pot at oes (stolen), stewed apples (stolen), and tea
out of real tea-

cups with handles on them borrowed from Ms Burrows.
And after

di nner, the whol e afternoon, Dorothy sat against the
sunny si de of

the hut, with a dry hop-poke across her knees to hold
her dress

down, alternately dozing and reawakeni ng. Two-thirds
of the people

in the canp were doing exactly the same thing; just
dozing in the

sun, and waking to gaze at nothing, like cows. It
was all you felt

equal to, after a week of heavy work.

About three o'clock, as she sat there on the verge of
sl eep, Nobby

sauntered by, bare to the waist--his shirt was
drying--with a copy

of a Sunday newspaper that he had succeeded in
borrowing. It was

Pippin's Wekly, the dirtiest of the five dirty
Sunday newspapers.

He dropped it in Dorothy's |lap as he passed.

'Have a read of that, kid,' he said generously.

Dorothy took Pippin's Wekly and laid it across her
knees, feeling

herself far too sleepy to read. A huge headline
stared her in the

face: ' PASSI ON DRAMA | N COUNTRY RECTORY.' And then
there were

some nore headlines, and sonmething in | eaded type,
and an inset

phot ograph of a girl's face. For the space of five
seconds or

t her eabout s Dorothy was actually gazing at a

bl acki sh, snudgy, but



quite recogni zabl e portrait of herself.

There was a colum or so of print beneath the

phot ograph. As a

matter of fact, nost of the newspapers had dropped
the 'Rector's

Daughter' nystery by this tinme, for it was nore than
a fortnight

old and stale news. But Pippin's Wekly cared little
whet her its

news was new so long as it was spicy, and that week's
crop of rapes

and nurders had been a poor one. They were giving
the 'Rector's

Daughter' one final boost--giving her, in fact, the
pl ace of honour

at the top left-hand corner of the front page.

Dorothy gazed inertly at the photograph. A girl's
face, | ooking

out at her from beds of black unappetizing print--it
conveyed

absolutely nothing to her mnd. She re-read
nmechanically the

wor ds, ' PASSI ON DRAMA | N COUNTRY RECTORY', without

ei t her

under standi ng them or feeling the slightest interest
in them She

was, she discovered, totally unequal to the effort of
readi ng; even

the effort of |ooking at the photographs was too nmuch
for her.

Heavy sl eep was wei ghi ng down her head. Her eyes, in
the act of

closing, flitted across the page to a photograph that
was either of

Lord Snowden or of the man who wouldn't wear a truss,
and then, in

the sane instant, she fell asleep, with Pippin's
Weekly across her

knees.

It was not unconfortabl e against the corrugated iron



wal | of the

hut, and she hardly stirred till six o'clock, when
Nobby woke her

up to tell her that he had got tea ready; whereat
Dor ot hy put

Pippin's Weekly thriftily away (it would come in for
lighting the

fire), without looking at it again. So for the
nonment the chance

of solving her problem passed by. And the problem
m ght have

remai ned unsol ved even for nonths |onger, had not a
di sagreeabl e

accident, a week later, frightened her out of the
contented and

unreflecting state in which she was |iving.

The foll owi ng Sunday ni ght two policenen suddenly
descended upon
the canp and arrested Nobby and two others for theft.

It happened all in a noment, and Nobby coul d not have
escaped

even if he had been warned beforehand, for the
countrysi de was

pul lulating with special constables. There are vast
nunber s of

special constables in Kent. They are sworn in every
autumm--a sort

of mlitia to deal with the marauding tribes of
hop- pi ckers. The

farmers had been growing tired of the

or char d-robbi ng, and had

deci ded to make an exanmple, in terrorem

O course there was a trenmendous uproar in the canp.
Dor ot hy cane
out of her hut to discover what was the matter, and



saw a firelit

ring of people towards which everyone was running.
She ran after

them and a horrid chill went through her, because it
seened to her

that she knew al ready what it was that had happened.
She managed

to wiggle her way to the front of the crowd, and saw
the very

thing that she had been fearing.

There stood Nobby, in the grip of an enornous

pol i ceman, and

anot her policeman was hol ding two frightened youths
by the arns.

One of them a wetched child hardly sixteen years
ol d, was crying

bitterly. M Cairns, a stiff-built man with grey
whi skers, and two

farm hands, were keeping guard over the stolen
property that had

been dug out of the straw of Nobby's hut. Exhibit A
a pile of

appl es; Exhibit B, sone bl ood-stained chicken
feathers. Nobby

caught sight of Dorothy anong the crowd, grinned at
her with a

flash of large teeth, and wi nked. There was a
confused din of

shout i ng:

'Look at the pore little b-- crying! Let 'imgol

Bl oody shane,

pore little kid |like that! Serve the young bastard
right, getting

us all into trouble! Let "imgo! A ways got to put
the bl ame on

us bl oody hop-pickers! Can't |ose a bl oody apple
without it's us

that's took it. Let '"imgo! Shut up, can't you?

S pose they was

YOUR bl oody appl es? Wuldn't YOU bl oodiwell--' etc.
etc., etc.



And then: 'Stand back mate! 'Ere conmes the kid's
not her.

A huge Toby jug of a woman, with nonstrous breasts
and her hair

com ng down her back, forced her way through the ring
of peopl e and

began roaring first at the policenman and M Cairns,
t hen at Nobby,

who had | ed her son astray. Finally the farm hands
managed to drag

her away. Through the woman's yells Dorothy could
hear M Cairns

gruffly interrogati ng Nobby:

"Now t hen, young man, just you own up and tell us who
you shared

them apples with! W're going to put a stop to this
t hi evi ng gane,

once and for all. You own up, and | dessay we'll
take it into

consi deration.'

Nobby answered, as blithely as ever, 'Consideration
your a--!'

"Don't you get giving me any of your lip, young man!
O else

you'll catch it all the hotter when you go up before
t he

magi strate.'

"Catch it hotter, your a--!'

Nobby grinned. Hs own wit filled himw th delight.
He caught

Dorothy's eye and wi nked at her once again before
bei ng | ed away.

And that was the | ast she ever saw of him

There was further shouting, and when the prisoners
were renoved a
few dozen men foll owed them booing at the policenen



and M Cairns,

but nobody dared to interfere. Dorothy neanwhil e had
crept away;

she did not even stop to find out whether there would
be an

opportunity of saying goodbye to Nobby--she was too
frightened, too

anxi ous to escape. Her knees were trenbling
uncontrol l ably. When

she got back to the hut, the other wonen were sitting
up, talking

excitedly about Nobby's arrest. She burrowed deep
into the straw

and hid herself, to be out of the sound of their

voi ces. They

continued tal king half the night, and of course,
because Dor ot hy

had supposedly been Nobby's 'tart', they kept
condoling with her

and plying her with questions. She did not answer

t hem - pr et ended

to be asleep. But there would be, she knew well
enough, no sl eep

for her that night.

The whol e thing had frightened and upset her--but it
had frightened

her nore than was reasonabl e or understandable. For
she was in no

ki nd of danger. The farm hands did not know that she
had shared

the stolen apples--for that matter, nearly everyone
in the canp had

shared t hem -and Nobby woul d never betray her. It
was not even

that she was greatly concerned for Nobby, who was
frankly not

troubl ed by the prospect of a nonth in jail. It was
somet hi ng t hat

was happeni ng inside her--sone change that was taking
pl ace in the

at nosphere of her mnd.



It seened to her that she was no | onger the sane
person that she

had been an hour ago. Wthin her and wi thout,
everyt hi ng was

changed. It was as though a bubble in her brain had
burst, setting

free thoughts, feelings, fears of which she had
forgotten the

exi stence. Al the dreanlike apathy of the past
three weeks was

shattered. For it was precisely as in a dreamt hat
she had been

living--it is the especial condition of a dreamthat
one accepts

everyt hing, questions nothing. Dirt, rags,
vagabondage, beggi ng,

stealing--all had seenmed natural to her. Even the

| oss of her

menory had seened natural; at |east, she had hardly
given it a

t hought till this nmonent. The question 'WHO AM | ?
had faded out
of her mind till sometinmes she had forgotten it for

hour s toget her.
It was only now that it returned with any rea
ur gency.

For nearly the whole of a mserable night that
guestion went to and

fro in her brain. But it was not so nuch the
guestion itself that

troubl ed her as the knowl edge that it was about to be
answer ed.

Her menory was coni ng back to her, that was certain,
and sone ugly

shock was conming with it. She actually feared the
nonment when she

shoul d di scover her own identity. Sonething that she
did not want

to face was waiting just bel ow the surface of her
consci ousness.

At hal f past five she got up and groped for her shoes



as usual
She went outside, got the fire going, and stuck the
can of water

anong the hot enbers to boil. Just as she did so a
nmenory, seem ng
irrelevant, flashed across her mind. It was of that

halt on the

village green at Wale, a fortnight ago--the time when
t hey had met

the old Irishwoman, Ms MEIligot. Very vividly she
remenbered the

scene. Herself lying exhausted on the grass, wth
her arm over her

face; and Nobby and Ms MElIligot tal king across her
supi ne body;

and Charlie, with succulent relish, reading out the
poster, 'Secret

Love Life of Rector's Daughter'; and herself,
nystified but not

deeply interested, sitting up and asking, 'Wat is a
Rect or ?'

At that a deadly chill, like a hand of ice, fastened
about her

heart. She got up and hurried, alnost ran back to
the hut, then

burrowed down to the place where her sacks lay and
felt in the

straw beneath them |In that vast nmound of straw al
your | oose

possessions got |ost and gradually worked their way
to the bottom

But after searching for some mnutes, and getting
hersel f wel

cursed by several wonmen who were still half asleep
Dor ot hy f ound
what she was looking for. It was the copy of

Pi ppi n' s Weekly which

Nobby had gi ven her a week ago. She took it outside,
knel t down,

and spread it out in the light of the fire.

It was on the front page--a photograph, and three big



headl i nes.
Yes! There it was!

PASSI ON DRAMA | N COUNTRY RECTORY
PARSON' S DAUGHTER AND ELDERLY SEDUCER
WH TE- HAIl RED FATHER PROSTRATE W TH GRI EF
(Pippin's Wekly Special)

"I woul d sooner have seen her in her grave!' was the
hear t br oken

cry of the Rev. Charles Hare, Rector of Knype Hill
Suffol k, on

| earning of his twenty-eight-year-old daughter's

el openent with an

el derly bachel or named Warburton, described as an
artist.

M ss Hare, who left the town on the night of the
twenty-first of

August, is still nmissing, and all attenpts to trace
her have

failed. [In |eaded type] Runour, as yet unconfirmed,
states that

she was recently seen with a male conmpanion in a
hotel of evil

repute in Vienna.

Readers of Pippin's Wekly will recall that the
el openent took

place in dramatic circunstances. A little before
m dni ght on the

twenty-first of August, Ms Evelina Senprill, a
wi dowed | ady who

i nhabits the house next door to M Warburton's,
happened by chance

to | ook out of her bedroom w ndow and saw M

War burton standi ng at

his front gate in conversation with a young wonan.



As it was a

cl ear nmoonlight night, Ms Senprill was able to

di stinguish this

young wonman as M ss Hare, the Rector's daughter. The
pai r remained

at the gate for several ninutes, and before going

i ndoors they

exchanged enbraces which Ms Senprill describes as
bei ng of a

passi onate nature. About half an hour |ater they
reappeared in M

Warburton's car, which was backed out of the front
gate, and drove

off in the direction of the Ipswich road. M ss Hare
was dressed in

scanty attire, and appeared to be under the influence
of al cohol

It is now learned that for sonme tinme past Mss Hare
had been in the

habit of making clandestine visits to M Warburton's
house. Ms

Senprill, who could only with great difficulty be
per suaded to

speak upon so painful a subject, has further
reveal ed- -

Dorothy crunpled Pippin's Weekly violently between
her hands and

thrust it into the fire, upsetting the can of water.
There was a

cl oud of ashes and sul phurous snoke, and al npbst in
the sane instant

Dorothy pulled the paper out of the fire unburnt. No
use funking

it--better to learn the worst. She read on, with a
horribl e

fascination. It was not a nice kind of story to read
about

yourself. For it was strange, but she had no | onger
any shadow of

doubt that this girl of whom she was readi ng was



hersel f. She

exam ned the photograph. It was a blurred, nebul ous
t hi ng, but

qui te unm st akabl e. Besides, she had no need of the
phot ograph to

rem nd her. She could renmenber everything--every

ci rcumst ance of

her life, up to that eveni ng when she had cone hone
tired out from

M Warburton's house, and, presumably, fallen asleep
in the

conservatory. It was all so clear in her mind that
it was al nost

i ncredi bl e that she had ever forgotten it.

She ate no breakfast that day, and did not think to
prepare

anything for the mdday neal; but when the tinme cane,
fromforce of

habit, she set out for the hopfields with the other
pi ckers. Wth

difficulty, being al one, she dragged the heavy bin
into position,

pul | ed the next bine down and began picking. But
after a few

m nutes she found that it was quite inpossible; even
t he mechani ca

| abour of picking was beyond her. That horrible,
lying story in

Pi ppin's Weekly had so unstrung her that it was

i mpossi bl e even for

an instant to focus her nmind upon anything else. |Its
l'i ckerish

phrases were going over and over in her head.

' Enbr aces of a

passionate nature'--'in scanty attire'--'under the
i nfl uence of
al cohol ' --as each one cane back into her nenory it

brought with it
such a pang that she wanted to cry out as though in
physi cal pain.

After a while she stopped even pretending to pick



| et the bine

fall across her bin, and sat down agai nst one of the
posts that

supported the wires. The other pickers observed her
plight, and

were synpathetic. Ellen was a bit cut up, they said.
What el se

could you expect, after her bl oke had been knocked

of f? (Everyone

in the canp, of course, had taken it for granted that
Nobby was

Dorothy's lover.) They advised her to go down to the
farm and

report sick. And towards twelve o'clock, when the
neasurer was

due, everyone in the set cane across with a hatful of
hops and

dropped it into her bin.

When the neasurer arrived he found Dorothy stil
sitting on the

ground. Beneath her dirt and sunburn she was very
pal e; her face

| ooked haggard, and much ol der than before. Her bin
was twenty

yards behind the rest of the set, and there were |ess
than three

bushel s of hops init.

"What's the game?' he denanded. "You ill?'
"No. !

"Well, why ain't you bin pickin', then? Wat you
think this is--

toff's picnic? You don't cone up 'ere to sit about
on the ground,

you know.'

'You cheese it and don't get nagging of 'er!' shouted
the old

cockney costerwoman suddenly. 'Can't the pore girl
"ave a bit of



rest and peace if she wants it? Ain't 'er bloke in

the clink

t hanks to you and your bl oody nosing pals of coppers?
She' s got

enough to worry "er 'thout being ---- about by every
bl oody

copper's nark in Kent!'

"That'll be enough fromyou, M!' said the neasurer
gruffly, but he

| ooked nore synpathetic on hearing that it was
Dor ot hy' s | over who

had been arrested on the previous night. Wen the
cost erwonan had

got her kettle boiling she called Dorothy to her bin
and gave her a

cup of strong tea and a hunk of bread and cheese; and
after the

di nner interval another picker who had no partner was
sent up to

share Dorothy's bin. He was a small, weazened old
tranmp naned

Deafie. Dorothy felt somewhat better after the tea.
Encour aged by

Deafi e's exanple--for he was an excel |l ent picker--she
managed to do

her fair share of work during the afternoon

She had thought things over, and was | ess distracted
t han before.

The phrases in Pippin's Wekly still nade her w nce
with shame, but

she was equal now to facing the situation. She
under st ood wel |

enough what had happened to her, and what had led to
Ms Senmprill's

libel. Ms Senprill had seen themtogether at the
gate and had

seen M Warburton kissing her; and after that, when
they were both

mssing fromKnype HIll, it was only too

natural --natural for Ms

Senprill, that is--to infer that they had el oped



together. As for

the picturesque details, she had invented them| ater
O HAD she

i nvented thenf? That was the one thing you could
never be certain

of with Ms Senprill--whether she told her lies
consciously and

deliberately AS lies, or whether, in her strange and
di sgusti ng

m nd, she sonmehow succeeded in believing them

Vel |, anyway, the harm was done--no use worrying
about it any

| onger. Meanwhile, there was the question of getting
back to Knype

Hill. She would have to send for sone clothes, and
she woul d need

two pounds for her train fare home. Hone! The word
sent a pang

t hrough her heart. Home, after weeks of dirt and
hunger! How she

| onged for it, now that she renenmbered it!

But - - !

A chilly little doubt raised its head. There was one
aspect of the

matter that she had not thought of till this nonent.
COULD she,
after all, go hone? Dared she?

Coul d she face Knype Hi Il after everything that had
happened? That

was the question. When you have figured on the front
page of

Pippin's Wekly--'"in scanty attire'--"under the

i nfl uence of

al cohol ' --ah, don't let's think of it again! But
when you have

been plastered all over with horrible, dishonouring
libels, can you

go back to a town of two thousand inhabitants where
everybody knows



everybody else's private history and tal ks about it
all day |ong?

She did not know -could not decide. At one nonent it
seened to her

that the story of her el opement was so pal pably
absurd that no one

could possibly have believed it. M Wrburton, for

i nstance, could

contradict it--nost certainly would contradict it,
for every

possi bl e reason. But the next monent she renenbered
that M

War burton had gone abroad, and unless this affair had
got into the

continental newspapers, he nmight not even have heard
of it; and

then she quail ed again. She knew what it neans to
have to live

down a scandal in a small country town. The gl ances
and furtive

nudges when you passed! The prying eyes follow ng
you down the

street from behind curtai ned wi ndows! The knots of
yout hs on the

corners round Blifil-Gordon's factory, lewdly

di scussi ng you

'Ceorge! Say, CGeorge! J' a see that bit of stuff
over there? Wth
fair "air?

"\What, the skinny one? Yes. 'Qo's she?

'"Rector's daughter, she is. Mss 'Are. But, say!
What you think

she done two years ago? Done a bunk with a bl oke old
enough to bin

"er father. Regular properly went on the razzle with
"imin Paris!

Never think it to look at 'er, would you?

' GO on!



"She did! Straight, she did. It was in the papers
and all. Only

'e give 'er the chuck three weeks afterwards, and she
come back

'one again as bold as brass. Nerve, eh?

Yes, it would take sone living dowmn. For years, for
a decade it

m ght be, they would be tal king about her |ike that.
And the wor st

of it was that the story in Pippin's Wekly was
probably a nmere

bowdl eri zed vestige of what Ms Senprill had been
saying in the

town. Naturally, Pippin's Weekly had not wanted to
commit itself

too far. But was there anything that woul d ever
restrain Ms

Senprill? Only the limts of her inmagination--and

t hey were al nost

as wi de as the sky.

One thing, however, reassured Dorothy, and that was
t he t hought

that her father, at any rate, would do his best to
shield her. O

course, there would be others as well. It was not as
t hough she

were friendl ess. The church congregation, at |east,
knew her and

trusted her, and the Mdthers' Union and the Grl

Qui des and the

worren on her visiting list would never believe such
stories about

her. But it was her father who mattered nost.

Al nost any

situation is bearable if you have a home to go back
to and a famly

who will stand by you. Wth courage, and her
father's support, she

m ght face things out. By the evening she had
decided that it



woul d be perfectly all right to go back to Knype
H1l, though no

doubt it would be disagreeable at first, and when
wor k was over for

t he day she 'subbed' a shilling, and went down to the
general shop

in the village and bought a penny packet of

not epaper. Back in the

canp, sitting on the grass by the fire--no tables or
chairs in the

canp, of course--she began to wite with a stunp of
penci |

Dearest Father,--1 can't tell you how glad | am
after everything

t hat has happened, to be able to wite to you again.
And | do hope

you have not been too anxious about ne or too worried
by those

horrible stories in the newspapers. | don't know
what you mnust

have thought when | suddenly di sappeared |ike that
and you didn't

hear fromnme for nearly a nonth. But you see--'

How strange the pencil felt in her torn and stiffened
fingers! She

could only wite a large, sprawing hand Iike that of
a child. But

she wote a long letter, explaining everything, and
asking himto

send her some clothes and two pounds for her fare
honme. Al so, she

asked himto wite to her under an assumed nane she
gave him-Ellen

M Il borough, after MIIlborough in Suffolk. It seened
a queer thing

to have to do, to use a fal se nang;

di shonest--crimnal, alnost.

But she dared not risk its being known in the

vill age, and perhaps



in the canp as well, that she was Dorothy Hare, the
not or i ous
'Rector's Daughter'.

Once her mind was nade up, Dorothy was pining to
escape fromthe

hop camp. On the follow ng day she could hardly
bring herself to

go on with the stupid work of picking, and the

di sconforts and bad

food were intol erable now that she had nenories to
conpare them

with. She would have taken to flight inmediately if
only she had

had enough noney to get her hone. The instant her
father's letter

with the two pounds arrived, she would say good-bye
to the Turles

and take the train for home, and breathe a sigh of
relief to get

there, in spite of the ugly scandals that had got to
be faced.

On the third day after witing she went down the

vi | | age post

of fice and asked for her letter. The postmistress, a
woman with

the face of a dachshund and a bitter contenpt for al
hop- pi ckers,

told her frostily that no letter had cone. Dorothy
vwas

di sappointed. A pity--it nust have been held up in
t he post.

However, it didn't matter; tonorrow would be soon
enough--only

another day to wait.

The next evening she went again, quite certain that



it would have

arrived this tine. Still no letter. This tinme a

m sgi vi ng

assailed her; and on the fifth evening, when there
was yet again no

letter, the msgiving changed into a horrible panic.
She bought

anot her packet of notepaper and w ote an enornous
letter, using up

t he whol e four sheets, explaining over and over again
what had

happened and inploring her father not to | eave her in
such

suspense. Having posted it, she made up her nind
that she woul d

| et a whole week go by before calling at the post

of fi ce again.

This was Saturday. By Wednesday her resol ve had
broken down. When

t he hooter sounded for the midday interval she |eft
her bin and

hurried down to the post office--it was a mle and a
hal f away, and

it meant missing her dinner. Having got there she
went shame-

facedly up to the counter, alnpst afraid to speak
The dog-faced

postm stress was sitting in her brass-barred cage at
the end of the

counter, ticking figures in a | ong shaped account
book. She gave

Dorothy a brief nosy glance and went on wth her
wor k, taking no

noti ce of her.

Sonet hi ng pai nful was happeni ng i n Dorothy's

di aphragm She was

finding it difficult to breathe, 'Are there any
letters for me?

she managed to say at |ast.

'Nanme?' said the postm stress, ticking away.



"Ellen M1 borough.'

The postm stress turned her | ong dachshund nose over
her shoul der

for an instant and gl anced at the Mpartition of the
Poste Restante

| etter-box.

'No,"' she said, turning back to her account book

In some manner Dorothy got herself outside and began
to wal k back

towards the hopfields, then halted. A deadly feeling
of enptiness

at the pit of her stomach, caused partly by hunger,
made her too

weak to wal k.

Her father's silence could nean only one thing. He
believed Ms

Senprill's story--believed that she, Dorothy, had run
away from

hone in disgraceful circunmstances and then told lies
to excuse

herself. He was too angry and too disgusted to wite
to her. Al

he wanted was to get rid of her, drop al

comuni cation with her;

get her out of sight and out of mind, as a nere
scandal to be

covered up and forgotten

She could not go home after this. She dared not.
Now t hat she had

seen what her father's attitude was, it had opened
her eyes to the

rashness of the thing she had been contenplating. O
CQOURSE she

could not go hone! To slink back in disgrace, to
bri ng shane on

her father's house by comi ng there--ah, inpossible,
utterly



i mpossi ble! How could she even have thought of it?

What then? There was nothing for it but to go right
away- - ri ght

away to sone place that was big enough to hide in.
London,

per haps. Sonmewhere where nobody knew her and the
nmere sight of her

face or nmention of her nanme would not drag into the
light a string

of dirty menories.

As she stood there the sound of bells floated towards
her, fromthe

village church round the bend of the road, where the
ringers were

anusi ng thensel ves by ringing 'Abide with Me', as one
pi cks out a

tune with one finger on the piano. But presently
"Abide with Me

gave way to the fam liar Sunday-norning jangle. 'Ch
do | eave ny

wi fe alone! She is so drunk she can't get

hone!' --the sane pea

that the bells of St Athelstan's had been used to
ring three years

ago before they were unswng. The sound planted a
spear of

honesi ckness in Dorothy's heart, bringing back to her
wth

nmonent ary vividness a nedl ey of remenbered

t hi ngs--the snell of the

gl ue-pot in the conservatory when she was maki ng
costumes for the

school play, and the chatter of starlings outside her
bedr oom

wi ndow, interrupting her prayers before Holy
Communi on, and Ms

Pither's dol eful voice chronicling the pains in the
backs of her

| egs, and the worries of the collapsing belfry and

t he shop-debts

and the bindweed in the peas--all the nultitudinous,



urgent details
of alife that had alternated between work and prayer

Prayer! For a very short tinme, a mnute perhaps, the
t hought

arrested her. Prayer--in those days it had been the
very source

and centre of her life. |In trouble or in happiness,
it was to

prayer that she had turned. And she realized--the
first tinme that

it had crossed her nind--that she had not uttered a
prayer since

| eavi ng hone, not even since her menory had cone back
to her.

Mor eover, she was aware that she had no | onger the
smal | est i npul se

to pray. Mechanically, she began a whi spered prayer,
and st opped

al nost instantly; the words were enpty and futile.
Prayer, which

had been the mainstay of her life, had no meaning for
her any

| onger. She recorded this fact as she wal ked slowy
up the road,

and she recorded it briefly, alnost casually, as

t hough it had been

somet hing seen in passing--a flower in the ditch or a
bird crossing

t he road--sonething noticed and then di sm ssed. She
had not even

the tine to reflect upon what it mght mean. It was
shoul dered out

of her m nd by nore nonment ous things.

It was of the future that she had got to be thinking
now. She was

already fairly clear in her mind as to what she nust
do. When the

hop- pi cki ng was at an end she nust go up to London
wite to her

father for nmoney and her clothes--for however angry
he m ght be,



she coul d not believe that he intended to | eave her
utterly in the

lurch--and then start looking for a job. It was the
nmeasure of her

i gnorance that those dreaded words 'l ooking for a

j ob' sounded

hardly at all dreadful in her ears. She knew herself
strong and

willing--knew that there were plenty of jobs that she
was capabl e

of doing. She could be a nursery governess, for

i nst ance- - no,

better, a housermaid or a parlourmaid. There were not
many t hi ngs

in a house that she could not do better than nost
servants

besi des, the nore nenial her job, the easier it would
be to keep

her past history secret.

At any rate, her father's house was cl osed to her
that was

certain. Fromnow on she had got to fend for
herself. On this

decision, with only a very dimidea of what it meant,
she qui ckened

her pace and got back to the fields in tine for the
af t er noon

shift.

The hop- pi cki ng season had not nuch | onger to run
In a week or

t hereabouts Cairns's would be cl osing down, and the
cockneys woul d

take the hoppers' train to London, and the gypsies
woul d cat ch

their horses, pack their caravans, and march
northward to

Li ncol nshire, to scranble for jobs in the potato
fields. As for

t he cockneys, they had had their bellyful of
hop- pi cking by this

time. They were pining to be back in dear old



London, with

Wyol worths and the fried-fish shop round the corner,
and no nore

sleeping in straw and frying bacon in tin lids with
your eyes

weepi ng from wood snoke. Hopping was a holiday, but
the kind of

hol i day that you were glad to see the last of. You
came down

cheering, but you went home cheering |ouder still and
swearing that

you woul d never go hoppi ng again--until next August,
when you had

forgotten the cold nights and the bad pay and the
danmage to your

hands, and renenbered only the bl owsy afternoons in
the sun and the

boozi ng of stone pots of beer round the red canp
fires at night.

The norni ngs were growi ng bl eak and Novenberish; grey
skies, the

first leaves falling, and finches and starlings

al ready fl ocking

for the winter. Dorothy had witten yet again to her
f at her,

asking for noney and sone clothes; he had left her
letter

unanswer ed, nor had anybody el se witten to her

| ndeed, there was

no one except her father who knew her present
address; but sonmehow

she had hoped that M Warburton nmight wite. Her
cour age al nost

failed her now, especially at nights in the wetched
straw, when

she [ ay awake thinking of the vague and nenaci ng
future. She

pi cked her hops with a sort of desperation, a sort of
frenzy of

energy, nore aware each day that every handful of
hops mneant

anot her fraction of a farthing between herself and



starvati on.

Deafi e, her bin-mate, |ike herself, was picking
against time, for
it was the last noney he would earn till next year's

hoppi ng season

cane round. The figure they ainmed at was five
shillings a day--

thirty bushel s--between the two of them but there
was no day when

they quite attained it.

Deafi e was a queer old man and a poor conpanion after
Nobby, but

not a bad sort. He was a ship's steward by
profession, but a tranmp

of many years' standing, as deaf as a post and

t her ef ore sonet hi ng

of a M F.'s aunt in conversation. He was also an
exhi bi ti oni st,

but quite harm ess. For hours together he used to
sing alittle

song that went "Wth my willy willy--WTH ny willy
willy', and

t hough he coul d not hear what he was singing it
seenmed to cause him

some kind of pleasure. He had the hairiest ears
Dor ot hy had ever

seen. There were tufts |ike mniature Dundreary
whi skers grow ng

out of each of his ears. Every year Deafie cane
hop- pi cki ng at

Cairns's farm saved up a pound, and then spent a
par adi si ac week

in a | odgi ng-house in Newi ngton Butts before going
back to the

road. This was the only week in the year when he
sl ept in what

could be called, except by courtesy, a bed.

The picking cane to an end on 28 Septenber. There
were severa

fields still unpicked, but they were poor hops and at
the | ast



noment M Cairns decided to 'let themblow . Set
nunber 19

finished their last field at two in the afternoon
and the little

gypsy foreman swarned up the poles and retrieved the
derelict

bunches, and the measurer carted the |ast hops away.
As he

di sappeared there was a sudden shout of 'Put 'emin
the bins!' and

Dor ot hy saw si x men bearing down upon her with a

fi endi sh

expression on their faces, and all the wonmen in the
set scattering

and running. Before she could collect her wits to
escape the nen

had sei zed her, laid her at full length in a bin and
swung her

violently fromside to side. Then she was dragged
out and ki ssed

by a young gypsy snelling of onions. She struggled
at first, but

she saw the sane thing being done to the other wonen
in the set, so

she submitted. It appeared that putting the wonmen in
the bins was

an invariable customon the |ast day of picking.
There were great

doings in the canp that night, and not ruch sleep for
anybody.

Long after m dni ght Dorothy found herself nmoving with
a ring of

peopl e about a mghty fire, one hand cl asped by a
rosy but cher-boy

and the other by a very drunk old worman in a Scotch
bonnet out of a

cracker, to the tune of 'Auld Lang Syne'.

In the nmorning they went up to the farmto draw their
noney, and

Dor ot hy drew one pound and fourpence, and earned

anot her fivepence

by adding up their tally books for people who could



not read or

wite. The cockney pickers paid you a penny for this
job; the

gypsies paid you only in flattery. Then Dorothy set
out for West

Ackworth station, four mles away, together with the
Turles, M

Turle carrying the tin trunk, Ms Turle carrying the
baby, the

ot her children carrying various odds and ends, and
Dor ot hy wheel i ng

t he peranbul ator which held the Turles' entire stock
of crockery,

and which had two circular wheels and two el liptical

They got to the station about m dday, the hoppers
train was due to

start at one, and it arrived at two and started at a
quarter past

three. After a journey of incredible slowness,

zi gzaggi ng all over

Kent to pick up a dozen hop-pickers here and half a
dozen there,

goi ng back on its tracks over and over again and
backi ng into

sidings to let other trains pass--taking, in fact,
si X hours to do

thirty-five miles--it landed themin London a little
after nine at

ni ght .

Dorothy slept that night with the Turles. They had
grown so fond

of her that they would have given her shelter for a
week or a

fortnight if she had been willing to inpose on their
hospitality.

Their two rooms (they lived in a tenenent house not



far from Tower

Bri dge Road) were a tight fit for seven people

i ncl udi ng children,

but they nmade her a bed of sorts on the floor out of
two rag mats,

an ol d cushion and an overcoat.

In the norning she said good-bye to the Turles and

t hanked t hem

for all their Kkindness towards her, and then went
straight to

Ber nondsey public baths and washed of f the

accunmul ated dirt of five

weeks. After that she set out to | ook for a | odging,
havi ng i n her

possessi on si xteen and ei ghtpence in cash, and the
cl ot hes she

stood up in. She had darned and cl eaned her cl othes
as best she

coul d, and being black they did not show the dirt
quite as badly as

t hey m ght have done. Fromthe knees down she was
now passably

respectable. On the |last day of picking a 'hone

pi cker' in the

next set, named Ms Killfrew, had presented her with
a good pair

of shoes that had been her daughter's, and a pair of
wool | en

st ocki ngs.

It was not until the evening that Dorothy managed to
find herself a

room For sonething like ten hours she was wandering
up and down,

from Bernondsey into Sout hwark, from Southwark into
Lanbet h,

t hrough | abyrinthine streets where snotty-nosed
children played at

hop-scotch on pavenents horrible w th banana skins
and decayi ng

cabbage | eaves. At every house she tried it was the
same story--



the I andl ady refused point-blank to take her in. One
after anot her

a succession of hostile wonmen, standing in their
doorways as

defensively as though she had been a notor bandit or
a gover nnent

i nspector, |ooked her up and down, said briefly, 'W
don't TAKE

single girls,'" and shut the door in her face. She
did not know it,

of course, but the very | ook of her was enough to
rouse any

respect abl e | andl ady' s suspicions. Her stained and
ragged cl ot hes

they m ght possibly have put up with; but the fact
that she had no

| uggage damed her fromthe start. A single girl

wi th no | uggage

is invariably a bad lot--this is the first and
greatest of the

apopht hegnms of the London | andl ady.

At about seven o' clock, too tired to stand on her
feet any |onger,

she ventured into a filthy, flyblown little cafe near
the dd Vic

theatre and asked for a cup of tea. The
proprietress, getting into

conversation with her and | earning that she wanted a
room advised

her to "try at Mary's, in Wllings Court, jest orff
the Cut’

"Mary', it appeared, was not particular and would | et
a roomto

anybody who could pay. Her proper nane was Ms
Sawyer, but the

boys all called her Mary.

Dor ot hy found Wellings Court with sone difficulty.
You went al ong

Lambeth Cut till you got to a Jew cl othes-shop called
Knockout

Trousers Ltd, then you turned up a narrow alley, and



then turned to
your |left again up another alley so narrow that its

grimy plaster

wal | s al nost brushed you as you went. In the

pl aster, persevering

boys had cut the word ---- innumerable tines and too
deeply to be

erased. At the far end of the alley you found
yourself in a snal

court where four tall narrow houses with iron
stai rcases stood

faci ng one anot her.

Dorothy made inquiries and found 'Mary' in a

subt erranean den

beneat h one of the houses. She was a drabby old
creature with

remarkably thin hair and face so emaciated that it
| ooked like a

rouged and powdered skull. Her voice was cracked,
shrew sh, and

neverthel ess ineffably dreary. She asked Dorothy no
guestions, and

i ndeed scarcely even | ooked at her, but sinply
dermanded ten

shillings and then said in her ugly voice:

"Twenty-nine. Third floor. Go up be the back
stairs.’

Apparently the back stairs were those inside the
house. Dor ot hy

went up the dark, spiral staircase, between sweating
walls, in a

snell of old overcoats, dishwater and slops. As she
reached the

second floor there was a | oud squeal of |aughter, and
two rowdy-

| ooking girls cane out of one of the roons and stared
at her for a

nmonent. They | ooked young, their faces being quite
hi dden under

rouge and pink powder, and their |ips painted scarlet



as gerani um

petals. But amd the pink powder their china-blue
eyes were tired

and ol d; and that was sonehow horrible, because it
rem nded you of

agirl's msk with an old woman's face behind it.
The taller of

the two greeted Dorothy.

""Ulo, deariel’

"Hul | o!'

"You new 'ere? Wich roomyou kipping in?
" Nunmber twenty-nine.'

'CGod, ain't that a bl oody dungeon to put you in! You
goi ng out
toni ght ?

"No, | don't think so,' said Dorothy, privately a
l[ittle astonished
at the question

l'"'mtoo tired.'

' Thought you wasn't, when | saw you 'adn't dolled up
But, say!

dearie, you ain't on the beach, are you? Not

spoi ling the ship for

a '"aporth of tar? Because f'rinstance if you want
the lend of a

lipstick, you only got to say the word. W're al
chums 'ere, you

know. '

"Ch. . . . No, thank you,' said Dorothy, taken aback
"Ch, well! Time Doris and ne was noving. GCot a

' portant business

engagenent in Leicester Square.' Here she nudged the
ot her girl

with her hip, and both of themsniggered in a silly
m rthless



manner. 'But, say!' added the taller girl
confidentially, "ain't

it a bloody treat to 'ave a good night's kip al
al one once in a

way? Wsh _I_ could. Al on your Jack Jones with no
bl oody great

man's feet shoving you about. 'S all right when you
can afford it,

eh?"

"Yes,' said Dorothy, feeling that this answer was
expect ed of her,

and with only a very vague notion of what the other
was tal ki ng

about .

"Wll, tata, dearie! Sleep tight. And jes' |ook
out for the
smash and grab raiders 'bout 'ar-parse one!’

When the two girls had ski pped downstairs with

anot her of their

nmeani ngl ess squeal s of |aughter, Dorothy found her
way to room

nunber 29 and opened the door. A cold, evil snell

nmet her. The

room neasured about eight feet each way, and was very
dark. The

furniture was sinple. In the mddle of the room a
narrow i ron

bedstead with a ragged coverlet and greyi sh sheets;
agai nst the

wal |, a packing case with a tin basin and an enpty
whi sky bottle

i ntended for water; tacked over the bed, a photograph
of Bebe

Daniels torn out of Film Fun.

The sheets were not only dirty, but danp. Dorothy
got into the

bed, but she had only undressed to her chemi se, or
what was left of

her chemi se, her underclothes by this time being



al nost entirely in

ruins; she could not bring herself to |ay her bare
body bet ween

t hose nauseous sheets. And once in bed, though she
was aching from

head to foot with fatigue, she could not sleep. She
was unnerved

and full of forebodings. The atnosphere of this vile
pl ace brought

hone to her nore vividly than before the fact that
she was hel pl ess

and friendless and had only six shillings between
herself and the

streets. Moreover, as the night wore on the house
grew noi si er and

noisier. The walls were so thin that you could hear
everyt hi ng

t hat was happening. There were bursts of shril
idiotic |laughter,

hoarse mal e voi ces singing, a granophone draw i ng out
l'i mericks,

noi sy ki sses, strange deathli ke groans, and once or
twice the

violent rattling of an iron bed. Towards nidni ght

t he noi ses began

to formthenselves into a rhythmin Dorothy's brain,
and she fell

lightly and unrestfully asleep. She was woken about
a mnute

|ater, as it seened, by her door being flung open
and two dimy

seen femal e shapes rushed in, tore every scrap of

cl ot hing from her

bed except the sheets, and rushed out again. There
was a chronic

shortage of blankets at 'Mary's', and the only way of
getting

enough of themwas to rob sonebody else's bed. Hence
the term

"smash and grab raiders'.

In the norning, half an hour before opening tineg,
Dor ot hy went to



the nearest public library to | ook at the
advertisenents in the

newspapers. Already a score of vaguely mangy-| ooki ng
peopl e were

prow i ng up and down, and the nunber swelled by ones
and twos til

there were no less than sixty. Presently the doors
of the library

opened, and in they all surged, racing for a board at
the other end

of the readi ng-roomwhere the 'Situations Vacant
colums from

various newspapers had been cut out and pinned up
And in the wake

of the job-hunters cane poor old bundl es of rags, nen
and wonen

both, who had spent the night in the streets and cane
to the

library to sleep. They cane shanbling in behind the
ot hers,

flopped down with grunts of relief at the nearest
table, and pulled

t he nearest periodical towards thenm it mght be the
Free Church

Messenger, it mght be the Vegetarian Sentinel--it
didn't matter

what it was, but you couldn't stay in the library

unl ess you

pretended to be reading. They opened their papers,
and in the sane

instant fell asleep, with their chins on their
breasts. And the

attendant wal ked round prodding themin turn like a
st oker poking a

succession of fires, and they grunted and woke up as
he prodded

them and then fell asleep again the instant he had
passed.

Meanwhil e a battle was ragi ng round the adverti senment
boar d,

everybody struggling to get to the front. Two young
men in blue



overal | s came running up behind the others, and one
of them put his

head down and fought his way through the crowd as

t hough it had

been a football scrum |In a nmonent he was at the
board. He turned
to his conpanion: ''Ere we are, Joe--1 got it!

"Mechani cs want ed- -

Locke's Garage, Canden Town." C mon out of it!' He
fought his

way out again, and both of them scooted for the door
They were

goi ng to Canden Town as fast as their |egs would
carry them And

at this nmonent, in every public library in London
nmechani cs out of

work were reading that identical notice and starting
on the race

for the job, which in all probability had al ready
been given to

someone who could afford to buy a paper for hinself
and had seen

the notice at six in the norning.

Dor ot hy managed to get to the board at | ast, and nade
a note of

some of the addresses where 'cook generals' were
wanted. There

were plenty to choose from-indeed, half the Iadies
in London

seened to be crying out for strong capabl e genera
servants. Wth

alist of twenty addresses in her pocket, and having
had a

br eakfast of bread and margari ne and tea which cost
her threepence,

Dorothy set out to |ook for a job, not unhopefully.

She was too ignorant as yet to know that her chances
of finding

wor k unai ded were practically nil; but the next four
days gradual ly

enlightened her. During those four days she applied



for eighteen

jobs, and sent witten applications for four others.
She trudged

enornous di stances all through the southern suburbs:
d apham

Bri xton, Dulw ch, Penge, Sydenham Beckenham

Nor wood- - even as far

as Croydon on one occasion. She was haled into neat
subur ban

drawi ng-roons and intervi ewed by wonen of every
concei vabl e type--

| arge, chubby, bullying wormen, thin, acid, catty
wonen, alert

frigid wonen in gold pince-nez, vague ranbling wonen
who | ooked as

t hough they practi sed vegetariani smor attended
spirituali st

seances. And one and all, fat or thin, chilly or
not herly, they

reacted to her in precisely the sanme way. They
simply | ooked her

over, heard her speak, stared inquisitively, asked
her a dozen

enbarrassi ng and inpertinent questions, and then
turned her down.

Any experienced person could have told her how it
woul d be. In her

circunstances it was not to be expected that anyone
woul d take the

ri sk of enploying her. Her ragged clothes and her

| ack of

ref erences were agai nst her, and her educated accent,
whi ch she did

not know how to di sgui se, wecked whatever chances
she m ght have

had. The tranps and cockney hop-pi ckers had not
noti ced her

accent, but the suburban housew ves noticed it

qui ckly enough, and

it scared themin just the same way as the fact that
she had no

| uggage had scared the | andl adies. The noment they



had heard her

speak, and spotted her for a gentl ewonman, the gane
was up. She

grew quite used to the startled, nystified | ook that
came over

their faces as soon as she opened her mouth--the
prying, fem nine

gl ance fromher face to her damaged hands, and from
those to the

darns in her skirt. Some of the wonmen asked her
outright what a

girl of her class was doing seeking work as a
servant. They

sniffed, no doubt, that she had 'been in
trouble'--that is, had an

illegitimte baby--and after probing her with their
guestions they

got rid of her as quickly as possible.

As soon as she had an address to give Dorothy had
witten to her

father, and when on the third day no answer came, she
wr ot e again,

despairingly this time--it was her fifth letter, and
four had gone

unanswered--telling himthat she nust starve if he
did not send her

nmoney at once. There was just time for her to get an
answer before

her week at 'Mary's' was up and she was thrown out
for not paying

her rent.

Meanwhi | e, she continued the usel ess search for work,
whi | e her

nmoney dwi ndled at the rate of a shilling a day--a sum
j ust

sufficient to keep her alive while |eaving her
chronically hungry.

She had al nbst given up the hope that her father
woul d do anyt hi ng

to help her. And strangely enough her first panic
had di ed down,



as she grew hungrier and the chances of getting a job
grew renoter,

into a species of mserable apathy. She suffered,

but she was not

greatly afraid. The sub-world into which she was
descendi ng seened

less terrible nowthat it was nearer

The autum weat her, though fine, was grow ng col der
Each day the
sun, fighting his losing battle against the wnter,

struggled a
little later through the mst to dye the house-fronts
with pale

aquarell e colours. Dorothy was in the streets al
day, or in the

public library, only going back to 'Mary's' to sleep
and then

taki ng the precaution of dragging her bed across the
door. She had

grasped by this tine that 'Mary's' was--not actually
a brothel, for

there is hardly such a thing in London, but a

wel | - known refuge of

prostitutes. It was for that reason that you paid
ten shillings a

week for a kennel not worth five. dd 'Mary' (she
was not the

proprietress of the house, nerely the nanageress) had
been a

prostitute herself in her day, and |ooked it. Living
in such a

pl ace dammed you even in the eyes of Lambeth Cut.
Wonen sniffed

when you passed them nen took an of fensive interest
in you. The

Jew on the corner, the owner of Knockout Trousers
Ltd, was the

worst of all. He was a solid young man of about
thirty, with

bul gi ng red cheeks and curly black hair |ike
astrakhan. For twelve

hours a day he stood on the pavenent roaring with



brazen 1l ungs that

you couldn't get a cheaper pair of trousers in
London, and

obstructing the passers-by. You had only to halt for
a fraction of

a second, and he seized you by the arm and bundl ed
you inside the

shop by main force. Once he got you there his manner
becane

positively threatening. If you said anything

di sparagi ng about his

trousers he offered to fight, and weak-m nded peopl e
bought pairs

of trousers in sheer physical terror. But busy

t hough he was, he

kept a sharp eye open for the 'birds', as he called
them and

Dor ot hy appeared to fascinate hi mbeyond all other
"birds'. He had

grasped that she was not a prostitute, but living at
"Mary's', she

must --so he reasoned--be on the very verge of
becom ng one. The

t hought made his nouth water. When he saw her coni ng
down t he

all ey he would post hinself at the corner, with his
massi ve chest

wel | displayed and one bl ack | echerous eye turned

i nqui ringly upon

her (' Are you ready to begin yet?' his eye seened to
be saying),

and, as she passed, give her a discreet pinch on the
backsi de.

On the last norning of her week at 'Mary's', Dorothy
went downstairs

and | ooked, with only a faint flicker of hope, at the
slate in the

hal | way where the nanmes of people for whomthere were
letters were

chal ked up. There was no letter for '"Ellen

M || borough'. That

settled it; there was nothing left to do except to



wal k out into the

street. It did not occur to her to do as every other
woman in the

house woul d have done--that is, pitch a hard-up tale
and try to

cadge another night's lodging rent free. She sinply
wal ked out of

t he house, and had not even the nerve to tell 'Mary'
that she was
goi ng.

She had no plan, absolutely no plan whatever. Except
for half an

hour at noon when she went out to spend threepence
out of her |ast

fourpence on bread and nargari ne and tea, she passed
the entire day

in the public library, reading weekly papers. 1In the
nor ni ng she

read the Barber's Record, and in the afternoon Cage
Birds. They

were the only papers she could get hold of, for there
wer e al ways

so many idlers in the library that you had to
scranble to get hold

of a paper at all. She read themfrom cover to
cover, even the

advertisements. She pored for hours together over
such

technicalities as How to strop French Razors, Wy the
El ectric

Hai rbrush i s Unhygi enic, Do Budgies thrive on
Rapeseed? It was the

only occupation that she felt equal to. She was in a
strange

lethargic state in which it was easier to interest
herself in How

to strop French Razors than in her own desperate
plight. Al fear

had left her. O the future she was utterly unable
to think; even

so far ahead as tonight she could barely see. There
was a night in



the streets ahead of her, that was all she knew, and
even about

that she only vaguely cared. Meanwhile there were
Cage Birds and

the Barber's Record; and they were, strangely,
absor bi ngl y

i nteresting.

At nine o' clock the attendant canme round with a | ong
hooked pol e

and turned out the gaslights, the library was cl osed.
Dor ot hy

turned to the left, up the Waterl oo Road, towards the
river. On

the iron footbridge she halted for a nonent. The

ni ght w nd was

bl owi ng. Deep banks of mist, |ike dunes, were rising
fromthe

river, and, as the wi nd caught them swirling

nort h-eastward across

the town. A swirl of m st envel oped Dor ot hy,
penetrating her thin

cl ot hes and maki ng her shudder with a sudden
foretaste of the

night's cold. She wal ked on and arrived, by the
process of

gravitation that draws all roofless people to the
same spot, at

Tr af al gar Squar e.

CHAPTER 3

[ SCENE: Trafal gar Square. Dinmy visible through the
m st, a dozen
peopl e, Dorothy ampong them are grouped about one of



t he benches
near the north parapet.]

CHARLIE [singing]: 'Ail Miry, 'ail Mry, 'a-i
Ma- ary--[Bi g Ben
strikes ten.]

SNOUTER [ mi mi cking the noise]: D ng dong, ding dong
Shut your

---- noise, can't you? Seven nmore hours of it on
this ---- square

bef ore we get the chance of a setdown and a bit of

sl eep! Cripes!

MR TALLBOYS [to himself]: Non sum qualis eram bon
sub regno

Edwardi! In the days of ny innocence, before the
Devil carried ne

up into a high place and dropped ne into the Sunday
newspaper s- -

that is to say when | was Rector of Little

Fawl ey- cum Dewsbury.

DEAFIE [singing]l: Wth nmy willy willy, WTH my willy
willy--

MRS WAYNE: Ah, dearie, as soon as | set eyes on you
| knew as you

was a lady born and bred. You and nme've known what
it is to come

down in the world, haven't we, dearie? It ain't the
same for us as

what it is for sone of these others here

CHARLIE [singing]: 'Ail Miry, 'ail Mry, 'a-i
Ma-ary, full of
grace!

MRS BENDI GO Calls hinself a bl oody husband, does
he? Four pound

a week in Covent Garden and 'is wife doing a starry
in the bl oody

Square! Husband!



MR TALLBOYS [to himself]: Happy days, happy days!
My ivied church

under the sheltering hillside--my red-tiled Rectory
sl unberi ng

anong Elizabet han yews! My library, ny vinery, ny
cook, house-

parl ourmai d and groom gardener! M cash in the bank
ny name in

Crockford! M black suit of irreproachable cut, ny
col l ar back to

front, nmy watered silk cassock in the church
precincts.

MRS WAYNE: O course the one thing I DO thank God
for, dearie, is

that nmy poor dear nother never lived to see this day.
Because i f

she ever HAD of lived to see the day when her el dest
daughter - - as

was brought up, mind you, with no expense spared and
m | k straight

fromthe cow.

MRS BENDI GO HUSBAND!

G NGER: Cone on, less 'ave a drumof tea while we
got the chance.

Last we'll get tonight--coffee shop shuts at
"ar-parse ten.

THE KIKE: Ch Jesus! This bloody cold s gonna kil
me! | ain't
got nothing on under ny trousers. ©h Je-e-e-EEZE

CHARLI E [singing]: 'Al Mry, "ail Mry--

SNOUTER:  Four pence! Fourpence for six ---- hours on
the bum  And

that there nosing sod with the wooden | eg queering
our pitch at

every boozer between Aldgate and the MIle End Road.
Wth 'is ----



wooden leg and 'is war nmedal s as 'e bought in Lanbeth
Qut!
Bast ar d!

DEAFIE [singing]l: Wth nmy willy willy, WTH my willy
willy--

MRS BENDI GO Well, | told the bastard what | thought
of 'im

anyway. 'Call yourself a man?' | says. 'I've seen
things like you

kep' in a bottle at the 'orspital,' | says.

MR TALLBOYS [to himself]: Happy days, happy days!
Roast beef and

bobbi ng villagers, and the peace of God that passeth
all

under st andi ng! Sunday nornings in ny oaken stall,
cool fl ower

scent and frou-frou of surplices mngling in the
sweet corpse-| aden

air! Sumrer evenings when the |late sun slanted

t hrough my study

wi ndow -1 pensive, boozed with tea, in fragrant

wr eat hs of

Cavendi sh, thumnbing drowsily sone hal f-calf

vol ume- - Poet i cal Works

of WIIliam Shenstone, Esq., Percy's Reliques of
Anci ent Engli sh

Poetry, J. Lenpriere, D.D., professor of inmora

t heol ogy .

G NGER:  Cone on, 'o00's for that drum of

riddl enme-ree? W got the

mlk and we got the tea. Question is, 'o00's got any
bl eedi ng

sugar ?

DOROTHY: This cold, this cold! It seens to go right
t hr ough youl
Surely it won't be like this all night?

MRS BENDI GO Ch, cheese it! | 'ate these snivelling



tarts.

CHARLIE: Ain't it going to be a proper perisher,
too? Look at the

perishing river m st creeping up that there col um.
Freeze the

fish-hooks off of ole Nel son before norning.

MRS WVAYNE: O course, at the time that |'m speaking
of we still

had our little tobacco and sweetstuff business on the
cor ner,

you' Il under st and.

THE KIKE: Ch Je-e-e-EEZE! Lend's that overcoat of
yours, @G nger.
' m bl oody freezing!

SNOUTER:  ---- doubl e-crossing bastard! P raps |
won't bash 'is
navel in when | get a 'old of "im

CHARLIE: Fortunes o' war, boy, fortunes o' war.
Peri shi ng Square

toni ght--runpsteak and kip on feathers tonorrow
What el se d'you

expect on perishing Thursday?

MRS BENDI GO Shove up, Daddy, shove up! Think I
want your | ousy
old "ed on ny shoul der--ne a narri ed worman?

MR TALLBOYS [to hinself]: For preaching, chanting,
and intoning |

was unrivalled. M Lift up your Hearts' was renowned
t hr oughout

the diocese. Al styles | could do you, Hi gh Church,
Low Chur ch,

Broad Church and No Church. Throaty Angl o-Cat

War bl i ngs, straight

fromthe shoul der nmuscul ar Anglican, or the adenoi dal
Low Church

whi ne in which still lurk the Houyhnhnm notes of



nei ghi ng chapel
el ders.

DEAFIE [singing]: WTH nmy willy willy--

G NGER  Take your 'ands off that bleedi ng overcoat,
Kikie. You

don't get no clo'es of mne while you got the chats
on you.

CHARLI E [singing]:

As pants the '"art for cooling streans,
Wien 'eated in the chase--

MRS MCELLIGOT [in her sleep]: Was 'at you, M chael
dear ?

MRS BENDIGO It's ny belief as the sneaking bastard
"ad anot her
wife living when 'e nmarried ne.

MR TALLBOYS [fromthe roof of his nmputh, stage
curat e-w se,

rem niscently]: |If any of you know cause of just

i mpedi ment

why these two persons shoul d not be joined together
in holy

matri mony .

THE KIKE: A pal! A bloody pal! And won't lend his

bl oody

over coat !

MRS WAYNE: Well, now as you've nmentioned it, | mnust
admt as |

never WAS one to refuse a nice cup of tea. | know

t hat when our
poor dear nother was alive, pot after pot we used to

NOSY WATSON [to hinsel f, angrily]: Sod! . . . GCee'd
into it



and then a stretch all round. . . . Never even done
t he bl oody
job. . . . Sod!

DEAFIE [singing]: WTH nmy willy willy--

MRS MCELLI GOT [hal f asleep]: DEAR Mchael. . . . He
was real

| oving, Mchael was. Tender an' true. . . . Never

| ooked at

anot her man since dat evenin' when | net' m outside
Kronk's

sl aught er-house an' he gime de two pound o' sausage
as he'd

bumred off de International Stores for his own
supper .

MRS BENDI GO Well, | suppose we'll get that bl oody
tea this tine
t onor r ow.

MR TALLBOYS [chanting, rem niscently]: By the waters

of Babyl on we
sat down and wept, when we renenbered thee, O Z on!

DOROTHY: Onh, this cold, this cold!

SNOUTER:  Well, | don't do no nmore ---- starries this
si de of
Christmas. I'Il "ave ny kip tomorrow if | 'ave to

cut it out of
their bowel s.

NOSY WATSON: Detective, is he? Smith of the Flying
Squad! Flying

Judas nore likelyl Al they can bl oody do--copping
the old

of fenders what no beak won't give a fair chance.

GANGER \Well, I"'moff for the fiddl ede-dee. 'Qo's
got a couple of
clods for the water?



MRS MCELLI GOT [waking]: Oh dear, oh dear! [If ny
back ain't fair

broke! ©h holy Jesus, if dis bench don't catch you
across de

ki dneys! An' dere was ne dreamin' | was warmin Kip
wid a nice cup

a' tea an' two o' buttered toast waitin' by ne
bedsi de. Well, dere

goes nme last wink o' sleep till | gets into Lanbeth
public lib'ry

t onor r ow.

DADDY [ his head energing fromw thin his overcoat
like a tortoise's

fromwithin its shell]: Wssat you said, boy?

Payi ng noney for

water! How | ong' ve you bin on the road, you ignorant
young scut?

Money for bl oody water? Bumit, boy, bumit! Don't
buy what you

can bum and don't bum what you can steal. That's ny
word--fifty

year on the road, man and boy. [Retires within his
coat . |

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: O all ye works of the Lord--
DEAFIE [singing]: WTH nmy willy willy--

CHARLIE: 'Qo was it copped you, Nosy?

THE KIKE: Ch Je-e-e- EEZE!

MRS BENDI GO Shove up, shove up! Seens to ne sone
fol ks think

they' ve took a nortgage on this bl oody seat.

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: O all ye works of the Lord,
curse ye the

Lord, curse Hmand vilify H mfor ever!

MRS MCELLI GOT: What | always says is, it's always us



poor bl oody
Catholics dat's down in de bl oody dunps.

NOSY WATSON:  Smithy. Flying Squad--flying sod!

G ve us the plans

of the house and everything, and then had a van full
of coppers

waiting and nipped the lot of us. | wote it up in
the Bl ack

Mari a:

"Detective Smith knows how to gee;

Tell himhe's a ---- fromne.'

SNOUTER: ' Ere, what about our ---- tea? Go on,
Kikie, you're a

young 'un; shut that ---- noise and take the druns.

Don't you pay
nothing. Wrmit out of the old tart. Snivel. Do
t he dol ef ul .

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: O all ye children of nen,
curse ye the
Lord, curse Hmand vilify H mfor ever!

CHARLIE: \What, is Smithy crooked too?

MRS BENDIGO | tell you what, girls, | tell you what
gets ME down,

and that's to think of ny bl oody husband snoring
under four

bl ankets and ne freezing in this bl oody Square.
That's what |

can't stomach. The unnatural sod!

G NGER [singing]: THERE they go--IN their joy--Don't
t ake that
there drumwith the cold sausage in it, Kikie.

NOSY WATSON:  Crooked? CROCKED? Wy, a corkscrew
"ud ook like a

bl oody bradawl beside of himl There isn't one of

t hem doubl e ----



sons of whores in the Flying Squad but 'ud sell his
grandnot her to

t he knackers for two pound ten and then sit on her
gravest one

eating potato crisps. The geeing, narking toe rag!

CHARLI E:  Perishing tough. ' Ow nany convictions you
got ?

G NGER [ singing]:

THERE they go--IN their joy--
"APpy girl--LUcky boy--

NOSY WATSON:  Fourteen. You don't stand no chance
with that |ot
agai nst you.

MRS WAYNE: What, don't he keep you, then?
MRS BENDIGO: No, I'mnarried to this one, sod '"im
CHARLIE: | got perishing nine mnyself.

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: O Ananias, Azarias and
M sael , curse ye
the Lord, curse Hmand vilify Hmfor ever!

G NGER [ singing]:

THERE they go--IN their joy--
"APpy girl--LUcky boy--

But 'ere am I-1-1_--

Br oken--' A- A- AARt ed!

CGod, | ain't 'ad a dig in the grave for three days.
'"Ow |l ong since
you washed your face, Snouter?

MRS MCELLI GOT: Ch dear, oh dear! |If dat boy don't
come soon wid

de tea ne insides' |l dry up like a bl oody kippered
herri ng.



CHARLIE: YQU can't sing, none of you. Qught to 'ear
Snout er and
me 'long towards Christrmas tinme when we pipe up ' Good

Ki ng

Wencesl as' outside the boozers. 'Ymms, too. Bl okes
in the bar

weep their perishing eyes out to 'ear us. 'Menber

when we tapped

twice at the sane 'ouse by mi stake, Snouter? dd
tart fair tore

t he innards out of us.

MR TALLBOYS [marchi ng up and down behi nd an i magi nary
drum and

si ngi ng] :

Al things vile and damabl e,
Al creatures great and small --

[Big Ben strikes half past ten.]

SNOUTER [mi mi cking the clock]: D ng dong, ding dong!
Six and a
---- half hours of it! Cripes!

G NGER:  Kikie and nme knocked off four of them

saf ety-razor bl ades

in Wolwrth's 's afternoon. [1'Il "ave a dig in the
bl eedi ng

fountains tonorrow if | can buma bit of soap

DEAFIE: Wen | was a stooard in the P. & O, we used
to nmeet them

bl ack I ndians two days out at sea, in themthere
great canoes as

they call catamarans, catching sea-turtles the size
of di nner

t abl es.

MRS WVAYNE: Did yoo used to be a clergyman, then, sir?

MR TALLBOYS [halting]: After the order of



Mel chi zedec. There is

no question of 'used to be', Madam Once a priest
al ways a priest.

Hoc est corpus hocus-pocus. Even though
unfrocked- - un- Crocked, we

call it--and dog-collar publicly torn off by the
bi shop of the

di ocese.

G NGER [singing]: THERE they go--IN their joy--Thank
Christ! 'FEre
cones Kikie. Now for the consultation-free!

MRS BENDI GO Not before it's bl oody needed.

CHARLIE: 'Ow cone they give you the sack, mate?
Usual story?
Choirgirls in the famly way?

MRS MCELLI GOT: You've took your time, ain't you,
young man? But

cone on, let's have a sup of it before me tongue
falls out o' ne

bl oody mout h.

MRS BENDI GO Shove up, Daddy! You're sitting on ny
packet of
bl oody sugar.

MR TALLBOYS: Grls is a euphemism Only the usual

fl annel -

bl oomrered hunters of the unmarried clergy. Church
hens--al tar-

dressers and brass-polishers--spinsters grow ng bony
and desper at e.

There is a denon that enters into themat thirty-five.

THE KIKE: The old bitch wouldn't give ne the hot
water. Had to
tap a toff in the street and pay a penny for it.

SNOUTER: ---- likely story! Bin swigging it on the
way nore



likely.

DADDY [energing fromhis overcoat]: Drumo' tea, eh?
| could sup
a drumo' tea. [Belches slightly.]

CHARLI E: When their bubs get |ike perishing razor
stops? _|
know.

NOSY WATSON: Tea--bloody catlap. Better'n that
cocoa in the stir,
t hough. Lend's your cup, matie.

G NGER Jest wait'll | knock a 'ole in this tin of
mlk. Shy us a
nmoney or your |ife, soneone.

MRS BENDI GO Easy with that bl oody sugar! 'Qo paid
for it, I sh'd
i ke to know?

MR TALLBOYS: \Wen their bubs get |ike razor stops.
| thank thee

for that humour. Pippin's Weekly nade quite a
feature of the case.

"M ssing Canon's Sub Rosa Romance. Intinmate

Revel ations.' And

al so an Qpen Letter in John Bull: '"To a Skunk in
Shepherd' s

Cothing'. A pity--1 was marked out for preferment.

[ To Dor ot hy]

Gaiters in the famly, if you understand nme. You
woul d not t hi nk,

woul d you, that the tine has been when this unworthy
backsi de

dented the plush cushions of a cathedral stall?

CHARLIE: 'Ere comes Florry. Thought she'd be al ong
soon as we got

the tea going. Got a nose like a perishing vulture
for tea, that

girl 'as.



SNOUTER: Ay, always on the tap. [Singing]

Tap, tap, tappety tap,
I"'ma perfec' devil at that--

MRS MCELLI GOT: De poor kid, she ain't got no sense.
Why don't she

go up to Piccadilly G rcus where she'd get her five
bob reg'lar?

She won't do herself no good bummi n' round de Square
wid a set of

m serabl e ol e Tobi es.

DOROTHY: Is that mlk all right?

GNGER Al right? [Applies his mouth to one of the
holes in the
tin and blows. A sticky greyish streamdribbles from
the ot her.]

CHARLI E: \What luck, Florry? 'Ow 'bout that
perishing toff as |
see you get off with just now?

DOROTHY: It's got 'Not fit for babies' on it.

MRS BENDI GO Well, you ain't a bl oody baby, are you?
You can drop
your Bucki ngham Pal ace nanners,

ere, dearie.

FLORRY: Stood me a coffee and a fag--m ngy bastard!
That tea you

got there, G nger? You always WAS ny favourite,

G nger dear.

MRS WAYNE: There's jest thirteen of us.
MR TALLBOYS: As we are not going to have any dinner
you need not

di sturb yoursel f.

G NGER What-o0, ladies and gents! Tea is served.



Cups forward,
pl ease!

THE KIKE: Ch Jeez! You ain't filled nmy bl oody cup
hal f ful I!

MRS MCELLIGOT:  Well, here's luck to us all, an' a
better bl oody

kip tomorrow. 1'd ha' took shelter in one o' dem
dere churches

mesel f, only de b--s won't let you in if so be as dey
t'ink you got

de chats on you. [Drinks.]

MRS WAYNE: Well, | can't say as this is exactly the
way as |'ve

been ACCUSTOMED to drinking a cup of tea--but
still--[Drinks.]

CHARLI E:  Perishing good cup of tea. [Drinks.]

DEAFIE:  And there was flocks of themthere green
par akeets in the
coco-nut palms, too. [Drinks.]

MR TALLBOYS

What potions have | drunk of siren tears,
Distilled fromlinbecs foul as Hell within!

[ Drinks.]

SNOUTER: Last we'll get till five in the ----
nmorni ng. [Drinks.]

[Florry produces a broken shop-made cigarette from
her st ocking,

and cadges a match. The nen, except Daddy, Deafi e,
and M

Tal | boys, roll cigarettes from pi cked-up fag-ends.
The red ends

gl ow through the msty twilight, Iike a crooked
constel |l ation, as



t he snokers spraw on the bench, the ground, or the
sl ope of the
par apet . ]

MRS WAYNE: Well, there now A nice cup of tea do
seemto warm you

up, don't it, now? Not but what | don't feel it a
bit different,

as you m ght say, not having no nice clean
table-cloth like I've

been accustoned to, and the beautiful china tea
service as our

not her used to have; and al ways, of course, the very
best tea as

nmoney coul d buy--real Pekoe Points at two and nine a
pound.

G NGER [ singing]:

THERE they go--IN their joy--
" APPY girl--LUCKY boy- -

MR TALLBOYS [singing, to the tune of 'Deutschland,
Deut schl and uber
alles']: Keep the aspidistra flying--

CHARLIE: 'Ow long you two kids been in Snoke?

SNOUTER: |1'm going to give them boozers such a doing
t omorrow as

they won't know if theyr'e on their 'eads or their
---- 'eels.

"Il "ave ny '"alf dollar if | '"ave to 'old them
upsi de down and

---- shake 'em

G NGER  Three days. W cone down from

Yor k- - ski ppering "alf the

way. God, wasn't it jest about bl eeding nine carat
gol d, too!

FLORRY: Got any nore tea there, G nger dear? Well
so | ong,



folks. See you all at WIkins's tonorrow norning.

MRS BENDI GO  Thieving little tart! Swallers 'er tea
and then

jacks of f without so much as a thank you. Can't
waste a bl oody

nonent .

MRS MCELLIGOT: Cold? Ay, | b'lieve you. Skipperin'
in de | ong

grass wid no blanket an' de bl oody dew fit to drown
you, an' den

can't get your bloody fire going' in de nornin', an
got to tap de

m | kman 'fore you can make yourself a drumo' tea
I've had sone'v

it when ne and M chael was on de toby.

MRS BENDI GO Even go with bl acki es and Chi namen she
will, the

dirty little cow.

DOROTHY: How nuch does she get each tine?

SNOQUTER:  Tanner.

DOROTHY:  SI XPENCE?

CHARLIE: Bet your life. Do it for a perishing fag
al ong t owards
nor ni ng

MRS MCELLI GOT: | never took less'n a shilling, never
G NGER  Ki kie and me skippered in a boneyard one
ni ght. Wke up

in the nmorning and found I was |ying on a bl eeding
gr avest one.

THE KIKE: She ain't half got the crabs on her, too.

MRS MCELLI GOT: M chael an' ne skippered in a pigsty
once. W was



just a-creepin' in, when, 'Holy Mary!' says M chael
"dere's a pig

in here!" 'Pig be ----!" 1 says, 'he'll keep us warm
anyway.' So

in we goes, an' dere was an old sow lay on her side
snorin' like a

traction engine. | creeps up agen her an' puts ne
arms round her,

an' begod she kept me warmall night. |'ve skippered
wWor se.

DEAFIE [singing]: WTH nmy willy willy--

CHARLIE: Don't ole Deafie keep it up? Sets up a
ki nd of a 'unm ng
inside of "im 'e says.

DADDY: When | was a boy we didn't live on this '"ere
bread and marg

and tea and suchlike trash. Good solid tomy we 'ad
i n them days.

Beef stoo. Black pudden. Bacon dunmpling. Pig's
'ead. Fed like a

fighting-cock on a tanner a day. And now fifty year
I've "ad of it

on the toby. Spud-grabbing, pea-picking, |amnbing,

t ur ni p-t oppi ng- -

everythink. And sleeping in wet straw and not once
in a year you

don't fill your guts right full. Wll--! [Retires
within his coat.]

MRS MCELLI GOT: But he was real bold, Mchael was.
He'd go in

anywhere. Many's de tinme we' ve broke into an enpty
house an ki pped

in de best bed. 'Qher people got hones,' he'd say.
"Why shoul n't

we have' mtoo!’

G NGER [singing]: But I'mdan--cing with tears--in
ny eyes--



MR TALLBOYS [to hinself]: Absunmet haeres Caecuba
dignior! To

think that there were twenty-one bottles of Cos St
Jacques 1911 in

my cellar still, that night when the baby was born
and | left for

London on the milk train!

MRS WAYNE: And as for the WREATHS we 'as sent us
when our not her
died--well, you woul dn't believe! 'Uge, they was.

MRS BENDIGO: If | "ad nmy tine over again |I'd marry
for bl oody
noney.

G NGER [ singing]:

But I'mdan--cing with tears--in ny eyes--
"Cos the girl--in ny arms--isn't you-o0-o0u

NOSY WATSON:  Sone of you lot think you got a bl oody
ot to how

about, don't you? What about a poor sod |like nme?
You wasn't

narked into the stir when you was ei ghteen year ol d,
was you?

THE KIKE: Ch Je-e-eEEZE!

CHARLIE: G nger, you can't sing no nore'n a
perishing toncat with

the guts-ache. Just you listen to nme. 1'll give y'a
treat.

[Singing]: Jesu, lover OF ny soul --

MR TALLBOYS [to hinmself]: Et ego in Crockford.

Wth Bi shops
and Archbi shops and with all the Conpany of Heaven

NOSY WATSON: D you know how | got in the stir the



first tinme?

Nar ked by nmy own sister--yes, nmy own bl oody sister
My sister's a

cow if ever there was one. She got married to a
religi ous mani ac- -

he's so bloody religious that she's got fifteen kids
now-well, it

was himput her up to narking ne. But | got back on
'em _|_ can

tell you. First thing, | done when | cone out of the
stir, | buys

a hamrer and goes round to ny sister's house, and
smashed her piano

to bl oody matchwood. ' There!' | says, 'that's what
you get for

narking ME!  You nosing mare!' | says.

DOROTHY: This cold, this cold!l | don't know whet her

ny feet are
there or not.

MRS MCELLI GOT: Bl oody tea don't warmyou for |ong,
doit? I'm
fair froze mysel f.

MR TALLBOYS [to hinself]: M curate days, nmy curate
days! My

fancywor k bazaars and norris-dancers in aid of on the
vill age

green, ny lectures to the Mthers' Union-m ssionary
work in Western

China with fourteen magic lantern slides! M Boys
Cricket d ub,

teetotallers only, nmy Confirmation classes--purity

| ecture once

monthly in the Parish Hall--my Boy Scout orgies! The
Wl f Cubs

will deliver the Gcand How . Household Hints for the
Pari sh

Magazi ne, 'Di scarded fountain-pen fillers can be used
as enemas for
canari es.



CHARLI E [singing]: Jesu, lover OF ny soul--

G NGER  'Ere cones the bleeding flattiel Get up off
t he ground,
all of you. [Daddy energes fromhis overcoat.]

THE PCOLI CEMAN [ shaking the sl eepers on the next
bench]: Now t hen,

wake up, wake up! Rouse up, you! Got to go hone if
you want to

sleep. This isn't a conmon | odgi ng house. GCet up,
there! [etc.,

etc.]

MRS BENDIGO  It's that nosy young sod as wants
pronoti on.
Wul dn't |let you bloody breathe if

e "ad 'is way.
CHARLI E [singing]:

Jesu, lover of ny soul,
Let me TO Thy bosom fly--

THE PCLI CEMAN:  Now then, YOU' Wsat you think TH S
is? Baptist

prayer meeting? [To the Kike] Up you get, and | ook
sharp about

it!

CHARLIE: | can't 'elp it, sergeant. It's ny toonful
nature. It
cones out of ne natural-1like.

THE POLI CEMAN [shaking Ms Bendi go]: Wke up,
not her, wake up!

MRS BENDI GO Mother? MOTHER, is it? Well, if | am
a not her,

thank God | ain't got a bloody son like you! And
"1l tell you

another little secret, constable. Next time | want a
man's fat



"ands feeling round the back of ny neck, | won't ask
YOU to do it.
"Il "ave someone with a bit nore sex-appeal

THE POLI CEMAN:  Now then, now then! No call to get
abusi ve, you

know. We got our orders to carry out. [Exit

maj estically.]

SNOUTER [sotto voce]: ~---- off, you ---- son of a

----
CHARLI E [singing]:

Whil e the gathering waters roll
While the tenpest still is "igh

Sung bass in the choir ny last two years in Dartnoor,
| did.

MRS BENDIGO  |'Il bloody mother '"im [ Shouting
after the
policeman] 'I! Wy don't you get after them bl oody

cat burglars
'stead of coming nosing round a respectable married
wonman?

G NGER  Kip down, blokes. 'E's jacked. [Daddy
retires within his
coat . |

NOSY WATSON: Wassit like in Dartnoor now? D they
gi ve you jam
now?

MRS WAYNE: O course, you can see as they couldn't
reely allow

people to sleep in the streets--1 nean, it wouldn't
be quite nice--

and then you' ve got to remenber as it'd be
encouragi ng of all the

peopl e as haven't got hones of their own--the kind of
riff-raff, if



you take ny neani ng.

MR TALLBOYS [to himself]: Happy days, happy days!
Qutings with

the Grl CGuides in Epping Forest--hired brake and

sl eek roan

horses, and | on the box in my grey flannel suit,
speckl ed straw

hat, and discreet layman's necktie. Buns and gi nger
pop under the

green elms. Twenty Grl Cuides pious yet susceptible
frisking in

t he breast-high bracken, and | a happy curate
sporting anong them

in loco parentis pinching the girls' backsides.

MRS MCELLI GOT: Well, you may tal k about ki ppin'

down, but begod

dere won't be rmuch sleep for ny poor ol e bl oody bones
tonight. |

can't skipper it now de way me and M chael used to.

CHARLIE: Not jam Cets cheese, though, twi ce a week.

THE KIKE: Ch Jeez! | can't stand it no longer. |
goi ng down to
the M A B.

[ Dorot hy stands up, and then, her knees having
stiffened with the
cold, alnost falls.]

G NGER Only send you to the bl eeding Labour Hone.
What you say

we all go up to Covent Garden tonorrow norning? Bum
a few pears if

we get there early enough.

CHARLIE: 1've '"ad mny perishing bellyful of Dartnoor,
b'lieve ne.

Forty on us went through "ell for getting off with
the ol e wonen

down on the allotnments. Oe trots seventy years old



t hey was- -

spud-grabbers. Didn't we cop it just! Bread and
wat er, chained to

the wall --perishing near nurdered us.

MRS BENDI GO No fear! Not while ny bl oody husband's
there. One
bl ack eye in a week's enough for nme, thank you

MR TALLBOYS [chanting, rem niscently]: As for our
har ps, we hanged
them up, upon the willow trees of Babyl on

MRS MCELLI GOT: Hold up, kiddie! Stanmp your feet an'
get de bl ood

back into 'm [1'll take y'a walk up to Paul's in a
coupl a m nutes.

DEAFIE [singing]: WTH nmy willy willy--
[Big Ben strikes el even.]
SNOUTER:  Si x nore--hours! Cripes!

[ An hour passes. Big Ben stops striking. The m st
thins and the

cold increases. A grubby-faced noon is seen sneaking
anmong t he

cl ouds of the southern sky. A dozen hardened old nen
remai n on the

benches, and still contrive to sleep, doubled up and
hi dden in

their greatcoats. Cccasionally they groan in their

sl eep. The

others set out in all directions, intending to wal k
all night and

so keep their blood flow ng, but nearly all of them
have drifted

back to the Square by nmidnight. A new policemnman
cones on duty.

He strolls through the Square at intervals of half an
hour,

scrutinizing the faces of the sleepers but letting



t hem al one when

he has made sure that they are only asleep and not
dead. Round

each bench revol ves a knot of people who take it in
turns to sit

down and are driven to their feet by the cold after a
few m nut es.

G nger and Charlie fill two druns at the fountains
and set out in

t he desperate hope of boiling sone tea over the
navvi es' clinker

fire in Chandos Street; but a policeman is warnmn ng
hi msel f at the

fire, and orders them away. The Ki ke suddenly

vani shes, probably

to beg a bed at the MA B. Towards one o' clock a
runour goes round

that a lady is distributing hot coffee, ham

sandwi ches, and packets

of cigarettes under Charing Cross Bridge; there is a
rush to the

spot, but the rumour turns out to be unfounded. As
t he Square

fills again the ceasel ess changi ng of places upon the
benches

qui ckens until it is a game of rmnusical chairs.
Sitting down, with

one's hands under one's arnpits, it is possible to
get into a kind

of sleep, or doze, for two or three mnutes on end.
In this state,

enornous ages seemto pass. One sinks into a

conpl ex, troubling

dreanms which | eave one consci ous of one's
surroundi ngs and of the

bitter cold. The night is growi ng clearer and col der
every minute.

There is a chorus of varying sound--groans, curses,
bursts of

| aughter, and singing, and through themall the
uncontrol | abl e

chattering of teeth.]



MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: | am poured out |ike water,
and all ny
bones are out of joint!

MRS MCELLIGOT: Ellen an' nme bin wanderin' round de
Cty dis two

hours. Begod it's like a bloody tonb wi d dem great
| anps glarin'

down on you an' not a soul stirren' excep' de
flatties strollin'

two an' two.

SNOUTER: Five past ---- one and | ain't "ad a bite
si nce di nner!

Course it 'ad to 'appen to us on a ---- night I|ike
t hi s!

MR TALLBOYS: A drinking night | should have called
it. But every

man to his taste. [Chanting] 'M strength is dried
like a

pot sherd, and ny tongue cleaveth to ny guns!

CHARLI E: Say, what you think? Nosy and ne done a
smash jest now.

Nosy sees a tobacconist's show case full of them
fancy boxes of

ol d Fl ake, and 'e says, 'By cripes |I'mgoing to 'ave
sone of them
fags if they give me a perishing stretch for it!' 'e

says. So 'e

wraps 'is scarf round 'is 'and, and we waits till
there's a

peri shing great van passing as'll drown the noise,
and then Nosy

lets fly--biff! W nipped a dozen packets of fags,
and then | bet

you didn't see our a--s for dust. And when we gets
round the

corner and opens them there wasn't no perishing fags
i nsi de!

Peri shing dummy boxes. | "ad to |augh.



DOROTHY: My knees are giving way. | can't stand up
much | onger.

MRS BENDIGO Ch, the sod, the sod! To turn a wonmn
out of doors

on a night like bloody this! You wait'll | get '"im
drunk o'

Saturday night and 'e can't 'it back. I'Il mash 'im
to bl oody shin

of beef, | will. 'E Il look |like two pennorth of

pi eces after |'ve
swiped "imwith the bloody flat-iron

MRS MCELLI GOT: Here, nake roomin let de kid sit
down. Press up

agen ol e Daddy, dear. Put his armround you. He's
chatty, but

he' Il keep you warm

G NGER [doubl e marking tinme]: Stanp your feet on the
ground--only

bl eeding thing to do. Strike up a song, soneone, and
| ess all

stanp our bleeding feet intine toit.

DADDY [waki ng and enmerging]: Wassat? [Still half
asl eep, he lets

his head fall back, with nouth open and Adam s appl e
pr ot r udi ng

fromhis withered throat |ike the blade of a

t omahawk. |

MRS BENDI GO There's wonen what if they'd stood what
' VE stood,

they'd ave put spirits of salts in 'is cup of bl oody
tea.

MR TALLBOYS [beating an inmagi nary drum and singing]:
Onwar d,
heat hen so-ol diers--

MRS WVAYNE: Well, reely nowt [|If any of us'd ever of
t hought, in



the dear ol d days when we used to sit round our own
Si | kst one coa

fire, with the kettle on the hob and a nice dish of
t oast ed

crunpets fromthe baker's over the way.

[ The chattering of her teeth silences her.]

CHARLIE: No perishing church trap now, matie. |'l]
give y'a bit

of snut--sonething as we can perishing dance to. You
listen t'ne.

MRS MCELLI GOT: Don't you get talkin' about crunpets,
Mssis. M
bl oody belly's rubbin' agen me backbone al ready.

[Charlie draws himself up, clears his throat, and in
an enor nous

voice roars out a song entitled "Rollicking Bill the
Sailor'. A

| augh that is partly a shudder bursts fromthe people
on the bench

They sing the song through again, wth increasing
vol ume of noi se,

stanping and clapping in time. Those sitting down,
packed el bow to

el bow, sway grotesquely fromside to side, working
their feet as

t hough stamping on the pedals of a harnmonium Even
M s Wayne j oi ns

in after a nonent, laughing in spite of herself.
They are all

[ aughi ng, though with chattering teeth. M Tall boys
mar ches up and

down behind his vast swag belly, pretending to carry
a banner or

crozier in front of him The night is now quite
clear, and an icy

wi nd conmes shuddering at intervals through the
Square. The

stanping and clapping rise to a kind of frenzy as the
peopl e feel



the deadly cold penetrate to their bones. Then the
pol i ceman is

seen wandering into the Square fromthe eastern end,
and the

singi ng ceases abruptly.]

CHARLIE: There! You can't say as a bit of mnusic
don't warm you

up.

MRS BENDI GO This bloody wind! And | ain't even got
any drawers
on, the bastard kicked me out in such a '"urry.

MRS MCELLI GOT: Well, glory be to Jesus, 'twon't be
| ong before dat

dere church in de Gay's Inn Road opens up for de
wi nter. Dey

gi ves you a roof over your head of a night, 't any
rate.

THE PCOLI CEMAN:  Now t hen, now THEN! D you think this
is the tinme

of night to begin singing |like a bl oom ng bear
garden? | shall

have to send you back to your hones if you can't keep
qui et .

SNOUTER [sotto voce]: You ---- son of a ----!

G NGER  Yes--they lets you kip on the bl eeding stone
floor with

t hree newspaper posters 'stead of blankets. M ght as
well be in

the Square and 'ave done with it. God, | wish | was
in the

bl eedi ng spi ke.

MRS MCELLIGOT: Still, you gets a cup of Horlicks an'
two slices.
| bin glad to kip dere often enough.

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: | was glad when they said



unto ne, W wll
go into the house of the Lord!

DOROTHY [starting up]: ©Oh, this cold, this cold!
don't know

whet her it's worse when you're sitting down or when
you' re standi ng

up. GCh, how can you all stand it? Surely you don't
have to do

this every night of your lives?

MRS WAYNE: You nustn't think, dearie, as there isn't
SOME of us
wasn't brought up respectable.

CHARLI E [singing]: Cheer up, cully, you'll soon be
dead! Brrh!

Perishing Jesus! Ain't ny fish-hooks blue! [Double
marks time and

beats his arns against his sides.]

DOROTHY: Ch, but how can you stand it? How can you
go on like

this, night after night, year after year? 1It's not
possi bl e that

people can live so! It's so absurd that one woul dn't
believe it if

one didn't know it was true. It's imnpossible!
SNOUTER: ---- possible if you ask ne.

MR TALLBOYS [stage curate-wise]: Wth God, all
t hi ngs are possible.

[ Dorot hy sinks back on to the bench, her knees stil
bei ng
unst eady. ]

CHARLIE: Well, it's jest on 'ar-parse one. Either
we got to get

nmovi ng, or else nake a pyram d on that perishing
bench. Unless we

want to perishing turn up our toes. 'Qo's for a



little
constitootional up to the Tower of London?

MRS MCELLIGOT: 'Twon't be ne dat'll wal k anot her
step tonight. M
bl oody | egs' ve given out on ne.

G NGER What-o for the pyramd! This is a bit too
bl eedi ng ni ne-

day-old for ne. Less scruminto that bench--beg
par don, Mal

DADDY [sleepily]: Wassa game? Can't a man get a bit
of kip but
what you must cone worriting 'in and shaking of 'inf

CHARLIE: That's the stuff! Shove in! Shift

your sel f, Daddy, and

make roomfor my little sit-me-down. Get one atop of
each ot her.

That's right. Never mind the chats. Jamall

toget her 1ike

pil chards in a perishing tin.

MRS WAYNE: Here! | didn't ask you to sit on ny |ap,
young man!

G NGER Sir on mne, then, nother--'sall the sane.
What - o!  First
bit of stuff I've "ad ny armround since Easter.

[ They pile thensel ves in a nonstrous shapel ess clot,
men and wonen

clinging indiscrimnately together, |ike a bunch of
t oads at

spawning time. There is a withing novenent as the
heap settles

down, and a sour stench of clothes diffuses itself.
Only M

Tal | boys remai ns marching up and down. ]

MR TALLBOYS [declaim ng]: O ye nights and days, ye
light and



dar kness, ye lightnings and clouds, curse ye the Lord!

[ Deafi e, soneone having sat on his diaphragm utters
a strange,
unr epr oduci bl e sound. ]

MRS BENDI GO Get off ny bad leg, can't you? What
you think | an?
Bl oody draw ng-room sof a?

CHARLIE: Don't ole Daddy stink when you get up agen
"in?

G NGER Bl eeding Bank 'oliday for the chats this'l
be.

DOROTHY: Ch, Cod, God!

MR TALLBOYS [halting]: Wy call on God, you puling
deat hbed

penitent? Stick to your guns and call on the Devil
as | do.

Hail to thee, Lucifer, Prince of the Air! [Singing
to the tune

of "Holy, holy holy']: Incubi and Succubi, falling
down before

Thee!

MRS BENDI GO Ch, shut up, you bl arsphenpus ol d sod!
'"E's too

bl oody fat to feel the cold, that's what's wong with
"im

CHARLIE: Nice soft be'ind you got, Ma. Keep an eye
out for the
perishing flattie, G nger

MR TALLBOYS: Malecidite, omia opera! The Black
Mass! Wy not ?

Once a priest always a priest. Hand ne a chunk of
toke and | wll

work the miracle. Sul phur candles, Lord's Prayer
backwar ds,



cruci fix upside down. [To Dorothy] If we had a
bl ack he-goat you
woul d cone in useful.

[ The ani mal heat of the piled bodies had al ready nade
itself felt.
A drowsi ness is descendi ng upon everyone.]

MRS WAYNE: You nustn't think as |'m ACCUSTOVED to
sitting on a
gentl eman' s knee, you know .

MRS MCELLIGOT [drowsily]: It took my sacranents
reg'lar till de

bl oody priest wouldn't give me absolution along o' ny
M chael . De

ole get, de ole getsie!

MR TALLBOYS [striking an attitude]: Per aquam
sacrat am quam nunc
spargo, signumgue crucis quod nunc facio.

G NGER 'Oo's got a fill of "ard-up? 1've snoked by
| ast bl eedi ng
f ag- end.

MR TALLBOYS [as at the altar]: Dearly bel oved
brethren we are

gat hered together in the sight of God for the

sol emni zati on of

unholy bl aspheny. He has afflicted us with dirt and
cold, with

hunger and solitude, with the pox and the itch, wth
t he headl ouse

and the crablouse. Qur food is danmp crusts and sliny
neat - scr aps

handed out in packets from hotel doorways. Qur

pl easure is stewed

tea and sawdust cakes bolted in reeking cellars,
bar-rinsi ng sand

spittle of common ale, the enbrace of toothless hags.
Qur destiny

is the pauper's grave, twenty-feet deep in dea



cof fins, the kip-

house of underground. It is very neet, right and our
bounden duty

at all times and in all places to curse H m and
revile Hm

Therefore with Denons and Archdenons [etc., etc.
etc.].

MRS MCELLI GOT [drowsily]: By holy Jesus, |I'mhalf
asl eep right

now, only some b--'s lyin'" across ny | egs and
crushin' 'em

MR TALLBOYS: Amen. Evil fromus deliver, but
tenmptation into not
us lead [etc., etc., etc.].

[As he reaches the first word of the prayer he tears
t he

consecrated bread across. The blood runs out of it.
There is a

rolling sound, as of thunder, and the | andscape
changes. Dorothy's

feet are very cold. Monstrous w nged shapes of
Denons and

Archdenons are dinmy visible, nmoving to and fro.
Sonet hi ng, beak

or claw, closes upon Dorothy's shoul der, rem nding
her that her

feet and hands are aching with cold.]

THE POLI CEMAN [ shaki ng Dorothy by the shoul der]:
Wake up, now,

wake up, wake up! Haven't you got an overcoat?
You're as white as

death. Don't you know better than to | et yourself
sprawl about in

the cold like that?

[Dorothy finds that she is stiff with cold. The sky
is now quite

clear, with gritty little stars twinkling |like

el ectric | anps



enornously renote. The pyramd has unrolled itself.]

MRS MCELLI GOT: De poor kid, she ain't used to
roughin' it de way
us others are.

G NGER [beating his arnms]: Brr! Wo!l 'Taters in
t he bl eedi ng
nmoul d!

MRS WAYNE: She's a | ady born and bred.

THE POLI CEMAN: |Is that so?--See here, Mss, you best
come down to

the MA.B. with me. They'll give you a bed al

right. Anyone can

see with half an eye as you're a cut above these

ot hers here.

MRS BENDI GO  Thank you, constable, THANK you! 'Ear
that, girls?

"A cut above us,' 'e says. Nce, ain't it? [To the
pol i ceman]

Proper bl oody Ascot swell yourself, ain't you?

DOROTHY: No, no! Leave ne, |1'd rather stay here.

THE POLI CEMAN:  Wel |, please yourself. You | ooked
real bad just

now. |'Il be along later and take a | ook at you
[ Moves of f
doubt ful ly.]

CHARLIE: Wiit'll the perisher's round the corner and
then pile up
agen. Only perishing way we'll keep warm

MRS MCELLI GOT: Come on, kid. Get underneath an'
[ et' mwarm you.

SNOUTER: Ten mnutes to ---- two. Can't last for
ever, | s'pose.



MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: | am poured out |ike water,
and all ny

bones are out of joint. M heart also in the m dst
of my body is

like unto nelting wax!

[Once nmore the people pile thenselves on the bench
But the

tenmperature i s now not nmany degrees above

freezi ng-point, and the

wind is blowing nore cuttingly. The people wiggle
their w nd-

ni pped faces into the heap |ike sucking pigs
struggling for their

mother's teats. One's interludes of sleep shrink to
a few seconds,

and one's dreans grow nore nonstrous, troubling, and
undr eam i ke.

There are tines when the nine people are tal king

al nost normal |y,

ti mes when they can even | augh at their situation
and tinmes when

they press thensel ves together in a kind of frenzy,
with deep

groans of pain. M Tallboys suddenly becones
exhausted and his

nonol ogue degenerates into a stream of nonsense. He
drops his vast

bul k on top of the others, alnobst suffocating them
The heap rolls

apart. Sone remain on the bench, sone slide to the
ground and

col | apse agai nst the parapet or against the others
knees. The

policeman enters the Square and orders those on the
ground to their

feet. They get up, and coll apse again the nmonent he
i s gone.

There is no sound fromthe ten peopl e save of snores
that are

partly groans. Their heads nod like those of joined
porcel ain

Chi namen as they fall asleep and reawake as



rhythmcally as the

ticking of a clock. Three strikes sonewhere. A
voice yells like a

trunpet fromthe eastern end of the Square: 'Boys

Up you get!
The noospapers is cone!']

CHARLIE [starting fromhis sleep]: The perishing
papers! C mon
G nger! Run like Hell

[ They run, or shamble, as fast as they can to the
corner of the

Square, where three youths are distributing surplus
posters given

away in charity by the norning newspapers. Charlie
and G nger come

back with a thick wad of posters. The five |argest
nmen now j am

t hensel ves toget her on the bench, Deafie and the four
worren sitting

across their knees; then, with infinite difficulty
(as it has to be

done fromthe inside), they wap thenselves in a
nonst rous cocoon

of paper, several sheets thick, tucking the |oose
ends into their

necks or breasts or between their shoul ders and the
back of the

bench. Finally nothing is uncovered save their heads
and the | ower

part of their legs. For their heads they fashion
hoods of paper.

The paper constantly cones |oose and lets in cold
shafts of w nd,

but it is now possible to sleep for as much as five
m nut es

consecutively. At this tine--between three and five
in the

nmorning--it is customary with the police not to

di sturb the Square

sl eepers. A measure of warmth steals through
everyone and extends



even to their feet. There is sone furtive fondling
of the wonen

under cover of the paper. Dorothy is too far gone to
care.

By a quarter past four the paper is all crunpled and
torn to

nothing, and it is far too cold to remain sitting
down. The peopl e

get up, swear, find their |egs somewhat rested, and
begin to sl ouch

to and fro in couples, frequently halting fromnere
| assi t ude.

Every belly is now contorted with hunger. G nger's
tin of

condensed mlk is torn open and the contents
devoured, everyone

di pping their fingers into it and licking them
Those who have no

money at all |eave the Square for the G een Park
where they wll
be undi sturbed till seven. Those who can conmand

even a hal f penny

make for WIkins's cafe not far fromthe Charing
Cross Road. It is

known that the cafe will not open till five o'clock
nevert hel ess,

a crowd is waiting outside the door by twenty to
five.]

MRS MCELLI GOT: CGot your hal fpenny, dearie? Dey
won't let nore' n
four of us in on one cup o'tea, de stingy ole gets!

MR TALLBOYS [singing]: The roseate hu-ues of early
da- awn- -

G NGER  CGod, that bit of sleep we 'ad under the
newspapers done ne

some good. [Singing] But I'mdan-cing with
tears--in ny eyes--

CHARLIE: Oh, boys, boys! Look through that



perishing wi ndow, w ||

you? Look at the 'eat steam ng down the w ndow pane!
Look at the

tea-urns jest on the boil, and them great piles of
‘ot toast and

'am sandwi ches, and them there sausages sizzling in
the pan! Don't

it make your belly turn perishing sumersaults to see
'enf

DOROTHY: |'ve got a penny. | can't get a cup of tea
for that,

can |?

SNOUTER: ---- lot of sausages we'll get this norning
with

fourpence between us. 'Alf a cup of tea and a ----

doughnut nore
likely. There's a breakfus' for you

MRS MCELLI GOT: You don't need buy a cup o' tea al

to yourself.

| got a hal fpenny an' so's Daddy, an' we'll put'mto
your penny an'

have a cup between de t'ree of us. He's got sores on

his lip, but
Hell! who cares? Drink near de handle an' dere's no
har m done

[A quarter to five strikes.]

MRS BENDIGO 1'd bet a dollar ny ole man's got a bit
of 'addock to
'is breakfast. | 'ope it bloody chokes 'im

G NGER [singing]: But I'mdan-cing with tears--in ny
eyes- -

MR TALLBOYS [singing]: Early in the nmorning my song
shall rise to
Theel

MRS MCELLI GOT: You gets a bit o' kip in dis place,



dat's one

confort. Dey lets you sleep wid your head on de
table till seven

o'clock. It's a bloody godsend to us Square Tobi es.

CHARLI E [slavering |ike a dog]: Sausages! Perishing
sausages!

Wl sh rabbit! 'O dripping toast! And a runp-steak
two inches

thick with chips and a pint of e Burton! Onh,

peri shing Jesus!

[ He bounds forward, pushes his way through the crowd
and rattles

t he handl e of the glass door. The whole crowd of
peopl e, about

forty strong, surge forward and attenpt to stormthe
door, which is

stoutly held within by M WIlkins, the proprietor of
the cafe. He

nmenaces them through the glass. Sone press their
breasts and faces

agai nst the wi ndow as though warni ng thensel ves.
Wth a whoop and

a rush Florry and four other girls, conparatively
fresh from havi ng

spent part of the night in bed, debouch froma

nei ghbouring all ey,

acconpani ed by a gang of youths in blue suits. They
hur |

t hensel ves upon the rear of the crowd with such
nonmentum t hat t he

door is alnost broken. M WIlkins pulls it furiously
open and

shoves the | eaders back. A funme of sausages,

ki ppers, coffee, and

hot bread streans into the outer cold.]

YOUTHS VO CES FROM THE REAR: Why can't he ---- open
before five?

W're starving for our ---- teal Ramthe ---- door
inl Jetc.,

etc.]



MR WLKINS: Get out! Get out, the lot of you! O
by God not one
of you comes in this norning!

G RLS VO CES FROM THE REAR: M s-ter WI - ki ns!
Ms-ter WI-kins!

BE a sport and let us in! 1'll give y'a kiss al
free for nothing.

BE a sport now [etc., etc.]

MR WLKINS: Get on out of it! W don't open before
five, and you
knowit. [Slans the door.]

MRS MCELLIGOT: Ch, holy Jesus, if dis ain't de

| ongest ten minutes

o' de whole bloody night! Well, 1'Il give ne poor
ole legs a rest,

anyway. [Squats on her heels coal -niner-fashion.
Many ot hers do

t he sane. ]

G NGER 'Oo's got a 'alfpenny? |I'mripe to go
fifty-fifty on a
doughnut .

YOUTHS VO CES [imitating military nusic, then
si ngi ng] :

----1" was all the band coul d play;

R B And the same to you!

DOROTHY [to Ms MElligot]: Look at us all! Just
| ook at us!
What cl ot hes! What faces!

MRS BENDI GO You're no Greta Garbo yourself, if you
don't mind ny
mentioning it.

MRS WAYNE: Well, now, the time DO seemto pass
slow y when you're



waiting for a nice cup of tea, don't it now?

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: For our soul is brought |ow,
even unto the
dust: our belly cleaveth unto the ground!

CHARLI E: Kippers! Perishing piles of "em | can
smell 'em
t hrough the perishing gl ass.

G NGER [ singing]:

But I'mdan-cing with tears--in my eyes--
"Cos the girl--in ny arms--isn't you-o0-o0u

[Much tinme passes. Five strikes. Intolerable ages
seemto pass.

Then the door is suddenly wenched open and the
peopl e stampede in

to fight for the corner seats. Al nbst swooning in
the hot air,

they fling thenmsel ves down and sprawl across the

t abl es, dri nking

in the heat and the snell of food through all their
pores.]

MR WLKINS: Now then, all! You know the rules,

s' pose. No

hokey-pokey this morning! Sleep till seven if you
i ke, but if I

see any man asleep after that, out he goes on his
neck. Get busy
with that tea, girls!

A DEAFENI NG CHORUS OF YELLS: Two teas 'ere! Large
tea and a

doughnut between us four! Kippers! Ms-ter

W I -kins! 'Ow rmuch

t hem sausages? Two slices! Ms-ter WI-kins! Got
any fag papers?

Ki pp-ers! J[etc., etc.]

MR WLKINS: Shut up, shut up! Stop that hollering



or | don't
serve any of you.

MRS MCELLI GOT: D you feel de blood runnin' back into
your toes,
deari e?

MRS WAYNE: He do speak rough to you, don't he? Not
what |'d call
a reely gentlemanly kind of man.

SNOUTER: This is ---- starvation Corner, this is.
Cri pes!
Couldn't | do a couple of them sausages!

THE TARTS [in chorus]: Kippers "erel '"Ury up with
t hem ki pper s!
Ms-ter WIkins! Kippers all round! AND a doughnut!

CHARLIE: Not 'alf! Got to fill up on the smell of
"emthis

nmorni ng. Sooner be 'ere than on the perishing
Square, ALL the

sane.

G NGER  'Ere, Deafie! You've 'ad your 'alf! G nme
nme t hat
bl eedi ng cup.

MR TALLBOYS [chanting]: Then was our nmouth filled
wi th |aughter,
and our tongue with joy!

MRS MCELLI GOT: Begod I'mhalf asleep already. It's
de heat o' de
roomas does it.

MR WLKINS: Stop that singing there! You know the
rul es.

THE TARTS [in chorus]: Kipp-ers!

SNOUTER:  ---- doughnuts! Cold prog! It turns ny



bel l'y sick.

DADDY: Even the tea they give you ain't no nore than
water with a
bit of dust in it. [Belches.]

CHARLIE: Bes' thing--'ave a bit of shut-eye and
forget about it.

Dr eam about perishing cut off the joint and two veg.
Less get our

'eads on the table and pack up confortable.

MRS MCELLI GOT: Lean up agen me shoul der, dearie.
|'ve got nore
fl esh on ne bones'n what you have.

GNGER |'d give a tanner for a bleeding fag, if
"ad a bl eedi ng
tanner.

CHARLI E: Pack up. Get your 'ead agenst nine
Snouter. That's
right. Jesus, won't | perishing sleep

[ A dish of snoking kippers is borne past to the
tarts' table.]

SNOUTER [drowsily]: Mre ---- Kkippers. Wonder 'ow
many tines
she's bin on

er back to pay for that lot.

MRS MCELLIGOT [hal f-asleep]: 'Twas a pity, 'twas a
real pity, when

M chael went off on his jack an' left me wid de

bl oody baby an'

all.

MRS BENDI GO [furiously, follow ng the dish of kippers
wi th accusing

finger]: Look at that, girls! Look at that!

Ki ppers! Don't it

make you bl oody wild? W don't get kippers for
breakfast, do we,



girls? Bloody tarts swallering down kippers as fast
as they can

turn "emout of the pan, and us 'ere with a cup of
tea between four

of us and lucky to get that! Kippers!

MR TALLBOYS [stage curate-wi se]: The wages of sin is
ki ppers.

G NGER Don't breathe in ny face, Deafie. | can't
bl eedi ng st and
it.

CHARLIE [in his sleep]:
Char | es- W sdom dr unk- and- i ncapabl e- dr unk?-
yes-si x-shillings-mnove-on- NEXT!

DOROTHY [on Ms MElligot's bosoni: ©Ch, joy, joy!

[ They are asleep.]

And so it goes on

Dorothy endured this life for ten days--to be exact,
ni ne days and

ten nights. It was hard to see what el se she could
do. Her

father, seem ngly, had abandoned her altogether, and
t hough she had

friends in London who woul d readily have hel ped her
she di d not

feel that she could face them after what had
happened, or what was

supposed to have happened. And she dared not apply
to organized

charity because it would al nbst certainly lead to the
di scovery of

her name, and hence, perhaps, to a fresh hull abal oo



about the
'Rector's Daughter'.

So she stayed in London, and became one of that
curious tribe, rare

but never quite extinct--the tribe of wonmen who are
penni | ess and

honel ess, but who make such desperate efforts to hide
it that they

very nearly succeed; wonmen who wash their faces at
dri nki ng

fountains in the cold of the dawn, and carefully
uncrunpl e their

clothes after sleepless nights, and carry thensel ves
with an air

of reserve and decency, so that only their faces,
pal e beneath

sunburn, tell you for certain that they are
destitute. It was not

in her to beconme a hardened beggar |ike nost of the
peopl e about

her. Her first twenty-four hours on the Square she
spent w t hout

any food whatever, except for the cup of tea that she
had had

overnight and a third of a cup nore that she had had
at Wlkins's

cafe in the nmorning. But in the evening, nade
desperate by hunger

and the others' example, she wal ked up to a strange
woman, nastered

her voice with an effort, and said: 'Please, Mdam
coul d you give
me twopence? | have had nothing to eat since

yesterday.' The

worman stared, but she opened her purse and gave
Dor ot hy t hr eepence.

Dorothy did not know it, but her educated accent,
whi ch had nade it

i mpossible to get work as a servant, was an

i nval uabl e asset to her

as a beggar.



After that she found that it was really very easy to
beg the daily

shilling or so that was needed to keep her alive.

And yet she

never begged--it seenmed to her that actually she
could not do it--

except when hunger was past bearing or when she had
got tolay in

t he precious penny that was the passport to WIkins's
cafe in the

nmorning. Wth Nobby, on the way to the hopfields,
she had begged

wi thout fear or scruple. But it had been different
then; she had

not known what she was doing. Now, it was only under
t he spur of

actual hunger that she could screw her courage to the
poi nt, and

ask for a few coppers from sone wonan whose face

| ooked friendly.

It was al ways wonen that she begged from of course.
She did once

try begging froma man--but only once.

For the rest, she grew used to the life that she was
| eadi ng- - used

to the enormous sl eepless nights, the cold, the dirt,
t he boredom

and the horrible communi smof the Square. After a
day or two she

had ceased to feel even a flicker of surprise at her
situation.

She had cone, |ike everyone about her, to accept this
nonst r ous
exi stence al nost as though it were nornmal. The

dazed, wtless
feeling that she had known on the way to the
hopfi el ds had come

back upon her nmore strongly than before. It is the
common ef f ect
of sl eepl essness and still nore of exposure. To live

conti nuously
in the open air, never going under a roof for nore



than an hour or

two, blurs your perceptions |like a strong |ight
glaring in your

eyes or a noise drumrming in your ears. You act and
pl an and

suffer, and yet all the while it is as though
everything were a

little out of focus, alittle unreal. The world,

i nner and outer,

grows dimrer till it reaches al nost the vagueness of
a dream

Meanwhi l e, the police were getting to know her by
sight. On the

Squar e people are perpetually com ng and going, nore
or |ess

unnoticed. They arrive fromnowhere with their drums
and their

bundl es, canp for a few days and ni ghts, and then

di sappear as

nmysteriously as they cone. |If you stay for nore than
a week or

t hereabouts, the police will mark you down as an
habi t ual beggar,

and they will arrest you sooner or later. It is

i mpossi ble for

themto enforce the begging laws at all regularly,

but fromtime to

time they make a sudden raid and capture two or three
of the people

they have had their eye on. And so it happened in
Dor ot hy' s case.

One eveni ng she was ' knocked off', in conpany wth
Ms MElIigot

and anot her worman whose nane she did not know. They
had been

carel ess and begged off a nasty old lady with a face
i ke a horse,

who had pronptly wal ked up to the nearest policeman
and given them

i n charge



Dorothy did not mind very much. Everything was
dream i ke now -t he

face of the nasty old |l ady, eagerly accusing them
and the walk to

the station with a young policenman's gentle, al nost
deferenti al

hand on her arm and then the white-tiled cell, with
the fatherly

sergeant handing her a cup of tea through the grille
and telling

her that the magistrate wouldn't be too hard on her

i f she pl eaded

guilty. In the cell next door Ms MElIligot storned
at the

sergeant, called hima bl oody get, and then spent
hal f the night in

bewai | i ng her fate. But Dorothy had no feeling save
vague relief

at being in so clean and warm a pl ace. She crept

i medi ately on to

the plank bed that was fixed Iike a shelf to the
wall, too tired

even to pull the bl ankets about her, and slept for
ten hours

wi thout stirring. It was only on the foll ow ng
nmorni ng that she

began to grasp the reality of her situation, as the
Bl ack Maria

rolled briskly up to dd Street Police Court, to the
tune of

' Adeste fideles' shouted by five drunks inside.

CHAPTER 4

Dor ot hy had wronged her father in supposing that he



was willing to

l et her starve to death in the street. He had, as a
matter of

fact, nmade efforts to get in touch with her, though
i n a roundabout

and not very hel pful way.

Hs first enption on | earning of Dorothy's

di sappear ance had been

rage pure and sinple. At about eight in the norning,
when he was

begi nni ng to wonder what had becone of his shaving
water, Ellen had

cone into his bedroom and announced in a vaguely

pani c-stricken

t one:

'Please, Sir, Mss Dorothy ain't in the house, Sir
| can't find
her nowhere!"

"What ?' said the Rector.

"She ain't in the house, Sir! And her bed don't | ook
as if it

hadn't been slept in, neither. 1It's my belief as
she's GORN, Sir!'

' Gone!' exclainmed the Rector, partly sitting up in
bed. 'What do
you mean- - GONE?'

"Well, Sir, |I believe she's run away from'onme, Sir!'

"Run away from home! At THI S hour of the norning?
And what about
ny breakfast, pray?

By the time the Rector got downstairs--unshaven, no
hot wat er

havi ng appeared--El | en had gone down into the town to
nmake

fruitless inquiries for Dorothy. An hour passed, and



she di d not

return. \Wereupon there occurred a frightful

unpr ecedent ed t hi ng--

a thing never to be forgotten this side of the grave;
t he Rector

was obliged to prepare his own breakfast--yes,
actually to ness

about with a vulgar black kettle and rashers of

Dani sh bacon--with

hi s own sacerdotal hands.

After that, of course, his heart was hardened agai nst
Dor ot hy for

ever. For the rest of the day he was far too busy
ragi ng over

unpunctual neals to ask hinmself WHY she had

di sappeared and whet her

any harm had befallen her. The point was that the
conf ounded girl

(he said several tines 'confounded girl', and cane
near to saying

somet hi ng stronger) HAD di sappeared, and had upset

t he whol e

househol d by doing so. Next day, however, the
guestion becanme nore

urgent, because Ms Senprill was now publishing the
story of the

el opement far and wide. O course, the Rector denied
it violently,

but in his heart he had a sneaking suspicion that it
m ght be true

It was the kind of thing, he now decided, that
Dorot hy WOULD do. A

girl who woul d suddenly wal k out of the house wi thout
even taking

t hought for her father's breakfast was capabl e of
anyt hi ng.

Two days | ater the newspapers got hold of the story,
and a nosy

young reporter cane down to Knype Hill and began
aski ng questi ons.

The Rector made matters worse by angrily refusing to



interviewthe

reporter, so that Ms Senprill's version was the only
one that got

into print. For about a week, until the papers got
tired of

Dorot hy's case and dropped her in favour of a

pl esi osaurus that had

been seen at the nouth of the Thanmes, the Rector
enjoyed a horrible

notoriety. He could hardly open a newspaper w thout
seei hg some

flam ng headl i ne about 'Rector's Daughter. Further
Revel ations',

or 'Rector's Daughter. 1s she in Vienna? Reported
seen in Low

class Cabaret'. Finally there came an article in the
Sunday

Spyhol e, whi ch began, 'Down in a Suffolk Rectory a
broken ol d man

sits staring at the wall', and which was so
absol ut el y unbearabl e

that the Rector consulted his solicitor about an
action for |ibel.

However, the solicitor was against it; it mght |ead
to a verdict,

he said, but it would certainly lead to further
publicity. So the

Rector did nothing, and his anger agai nst Dor ot hy,
who had brought

this disgrace upon him hardened beyond possibility
of forgiveness.

After this there cane three letters from Dorot hy,
expl ai ni ng what

had happened. O course the Rector never really
bel i eved t hat

Dorothy had | ost her nmenmory. It was too thin a story
al t oget her.

He believed that she either HAD el oped with M

War burton, or had

gone of f on sonme simlar escapade and had | anded
hersel f pennil ess

in Kent; at any rate--this he had settled once and



for all, and no

argunent woul d ever nmove himfromit--whatever had
happened to her

was entirely her owm fault. The first letter he
wote was not to

Dorothy herself but to his cousin Tom the baronet.
For a man of

the Rector's upbringing it was second nature, in any
serious

trouble, to turn to arich relative for help. He had
not exchanged

a word with his cousin for the last fifteen years,
since they had

quarrelled over a little matter of a borrowed fifty
pounds; still,

he wote fairly confidently, asking Sir Thomas to get
in touch with

Dorothy if it could be done, and to find her sone
kind of job in

London. For of course, after what had happened,
there could be no

qguestion of letting her cone back to Knype Hill

Shortly after this there came two despairing letters
from Dor ot hy

telling himthat she was in danger of starvation and
i mpl oring him

to send her sone noney. The Rector was disturbed.

It occurred to

him-it was the first time in his life that he had
seriously

consi dered such a thing--that it 1S possible to
starve if you have

no money. So, after thinking it over for the best
part of a week,

he sold out ten pounds' worth of shares and sent a
cheque for ten

pounds to his cousin, to be kept for Dorothy till she
appeared. At

the sane time he sent a cold letter to Dorothy
hersel f, telling her

that she had better apply to Sir Thomas Hare. But
several nore



days passed before this letter was posted, because
the Rector had

gual ns about addressing a letter to 'Ellen

M || borough' --he dinmy

i magi ned that it was against the law to use fal se

nanes- - and, of

course, he had delayed far too long. Dorothy was

already in the

streets when the letter reached ' Mary's'.

Sir Thonmas Hare was a w dower, a good-hearted,
chuckl e- headed man

of about sixty-five, with an obtuse rosy face and
curling

nmoust aches. He dressed by preference in checked
overcoats and

curly brimed bow er hats that were at once dashingly
smart and

four decades out of date. At a first glance he gave
t he i npression

of having carefully disguised hinself as a cavalry
maj or of the

"nineties, so that you could hardly | ook at him

wi t hout thi nking of

devilled bones with a b and s, and the tinkle of
hansom bel I s, and

the Pink "Un in its great 'Pitcher' days, and Lottie
Col l'ins and

' Tarara-BOOM deay' . But his chief characteristic was
an abysmal
nment al vagueness. He was one of those people who say
"Don't you

know?' and 'What! Wat!' and | ose thenselves in the
m ddl e of their

sentences. Wen he was puzzled or in difficulties,
hi s noust aches

seened to bristle forward, giving himthe appearance
of a well-

nmeani ng but exceptionally brainl ess prawn.

So far as his own inclinations went Sir Thomas was
not in the |east
anxious to help his cousins, for Dorothy herself he



had never seen

and the Rector he | ooked on as a cadgi ng poor
relation of the worst

possi bl e type. But the fact was that he had had j ust
about as nuch

of this 'Rector's Daughter' business as he could
stand. The

accursed chance that Dorothy's surnanme was the sane
as his own had

made his life a msery for the past fortnight, and he
f or esaw

further and worse scandals if she were left at |arge
any | onger.

So, just before | eaving London for the pheasant
shooti ng, he sent

for his butler, who was al so his confidant and

i ntell ectual guide,

and held a council of war

'Look here, Blyth, danmt,' said Sir Thomas

prawni shly (Blyth was

the butler's nane), 'I suppose you've seen all this
dam' stuff in

t he newspapers, hey? This "Rector's Daughter" stuff?
About this

damed ni ece of mne.’

Blyth was a small sharp-featured man with a voice
that never rose

above a whisper. It was as nearly silent as a voice
can be while
still remaining a voice. Only by watching his lips

as well as

listening closely could you catch the whol e of what
he said. In

this case his lips signalled sonething to the effect
t hat Dor ot hy

was Sir Thomas's cousin, not his niece.

"What, ny cousin, is she?" said Sir Thomas. 'So she
is, by Jove!
Vell, look here, Blyth, what | nean to say--it's

about tine we got



hold of the damm' girl and | ocked her up somewhere.
See what

mean? GCet hold of her before there's any MORE
trouble. She's

knocki ng about somewhere in London, | believe.

What's the best way

of getting on her track? Police? Private detectives
and all that?

D you think we could manage it?

Blyth's lips registered disapproval. It would, he
seened to be

sayi ng, be possible to trace Dorothy w thout calling
in the police

and having a | ot of disagreeable publicity.

'"Cood man!' said Sir Thomas. 'Get to it, then.

Never mnd what it

costs. 1'd give fifty quid not to have that
"Rector's Daughter"

busi ness over again. And for God's sake, Blyth,' he
added

confidentially, 'once you've got hold of the damm'
girl, don't let

her out of your sight. Bring her back to the house
and dam' wel |

keep her here. See what | nean? Keep her under | ock
and key till

| get back. O else God knows what she'll be up to
next.'

Sir Thonmas, of course, had never seen Dorothy, and it
was therefore

excusabl e that he shoul d have formed his conception
of her fromthe

newspaper reports.

It took Blyth about a week to track Dorothy down. On
t he norni ng

after she cane out of the police-court cells (they
had fined her

six shillings, and, in default of paynent, detained
her for twelve



hours: Ms MEIligot, as an old offender, got seven
days), Blyth

cane up to her, lifted his bow er hat a quarter of an
inch fromhis

head, and inquired noi sel essly whet her she were not
M ss Dor ot hy

Hare. At the second attenpt Dorothy understood what
he was sayi ng,

and admitted that she WAS M ss Dorothy Hare;

wher eupon Bl yth

expl ai ned that he was sent by her cousin, who was
anxi ous to help

her, and that she was to come home with him

i medi at el y.

Dorothy foll owed himw thout nore words said. It
seemed queer that

her cousin should take this sudden interest in her
but it was no

gueerer than the other things that had been happening
lately. They

took the bus to Hyde Park Corner, Blyth paying the
fares, and then

wal ked to a | arge, expensive-1ooki ng house wth
shuttered w ndows,

on the borderl and between Kni ghtsbridge and Mayfair.
They went

down sone steps, and Blyth produced a key and they
went in. So,

after an absence of sonething over six weeks, Dorothy
returned to

respect abl e society, by the area door

She spent three days in the enpty house before her
cousin cane

hone. It was a queer, lonely tine. There were
several servants in

t he house, but she saw nobody except Blyth, who

br ought her her

nmeal s and tal ked to her, noiselessly, with a mxture
of deference

and di sapproval. He could not quite make up his nind
whet her she



was a young |lady of famly or a rescued Magdal en, and
so treated

her as sonet hing between the two. The house had that
hushed,

corpselike air peculiar to houses whose nmaster is
away, so that you

instinctively went about on tiptoe and kept the
bl i nds over the

wi ndows. Dorothy did not even dare to enter any of
the main roons.

She spent all the daytime lurking in a dusty, forlorn
roomat the

top of the house which was a sort of nuseum of
bric-a-brac dating

from 1880 onwards. Lady Hare, dead these five years,
had been an

i ndustrious collector of rubbish, and nost of it had
been st owed

away in this roomwhen she died. It was a doubtfu
poi nt whet her

t he queerest object in the roomwas a yell owed

phot ogr aph of

Dorothy's father, aged eighteen but with respectable
si de- whi skers,

standi ng sel f-consci ously beside an 'ordinary'

bi cycle--this was in

1888; or whether it was a little sandal wood box

| abel  ed ' Pi ece of

Bread touched by Cecil Rhodes at the City and South
Africa Banquet,

June 1897'. The sol e books in the roomwere sone
grisly school

prizes that had been won by Sir Thonas's chil dren--he
had t hree,

t he youngest being the same age as Dorot hy.

It was obvious that the servants had orders not to

| et her go out

of doors. However, her father's cheque for ten
pounds had arrived,

and with sonme difficulty she induced Blyth to get it
cashed, and,

on the third day, went out and bought herself sone



cl othes. She

bought herself a ready-nade tweed coat and skirt and
a jersey to go

with them a hat, and a very cheap frock of
artificial printed

silk; also a pair of passable brown shoes, three
pairs of lisle

stockings, a nasty, cheap little handbag, and a pair
of grey cotton

gl oves that would pass for suede at a little

di stance. That cane

to eight pounds ten, and she dared not spend nore.
As for

under cl ot hes, nightdresses, and handkerchiefs, they
woul d have to

wait. After all, it is the clothes that show that
natter.

Sir Thonmas arrived on the follow ng day, and never
really got over

the surprise that Dorothy's appearance gave him He
had been

expecting to see some rouged and powdered siren who
woul d pl ague

himwith tenptations to which al as! he was no | onger
capabl e of

succunbi ng; and this countrified, spinsterish girl
upset all his

cal cul ations. Certain vague ideas that had been
floati ng about his

m nd, of finding her a job as a manicurist or perhaps
as a private

secretary to a bookie, floated out of it again. From
tine to time

Dor ot hy caught hi m studying her with a puzzl ed,
prawni sh eye

obvi ousl y wonderi ng how on earth such a girl could
ever have

figured in an elopenment. It was very little use, of
cour se,

telling himthat she had NOT el oped. She had given
hi m her version

of the story, and he had accepted it with a



chivalrous 'O course,

m dear, of course!' and thereafter, in every other
sent ence,

betrayed the fact that he disbelieved her.

So for a couple of days nothing definite was done.
Dor ot hy

continued her solitary life in the roomupstairs, and
Sir Thomas

went to his club for nost of his neals, and in the
eveni ng there

wer e discussions of the nmost unutterabl e vagueness.
Sir Thomas was

genui nely anxious to find Dorothy a job, but he had
gr eat

difficulty in remenberi ng what he was tal ki ng about
for more than a

few mnutes at a tine. 'Well, mdear,'" he would
start off, "you'll

understand, of course, that I'mvery keen to do what
| can for you.

Natural Iy, being your uncle and all that--what?
What's that? Not

your uncle? No, | suppose |'mnot, by Jove!
Cousin--that's it;

cousin. Well, now, mdear, being your cousin--now,
what was |

sayi ng?' Then, when Dorothy had gui ded hi m back to
t he subject, he

woul d t hrow out some such suggestion as, 'Wll, now,
for instance,

m dear, how would you like to be conpanion to an old
| ady? Sone

dear old girl, don't you know-black mttens and

r heurat oi d

arthritis. Die and | eave you ten thousand quid and
care of the

parrot. Wat, what?' which did not get themvery
much further.

Dor ot hy repeated a nunber of tines that she woul d
rather be a

housemai d or a parlourmaid, but Sir Thomas woul d not
hear of it.



The very idea awakened in hima class-instinct which
he was usual |l y

too vague-mi nded to remenber. 'Wiat!' he would say.
" A dashed

skivvy? Grl of your upbringing? No, mdear--no
no! Can't do

THAT ki nd of thing, dash it!'

But in the end everything was arranged, and with
surprising ease;

not by Sir Thomas, who was incapabl e of arrangi ng
anyt hi ng, but by

his solicitor, whom he had suddenly thought of
consulting. And the

solicitor, without even seeing Dorothy, was able to
suggest a job

for her. She could, he said, alnmpst certainly find a
job as a

school m stress. O all jobs, that was the easiest to
get.

Sir Thonmas cane hone very pleased with this
suggesti on, which

struck himas highly suitable. (Privately, he

t hought that Dor ot hy

had just the kind of face that a school m stress ought
to have.)

But Dorothy was monmentarily aghast when she heard of
it.

"A school mistress!' she said. 'But | couldn't
possibly! I'msure

no school would give nme a job. There isn't a single
subject | can

teach.'

"What? Wiat's that? Can't teach? Oh, dash it! O
course you
can! \Wiere's the difficulty?

"But | don't know enough! 1've never taught anybody
anyt hi ng,
except cooking to the Grl @uides. You have to be



properly
qualified to be a teacher.'

' Ch, nonsense! Teaching's the easiest job in the
worl d. Good

thick ruler--rap 'emover the knuckles. They'll be
gl ad enough

to get hold of a decently brought up young wonan to
teach the

youngsters their ABC. That's the line for you

m dear - -

school mi stress. You're just cut out for it.'

And sure enough, a school m stress Dorothy becane.

The invisible

solicitor had made all the arrangenents in | ess than
t hree days.

It appeared that a certain Ms Creevy, who kept a
girls' day schoo

in the suburb of Southbridge, was in need of an

assi stant, and was

quite willing to give Dorothy the job. How it had
all been settled

so qui ckly, and what kind of school it could be that
woul d take on

a total stranger, and unqualified at that, in the

m ddl e of the

term Dorothy could hardly inmagine. She did not

know, of course,

that a bribe of five pounds, miscalled a prem um had
changed

hands.

So, just ten days after her arrest for begging,
Dor ot hy set out for

Ri ngwood House Acadeny, Brough Road, Southbri dge,
with a smal

trunk decently full of clothes and four pounds ten in
her purse--

for Sir Thomas had rmade her a present of ten pounds.
Wien she

t hought of the ease with which this job had been
found for her, and



then of the niserable struggles of three weeks ago,
the contrast

amazed her. It brought hone to her, as never before,
t he
nmyst eri ous power of money. |In fact, it rem nded her

of a favourite

saying of M Warburton's, that if you took 1
Cori nt hi ans, chapter

thirteen, and in every verse wote 'noney' instead of
"charity’

the chapter had ten times as much neani ng as before.

Sout hbri dge was a repellent suburb ten or a dozen
mles from

London. Brough Road |ay somewhere at the heart of
it, amd

| abyrinths of neanly decent streets, all so

i ndi stingui shably

alike, with their ranks of sem -detached houses,
their privet and

| aurel hedges and plots of ailing shrubs at the
crossroads, that

you could |l ose yourself there alnost as easily as in
a Brazilian

forest. Not only the houses thensel ves, but even
their nanes were

t he sane over and over again. Reading the nanes on
the gates as

you cane up Brough Road, you were conscious of being
haunt ed by

some hal f-renenbered passage of poetry; and when you
paused to

identify it, you realized that it was the first two
i nes of

Lyci das.

Ri ngwood House was a dar k-1 ooki ng, sem -detached
house of yell ow



brick, three storeys high, and its | ower w ndows were
hi dden from

the road by ragged and dusty laurels. Above the
laurels, on the

front of the house, was a board inscribed in faded
gold letters:

RI NGAOOD HOUSE ACADEMY FOR G RLS
Ages 5 to 18
Musi ¢ and Danci ng Taught

Apply within for Prospectus

Edge to edge with this board, on the other half of
t he house, was
anot her board whi ch read:

RUSHI NGTON GRANGE HI GH SCHOOL FCR BOYS
Ages 6 to 16
Book- keepi ng and Conmercial Arithnetic a Speciality

Apply within for Prospectus

The district pullulated with small private schools;
there were four

of themin Brough Road alone. Ms Creevy, the
Princi pal of

Ri ngwood House, and M Boul ger, the Principal of
Rushi ngt on G ange,

were in a state of warfare, though their interests in
no way

cl ashed with one another. Nobody knew what the feud
was about, not

even Ms Creevy or M Boul ger thenmselves; it was a
feud that they



had inherited fromearlier proprietors of the two
schools. In the

nmorni ngs after breakfast they would stalk up and down
their

respecti ve back gardens, beside the very | ow wal

t hat separ at ed

them pretending not to see one another and grinning
with hatred.

Dorothy's heart sank at the sight of R ngwood House.
She had not

been expecting anything very magnificent or
attractive, but she had

expected sonmething a little better than this nean,

gl oony house,

not one of whose wi ndows was |ighted, though it was
after 8 o'clock

in the evening. She knocked at the door, and it was
opened by a

worman, tall and gaunt-1looking in the dark hallway,
whom Dor ot hy

took for a servant, but who was actually Ms Creevy
hersel f.

Wthout a word, except to inquire Dorothy's name, the
woman | ed the

way up sone dark stairs to a twilit, fireless

drawi ng-room where

she turned up a pinpoint of gas, revealing a black
pi ano, stuffed

horsehair chairs, and a few yell owed, ghostly photos
on the walls.

Ms Creevy was a wonman sonewhere in her forties,

| ean, hard, and

angul ar, with abrupt decided novenments that indicated
a strong will

and probably a vicious tenper. Though she was not in
the | east

dirty or untidy there was something discol oured about
her whol e

appear ance, as though she lived all her life in a bad
light; and

t he expression of her mouth, sullen and ill-shaped



with the | ower

l[ip turned down, recalled that of a toad. She spoke
in a sharp,

conmandi ng voice, with a bad accent and occasi ona

vul gar turns of

speech. You could tell her at a glance for a person
who knew

exactly what she wanted, and would grasp it as

ruthl essly as any

machi ne; not a bully exactly--you could somehow i nfer
from her

appear ance that she woul d not take enough interest in
you to want

to bully you--but a person who woul d nake use of you
and then throw

you aside with no nore conpunction than if you had
been a worn-out

scr ubbi ng- brush

Ms Creevy did not waste any words on greetings. She
not i oned

Dorothy to a chair, with the air rather of comrandi ng
t han of

inviting her to sir down, and then sat down herself,
wi th her hands

cl asped on her skinny forearns.

"I hope you and nme are going to get on well together
M ss

M I | borough,' she began in her penetrating,
subhectori ng voi ce.

(On the advice of Sir Thomas's everw se solicitor
Dor ot hy had

stuck to the nane of Ellen MIIborough.) 'And | hope
"' m not going

to have the sane nasty business with you as | had
with nmy last two

assistants. You say you haven't had an experience of
t eachi ng

before this?

"Not in a school,' said Dorothy--there had been a
tarradiddle in



her letter of introduction, to the effect that she
had had
experience of 'private teaching'.

Ms Creevy | ooked Dorothy over as though wondering
whet her to

i nduct her into the inner secrets of school-teaching,
and then

appeared to deci de against it.

"Well, we shall see,' she said. 'I nust say,' she
added

conplainingly, '"it's not easy to get hold of good
har dwor ki ng

assi stants nowadays. You give them good wages and
good treatnent,

and you get no thanks for it. The last one
had--the one |'ve

just had to get rid of--Mss Strong, wasn't so bad so
far as the

teaching part went; in fact, she was a B. A, and
don't know what

you could have better than a B.A, unless it's an
M A You don't

happen to be a B.A. or an MA , do you, Mss

M I | bor ough?

"No, I'mafraid not,' said Dorothy.

"Well, that's a pity. It looks so nuch better on the
prospectus if

you've got a few letters after your name. Well!
Perhaps it

doesn't matter. | don't suppose many of OUR
parents' d know what

B.A. stands for; and they aren't so keen on show ng
their

i gnorance. | suppose you can tal k French, of course?

"Well--1"ve | earnt French.'

"Ch, that's all right, then. Just so as we can put
it on the



prospectus. Well, now, to conme back to what | was
sayi ng, M ss

Strong was all right as a teacher, but she didn't
come up to ny

i deas on what | call the MORAL SIDE. W're very
strong on the

noral side at Ri ngwood House. It's what counts nost
with the

parents, you'll find. And the one before Mss
Strong, M ss Brewer--

wel |, she had what | call a weak nature. You don't

get on with

girls if you' ve got a weak nature. The end of it all
was that one

nmorning one little girl crept up to the desk with a
box of matches

and set fire to Mss Brewer's skirt. O course |
wasn't going to

keep her after that. 1In fact | had her out of the
house t he same

afternoon--and | didn't give her any refs either, |
can tell you!'

' You nmean you expelled the girl who did it?" said
Dor ot hy,
nystified.

"What? The A RL? Not likely! You don't suppose |I'd
go and turn

fees away fromny door, do you? | mean | got rid of
M ss Brewer,

not the GRL. [It's no good having teachers who |et
the girls get

saucy with them W' ve got twenty-one in the class
just at

present, and you'll find they need a strong hand to
keep them down.'

"You don't teach yoursel f?' said Dorothy.
'Ch dear, no!' said Ms Creevy al nost contenptuously.

"I"ve got a
ot too nuch on ny hands to waste ny time TEACH NG



There's the

house to | ook after, and seven of the children stay
to dinner--1"'ve

only a daily wonman at present. Besides, it takes ne
all ny tine

getting the fees out of the parents. After all, the
fees ARE what

matter, aren't they?

"Yes. | suppose so,' said Dorothy.

"Well, we'd better settle about your wages,'

conti nued Ms Creevy.

"Intermtime 1'Il give you your board and | odgi ng
and ten

shillings a week; in the holidays it'll just be your
board and

| odgi ng. You can have the use of the copper in the
kitchen for

your |aundering, and | light the geyser for hot baths
every

Sat urday night; or at |east MOST Saturday nights.

You can't have

the use of this roomwe're in now, because it's ny
reception-room

and | don't want you to go wasting the gas in your
bedroom  But

you can have the use of the norning-room whenever you
want it.'

' Thank you,' said Dorothy.

"Well, | should think that'll be about all. | expect
you're

feeling ready for bed. You'll have had your supper

| ong ago, of

course?

This was clearly intended to nean that Dorothy was
not going to get

any food tonight, so she answered Yes, untruthfully,
and the

conversation was at an end. That was always Ms



Creevy's way--she

never kept you tal king an instant |onger than was
necessary. Her

conversation was so very definite, so exactly to the
point, that it

was not really conversation at all. Rather, it was
t he skel eton of
conversation; like the dialogue in a badly witten

novel where

everyone talks a little too nmuch in character. But

i ndeed, in the

proper sense of the word she did not TALK; she nerely
said, in her

brief shrewi sh way, whatever it was necessary to say,
and then got

rid of you as pronmptly as possible. She now showed
Dor ot hy al ong

t he passage to her bedroom and lighted a gas-jet no
bi gger than an

acorn, revealing a gaunt bedroomw th a narrow
white-quilted bed, a

ri ckety wardrobe, one chair and a wash-hand- st and
with a frigid

white china basin and ewer. It was very like the
bedroons in

seasi de | odgi ng houses, but it |acked the one thing
that gives such

roons their air of honeliness and decency--the text
over the bed.

"This is your room' Ms Creevy said; '"and | just
hope you'll keep

it abit tidier than what Mss Strong used to. And
don't go

burning the gas half the night, please, because | can
tell what

time you turn it off by the crack under the door.'

Wth this parting salutation she left Dorothy to
herself. The room

was dismally cold; indeed, the whole house had a
danp, chilly

feeling, as though fires were rarely lighted in it.



Dor ot hy got

into bed as quickly as possible, feeling bed to be

t he war nest

pl ace. On top of the wardrobe, when she was putting
her cl ot hes

away, she found a cardboard box containing no | ess
than nine enpty

whi sky bottles--relics, presumably, of Mss Strong's
weakness on

the MORAL SI DE.

At eight in the norning Dorothy went downstairs and
found Ms

Creevy already at breakfast in what she called the

' mor ni ng-room .

This was a snallish room adj oi ning the kitchen, and
it had started

life as the scullery; but Ms Creevy had converted it
into the

"morni ng-room by the sinple process of renoving the
sink and

copper into the kitchen. The breakfast table,
covered with a cloth

of harsh texture, was very large and forbiddingly
bare. Up at Ms

Creevy's end were a tray with a very small teapot and
two cups, a

pl ate on which were two | eathery fried eggs, and a

di sh of

mar mal ade; in the mddle, just within Dorothy's reach
if she

stretched, was a plate of bread and butter; and

besi de her pl ate--

as though it were the only thing she could be trusted
with--a cruet

stand with some dried-up, clotted stuff inside the
bottl es.

' God norning, Mss MIIborough,' said Ms Creevy.
"It doesn't

matter this norning, as this is the first day, but
j ust remenber

another tine that | want you down here in time to



hel p me get
br eakf ast ready.'

'"I"'mso sorry,' said Dorothy.

"I hope you're fond of fried eggs for your
breakfast?" went on Ms
Cr eevy.

Dor ot hy hastened to assure her that she was very fond
of fried

eggs.

"Well, that's a good thing, because you'll always
have to have the

same as what | have. So | hope you're not going to
be what | cal

DAI NTY about your food. | always think,' she added,
pi cki ng up her

knife and fork, 'that a fried egg tastes a |lot better
if you cut it

wel |l up before you eat it.'

She sliced the two eggs into thin strips, and then
served themin

such a way that Dorothy received about two-thirds of
an egg. Wth

some difficulty Dorothy spun out her fraction of egg
so as to make

hal f a dozen nouthfuls of it, and then, when she had
taken a slice

of bread and butter, she could not hel p gl anci ng
hopefully in the

direction of the dish of marmal ade. But Ms Creevy
was sitting

with her lean left arm-not exactly ROUND the
mar mal ade, but in a

protective position on its left flank, as though she
suspect ed t hat

Dor ot hy was going to nmake an attack upon it.
Dor ot hy' s nerve

fail ed her, and she had no narnmal ade t hat

nor ni ng- - nor, i ndeed,



for many nornings to cone.

Ms Creevy did not speak again during breakfast, but
presently the

sound of feet on the gravel outside, and of squeaky
voices in the

school room announced that the girls were beginning
to arrive.

They came in by a side-door that was left open for
them Ms

Creevy got up fromthe table and banged the breakfast
t hi ngs

together on the tray. She was one of those wonmen who
can never

nmove anyt hing w thout banging it about; she was as
full of thunps

and raps as a poltergeist. Dorothy carried the tray
into the

ki tchen, and when she returned Ms Creevy produced a
penny not ebook

froma drawer in the dresser and laid it open on the
tabl e.

"Just take a look at this,' she said. 'Here's a list
of the girls'
nanes that |'ve got ready for you. | shall want you

to know t he

whole ot of themby this evening.' She wetted her
t hunb and

turned over three pages: 'Now, do you see these
three lists here?

'Yes,' said Dorothy.

"Well, you'll just have to learn those three lists by
heart, and

make sure you know what girls are on which. Because
| don't want

you to go thinking that all the girls are to be
treated alike.

They aren't--not by a long way, they aren't.

Different girls,

different treatnent--that's ny system Now, do you



see this ot on
the first page?

'Yes,' said Dorothy again.

"Well, the parents of that Iot are what | call the
good payers.

You know what | mean by that? They're the ones that
pay cash on

the nail and no jibbing at an extra hal f-gui nea or so
now and

again. You're not to smack any of that |ot, not on
ANY account .

This |l ot over here are the MEDI UM payers. Their
parents do pay up

sooner or later, but you don't get the noney out of
t hem wi t hout

you worry themfor it night and day. You can snack
that lot if

t hey get saucy, but don't go and |l eave a mark their
parents can

see. If you'll take My advice, the best thing with
children is to

twist their ears. Have you ever tried that?

'No,' said Dorothy.

"Well, | find it answers better than anything. It
doesn't | eave a

mark, and the children can't bear it. Now these
three over here

are the BAD payers. Their fathers are two terns
behi nd al r eady,

and I"'mthinking of a solicitor's letter. | don't
care WHAT you do

to that lot--well, short of a police-court case,
naturally. Now,

shall | take you in and start you with the girls?

You' d better

bring that book along with you, and just keep your
eye on it al

the tine so as there'll be no m stakes.'



They went into the schoolroom It was a |largish
room wth grey-

papered wal Il s that were nade yet greyer by the
dul | ness of the

light, for the heavy |aurel bushes outside choked the
wi ndows, and

no direct ray of the sun ever penetrated into the
room There was

a teacher's desk by the enpty fireplace, and there
were a dozen

smal | doubl e desks, a light blackboard, and, on the
mant el pi ece, a

bl ack clock that |ooked like a niniature mausol eum
but there were

no maps, no pictures, nor even, as far as Dorothy
coul d see, any

books. The sole objects in the roomthat could be
call ed

ornanental were two sheets of black paper pinned to
the walls, with

witing on themin chalk in beautiful copperplate.
On one was

'Speech is Silver. Silence is CGolden', and on the
ot her

"Punctuality is the Politeness of Princes'

The girls, twenty-one of them were already sitting
at their desks.

They had grown very silent when they heard footsteps
appr oachi ng,

and as Ms Creevy cane in they seemed to shrink down
in their places

like partridge chicks when a hawk is soaring. For

t he nost part

they were dull-looking, lethargic children with bad
conpl exi ons, and

adenoi ds seened to be remarkably common ampbng t hem
The el dest of

t hem m ght have been fifteen years old, the youngest
was hardly nore

than a baby. The school had no uniform and one or
two of the

children were vergi ng on raggedness.



"Stand up, girls,' said Ms Creevy as she reached the
teacher's
desk. 'We'll start off with the norning prayer.’

The girls stood up, clasped their hands in front of
them and shut

their eyes. They repeated the prayer in unison, in
weak pi pi ng

voi ces, Ms Creevy |l eading them her sharp eyes
darting over them

all the while to see that they were attending.

"Almighty and everlasting Father,' they piped, 'we
beseech Thee

that our studies this day may be graced by Thy divine
gui dance.

Make us to conduct ourselves quietly and obediently;
| ook down upon

our school and nake it to prosper, so that it may
grow i n nunbers

and be a good exanple to the nei ghbourhood and not a
di sgrace |ike

sone school s of which Thou knowest, O Lord. Make us,
we beseech

Thee, O Lord, industrious, punctual, and |adylike,
and worthy in

all possible respects to walk in Thy ways: for Jesus
Christ's sake,

our Lord, Amen.'

This prayer was of Ms Creevy's own composition
When t hey had

finished it, the girls repeated the Lord' s Prayer
and then sat

down.

"Now, girls,' said Ms Creevy, 'this is your new
teacher, M ss

M1l borough. As you know, Mss Strong had to | eave
us all of a

sudden after she was taken so bad in the mddle of
the arithmetic



| esson; and | can tell you I've had a hard week of it
| ooking for a

new teacher. | had seventy-three applications before
| took on

Mss M1 I borough, and I had to refuse them al

because their

qualifications weren't high enough. Just you
remenber and tell

your parents that, all of you--seventy-three
applications! Well

Mss M1l borough is going to take you in Latin
French, history,

geogr aphy, mathematics, English literature and
conposi tion,

spel ling, grammar, handwiting, and freehand draw ng;
and M Booth

will take you in chenmistry as usual on Thursday
afternoons. Now,

what's the first | esson on your tine-table this
nor ni ng?

"History, Ma'am' piped one or two voices.

"Very well. | expect Mss MIIborough'll start off
by asking you a

few questions about the history you've been | earning.
So just you

do your best, all of you, and |l et her see that al

the trouble

we' ve taken over you hasn't been wasted. You'll find
t hey can be

quite a sharp lot of girls when they try, Mss

M || bor ough.

"I"'msure they are,' said Dorothy.

"Well, I'lIl be leaving you, then. And just you
behave yoursel ves,

girls! Don't you get trying it on with M ss

M || borough |i ke you

did with Mss Brewer, because | warn you she won't
stand it. If |

hear any noise comng fromthis room there'll be



trouble for
sonebody.

She gave a gl ance round which included Dorothy and
i ndeed suggest ed

t hat Dorothy woul d probably be the 'sonmebody’
referred to, and

depart ed.

Dorothy faced the class. She was not afraid of
them -she was too

used to dealing with children ever to be afraid of
them -but she

did feel a nonentary qualm The sense of being an
i mpost or (what

teacher has not felt it at times?) was heavy upon
her. 1t suddenly

occurred to her, what she had only been dimy aware
of before, that

she had taken this teaching job under flagrantly
fal se pretences,

wi t hout having any kind of qualification for it. The
subj ect she

was now supposed to be teaching was history, and,

l'i ke nost

"educated' people, she knew virtually no history.
How awf ul , she

thought, if it turned out that these girls knew nore
hi story than

she did! She said tentatively:

"What period exactly were you doing with Mss Strong?

Nobody answered. Dorothy saw the older girls
exchangi ng gl ances,

as though aski ng one anot her whether it was safe to
say anyt hi ng,

and finally deciding not to commit thensel ves.

"Wl |, whereabouts had you got to?' she said,
wonder i ng whet her
per haps the word 'period was too rmuch for them



Agai n no answer.

"Well, now, surely you renmenber SOVETHI NG about it?
Tell me the

nanes of sonme of the people you were | earning about
in your |ast

history | esson.'

More gl ances were exchanged, and a very plain little
girl in the
front row, in a brown junper and skirt, with her hair
screwed into

two tight pigtails, remarked cloudily, 'It was about
the Anci ent

Britons.' At this two other girls took courage, and
answer ed

si mul t aneously. One of them said, 'Colunbus', and
t he ot her
' Napol eon' .

Sonehow, after that, Dorothy seened to see her way
nore clearly.

It was obvious that instead of being unconfortably
know edgeabl e as

she had feared, the class knew as nearly as possible
no history at

all. Wth this discovery her stage-fright vanished.
She grasped

that before she could do anything else with themit
was necessary

to find out what, if anything, these children knew.
So, instead of

followng the tinme-table, she spent the rest of the
norning in

guestioning the entire class on each subject in turn;
when she had

finished with history (and it took about five mnutes
to get to the

bottom of their historical know edge) she tried them
wi t h geography,

with English grammar, with French, wth
arithmetic--with everything,

in fact, that they were supposed to have | earned. By



twel ve o' cl ock

she had plunmbed, though not actually explored, the
frightful abysses

of their ignorance.

For they knew not hi ng, absol utely not hi ng--not hi ng,
not hi ng,

nothing, like the Dadaists. It was appalling that
even children

could be so ignorant. There were only two girls in
the cl ass who

knew whet her the earth went round the sun or the sun
round the

earth, and not a single one of themcould tell
Dor ot hy who was the

| ast king before George V, or who wote Ham et, or
what was neant

by a vulgar fraction, or which ocean you crossed to
get to Anerica,

the Atlantic or the Pacific. And the big girls of
fifteen were not

much better than the tiny infants of eight, except
that the forner

could at least read consecutively and wite neat
copperpl ate. That

was the one thing that nearly all of the older girls
coul d do--they

could wite neatly. Ms Creevy had seen to that.
And of course,

here and there in the mdst of their ignorance, there
were snal |,

di sconnected islets of know edge; for example, sone
odd stanzas

from' pieces of poetry' that they had | earned by
heart, and a few

O lendorffian French sentences such as 'Passez-noi |e
beurre, s'i

vous plait' and 'Le fils du jardinier a perdu son
chapeau', which

t hey appeared to have |l earned as a parrot |earns
"Pretty Poll'. As

for their arithnetic, it was a little better than the
ot her



subj ects. Mst of them knew how to add and subtract,
about hal f of

t hem had some notion of howto nultiply, and there
were even three

or four who had struggled as far as |ong division

But that was

the utnost limt of their know edge; and beyond, in
every direction,

lay utter, inpenetrable night.

Moreover, not only did they know nothing, but they
were so unused

to being questioned that it was often difficult to
get answers out

of themat all. It was obvious that whatever they
knew t hey had

| earned in an entirely mechani cal manner, and they
coul d only gape

in a sort of dull bew |dernent when asked to think
for thensel ves.

However, they did not seemunw lling, and evidently
t hey had made

up their mnds to be 'good --children are al ways
‘good' with a new

teacher; and Dorothy persisted, and by degrees the
children grew,

or seenmed to grow, a shade | ess |unpish. She began
to pick up,

fromthe answers they gave her, a fairly accurate
noti on of what

Mss Strong's regi me had been like.

It appeared that, though theoretically they had

| earned all the

usual school subjects, the only ones that had been at
all seriously

taught were handwiting and arithmetic. Ms Creevy
was particularly

keen on handwiting. And besides this they had spent
gr eat

quantities of time--an hour or two out of every day,
it seemed--in

drudgi ng through a dreadful routine called 'copies.'



' Copi es' nmeant

copyi ng things out of textbooks or off the

bl ackboard. M ss Strong

would wite up, for exanmple, some sententious little
'essay' (there

was an essay entitled 'Spring' which recurred in al
t he ol der

girls' books, and which began, 'Now, when girlish
April is tripping

t hrough the [ and, when the birds are chanting gaily
on the boughs

and the dainty flowerets bursting fromtheir buds'
etc., etc.), and

the girls woul d make fair copies of it in their
copybooks; and the

parents, to whomthe copybooks were shown fromtine
totime, were no

doubt suitably inpressed. Dorothy began to grasp

t hat everything

that the girls had been taught was in reality ai ned
at the parents.

Hence the 'copies', the insistence on handwiting,
and the parroting

of ready-made French phrases; they were cheap and
easy ways of

creating an inpression. Meanwhile, the little girls
at the bottom

of the class seened barely able to read and wite,
and one of them-

her name was Mavis WIIlians, and she was a rather

si ni ster-1 ooking

child of eleven, with eyes too far apart--could not
even count. This

child seemed to have done nothing at all during the
past termand a

hal f except to wite pothooks. She had quite a pile
of books filled

wi t h pot hooks--page after page of pothooks, |ooping
on and on I|ike

t he mangrove roots in some tropical swanp.

Dorothy tried not to hurt the children's feelings by
excl ai m ng at



their ignorance, but in her heart she was amazed and
horrifi ed.

She had not known that schools of this description
still existed in

the civilized world. The whol e at nosphere of the

pl ace was so

curiously antiquated--so reniniscent of those dreary
little private

school s that you read about in Victorian novels. As
for the few

t ext books that the class possessed, you could hardly
| ook at them

wi t hout feeling as though you had stepped back into
the md

ni neteenth century. There were only three textbooks
of whi ch each

child had a copy. One was a shilling arithnetic, pre
G eat War but

fairly serviceable, and another was a horrid little
book called The

Hundred Page History of Britain--a nasty little
duodeci no book with

a gritty brown cover, and, for frontispiece, a
portrait of Boadicea

with a Union Jack draped over the front of her
chariot. Dorothy

opened this book at random came to page 91, and read:

After the French Revol ution was over, the self-styled
Enper or

Napol eon Buonaparte attenpted to set up his sway, but
t hough he won

a few victories against continental troops, he soon
found that in

the "thin red line' he had nore than net his match
Concl usi ons

were tried upon the field of Waterl oo, where 50,000
Britons put to

flight 70,000 Frenchnen--for the Prussians, our
allies, arrived too

late for the battle. Wth a ringing British cheer
our men charged



down the slope and the eneny broke and fled. W now
conme on to the

great ReformBill of 1832, the first of those
beneficent reforns

whi ch have nade British liberty what it is and nmarked
us off from

the less fortunate nations [etc., etc.].

The date of the book was 1888. Dorothy, who had
never seen a

hi story book of this description before, examined it
with a feeling

approachi ng horror. There was al so an extraordi nary
little

"reader', dated 1863. It consisted nostly of bits
out of Feninore

Cooper, Dr Watts, and Lord Tennyson, and at the end
there were the

queerest little '"Nature Notes' w th woodcut
illustrations. There

woul d be a woodcut of an el ephant, and underneath in
smal |l print:

' The el ephant is a sagacious beast. He rejoices in
t he shade of

the Pal m Trees, and though stronger than six horses
he will allow a

l[ittle child to lead him H's food is Bananas.' And
so on to the

Whal e, the Zebra, and Porcupine, and the Spotted
Canel opard. There

were also, in the teacher's desk, a copy of Beautifu
Joe, a

forlorn book called Peeps at Distant Lands, and a
French phrase-

book dated 1891. It was called All you will need on
your Pari si an

Trip, and the first phrase given was 'Lace mny stays,
but not too

tightly'. In the whole roomthere was not such a
thing as an atlas

or a set of geonetrical instrunents



At el even there was a break of ten minutes, and sone
of the girls

pl ayed dull little ganmes at noughts and crosses or
quarrell ed over

penci | -cases, and a few who had got over their first
shyness

clustered round Dorothy's desk and tal ked to her.
They told her

some nore about M ss Strong and her methods of

t eachi ng, and how

she used to twist their ears when they made blots on
their

copybooks. It appeared that M ss Strong had been a
very strict

teacher except when she was 'taken bad', which
happened about tw ce

a week. And when she was taken bad she used to drink
sone nedici ne

out of alittle brown bottle, and after drinking it
she woul d gr ow

quite jolly for a while and talk to them about her
brother in

Canada. But on her |last day--the tinme when she was
taken so bad

during the arithmetic | esson--the nmedicine seened to
make her worse

t han ever, because she had no sooner drunk it than
she began

sinking and fell across a desk, and Ms Creevy had to
carry her out

of the room

After the break there was another period of three
quarters of an

hour, and then school ended for the norning. Dorothy
felt stiff

and tired after three hours in the chilly but stuffy
room and she

woul d have liked to go out of doors for a breath of
fresh air, but

Ms Creevy had told her beforehand that she nust cone
and hel p get

di nner ready. The girls who |ived near the schoo



nostly went home

for dinner, but there were seven who had dinner in

t he ' nor ni ng-

room at tenpence a tine. It was an unconfortable
nmeal , and passed

in alnost conplete silence, for the girls were
frightened to talk

under Ms Creevy's eye. The dinner was stewed scrag
end of nutton

and Ms Creevy showed extraordinary dexterity in
serving the pieces

of lean to the 'good payers' and the pieces of fat to
the ' medi um

payers'. As for the three 'bad payers', they ate a
shanef aced

| unch out of paper bags in the school -room

School began again at two o' clock. Already, after
only one

norni ng's teachi ng, Dorothy went back to her work
with secret

shrinking and dread. She was beginning to realize
what her life

woul d be lIike, day after day and week after week, in
that sunl ess

room trying to drive the rudi nents of know edge into
unwi |l i ng

brats. But when she had assenbled the girls and

call ed their nanmes

over, one of them a little peaky child with
nouse-col oured hair,

called Laura Firth, came up to her desk and presented
her with a

pat heti c bunch of browny-yell ow chrysant hermuns, 'from
all of us'

The girls had taken a liking to Dorothy, and had
subscri bed

f our pence anong t hensel ves, to buy her a bunch of

fl owers.

Sonething stirred in Dorothy's heart as she took the
ugly flowers.
She | ooked with nmore seeing eyes than before at the



anaem c faces

and shabby cl othes of the children, and was all of a
sudden

horribly ashaned to think that in the norning she had
| ooked at

themwi th indifference, alnost with dislike. Now, a
profound pity

t ook possession of her. The poor children, the poor
children! How

they had been stunted and naltreated! And with it

all they had

retained the childish gentleness that could make t hem
squander

their few pennies on flowers for their teacher

She felt quite differently towards her job fromthat
nonent

onwards. A feeling of loyalty and affection had
sprung up in her

heart. This school was HER school; she would work
for it and be

proud of it, and make every effort to turnit froma
pl ace of

bondage into a place human and decent. Probably it
was very little

that she could do. She was so inexperienced and
unfitted for her

job that she nust educate herself before she could
even begin to

educat e anybody else. Still, she would do her best;
she woul d do
what ever willingness and energy could do to rescue

these children
fromthe horrible darkness in which they had been
kept .

During the next few weeks there were two things that
occupi ed



Dorothy to the exclusion of all others. One, getting
her cl ass

into some kind of order; the other, establishing a
concordat with

Ms Creevy.

The second of the two was by a great deal the nore
difficult. Ms

Creevy's house was as vile a house to live in as one
coul d possibly

imgine. It was always nore or |less cold, there was
not a

confortable chair init fromtop to bottom and the
food was

di sgusting. Teaching is harder work than it | ooks,
and a teacher

needs good food to keep himgoing. It was horribly
dispiriting to

have to work on a diet of tastel ess nmutton stews,
danp boil ed

potatoes full of little black eyeholes, watery rice
puddi ngs, bread

and scrape, and weak tea--and never enough even of
these. Ms

Creevy, who was nean enough to take a pleasure in

ski mpi ng even her

own food, ate rmuch the sanme nmeal s as Dorothy, but she
al ways had

the lion's share of them Every norning at breakfast
the two fried

eggs were sliced up and unequally partitioned, and
the di sh of

mar mal ade remrai ned for ever sacrosanct. Dorothy grew
hungri er and

hungrier as the termwent on. On the two evenings a
week when she

managed to get out of doors she dipped into her

dwi ndli ng store of

nmoney and bought sl abs of plain chocolate, which she
ate in the

deepest secrecy--for Ms Creevy, though she starved
Dor ot hy nore or

| ess intentionally, would have been nortally offended



if she had
known that she bought food for herself.

The worst thing about Dorothy's position was that she
had no

privacy and very little time that she could call her
own. Once

school was over for the day her only refuge was the

' mor ni ng-room ,

where she was under Ms Creevy's eye, and Ms
Creevy's |l eading idea

was that Dorothy nust never be left in peace for ten
m nut es

together. She had taken it into her head, or
pretended to do so,

that Dorothy was an idle person who needed keepi ng up
to the nark.

And so it was always, 'Well, Mss MIIborough, you
don't seemto

have very nmuch to do this evening, do you? Aren't
there sone

exerci se books that want correcting? O why don't
you get your

needl e and do a bit of sewing? I|I'msure _|_ couldn't
bear to just

sit in my chair doing nothing like you do!' She was
for ever

findi ng household jobs for Dorothy to do, even maki ng
her scrub the

school room fl oor on Saturday nornings when the girls
did not cone

to school; but this was done out of pure ill nature,
for she did

not trust Dorothy to do the work properly, and
generally did it

again after her. One evening Dorothy was unw se
enough to bring

back a novel fromthe public library. Ms Creevy
flared up at the

very sight of it. 'Wll, really, Mss MIIborough

| shoul dn't

have thought you'd have had tine to READ!' she said
bitterly. She



hersel f had never read a book right through in her
life, and was
proud of it.

Mor eover, even when Dorothy was not actual ly under
her eye, Ms

Creevy had ways of mmking her presence felt. She was
for ever

prowing in the nei ghbourhood of the schoolroom so

t hat Dor ot hy

never felt quite safe fromher intrusion; and when
she t hought

there was too nmuch noi se she woul d suddenly rap on
the wall with

her broomhandle in a way that nmade the children junp
and put them

off their work. At all hours of the day she was
restlessly,

noisily active. Wen she was not cooking nmeals she
was bangi ng

about with broom and dustpan, or harrying the
charwoman, or

pounci ng down upon the schoolroomto 'have a | ook
round' in hopes

of catching Dorothy or the children up to mschief,
or 'doing a bit

of gardening' --that is, nutilating with a pair of
shears the

unhappy little shrubs that grew am d wastes of gravel
in the back

garden. On only two evenings a week was Dorothy free
of her, and

that was when Ms Creevy sallied forth on forays

whi ch she call ed

'going after the girls'; that is to say, canvassing
likely parents.

These eveni ngs Dorothy usually spent in the public
library, for

when Ms Creevy was not at home she expected Dorothy
to keep out of

the house, to save fire and gaslight. On other

eveni ngs Ms Creevy

was busy witing dunning letters to the parents, or



letters to the

editor of the |ocal paper, haggling over the price of
a dozen

advertisements, or poking about the girls' desks to
see that their

exerci se books had been properly corrected, or 'doing
a bit of

sewi ng'. Wenever occupation failed her for even
five mnutes she

got out her workbox and 'did a bit of

sewi ng' --general ly

restitching sonme bl ooners of harsh white |inen of

whi ch she had

pai rs beyond number. They were the nobst chilly

| ooki ng garnents

that one coul d possibly imagine; they seenmed to carry
upon them as

no nun's coif or anchorite's hair shirt could ever
have done, the

i npress of a frozen and awful chastity. The sight of
t hem set you

wonderi ng about the late M Creevy, even to the point
of wonderi ng

whet her he had ever existed.

Looking with an outsider's eye at Ms Creevy's nanner
of life, you

woul d have said that she had no PLEASURES what ever
She never did

any of the things that ordinary people do to anuse

t hensel ves- -

never went to the pictures, never |ooked at a book
never ate

sweet s, never cooked a special dish for dinner or
dressed hersel f

in any kind of finery. Social |ife nmeant absolutely
nothing to

her. She had no friends, was probably incapabl e of

i magi ni ng such

a thing as friendship, and hardly ever exchanged a
word with a

fell ow being except on business. O religious belief
she had not



the smallest vestige. Her attitude towards religion
t hough she

went to the Baptist Chapel every Sunday to inpress
the parents with

her piety, was a mean anti-clericalismfounded on the
noti on that

the clergy are 'only after your money'. She seened a
creature

utterly joyless, utterly submerged by the dull ness of
her

existence. But inreality it was not so. There were
sever al

thi ngs from whi ch she derived acute and inexhaustible
pl easure.

For instance, there was her avarice over noney. It
was the | eading

interest of her life. There are two kinds of
avari ci ous person--

the bold, grasping type who will ruin you if he can
but who never

| ooks twice at twopence, and the petty m ser who has
not the

enterprise actually to MAKE noney, but who will

al ways, as the

sayi ng goes, take a farthing froma dunghill with his
teeth. Ms

Creevy belonged to the second type. By ceasel ess
canvassi ng and

i mpudent bl uff she had worked her school up to
twenty-one pupils,

but she would never get it nuch further, because she
was too nean

to spend noney on the necessary equi pnent and to pay
proper wages

to her assistant. The fees the girls paid, or didn't
pay, were

five guineas a termw th certain extras, so that,
starve and sweat

her assistant as she might, she could hardly hope to
make nore than

a hundred and fifty pounds a year clear profit. But
she was fairly



satisfied with that. It nmeant nore to her to save

si xpence than to

earn a pound. So |long as she could think of a way of
docki ng

Dor ot hy' s di nner of another potato, or getting her
exerci se books a

hal f penny a dozen cheaper, or shoving an unauthorized
hal f gui nea

on to one of the 'good payers'' bills, she was happy
after her

f ashi on.

And again, in pure, purposeless malignity--in petty
acts of spite,

even when there was nothing to be gained by them-she
had a hobby

of which she never wearied. She was one of those
peopl e who

experience a kind of spiritual orgasm when they
manage to do

somebody el se a bad turn. Her feud with M Boul ger
next door--a

one-sided affair, really, for poor M Boul ger was not
up to Ms

Creevy's fighting weight--was conducted ruthl essly,
with no quarter

gi ven or expected. So keen was Ms Creevy's pleasure
in scoring

of f M Boul ger that she was even willing to spend
noney on it

occasionally. A year ago M Boulger had witten to
the landlord

(each of themwas for ever witing to the |andl ord,
conpl ai ni ng

about the other's behaviour), to say that Ms
Creevy's kitchen

chi mey snoked into his back wi ndows, and woul d she
pl ease have it

hei ghtened two feet. The very day the landlord's
letter reached

her, Ms Creevy called in the bricklayers and had the
chi mey



lowered two feet. It cost her thirty shillings, but
it was worth

it. After that there had been the long guerrilla
canpai gn of

throwi ng things over the garden wall during the

ni ght, and Ms

Creevy had finally won with a dustbinful of wet ashes
thrown on to

M Boulger's bed of tulips. As it happened, Ms
Creevy won a neat

and bl oodl ess victory soon after Dorothy's arrival

Di scovering by

chance that the roots of M Boulger's plumtree had
grown under the

wal |l into her own garden, she pronptly injected a
whol e tin of

weed-killer into themand killed the tree. This was
remar kabl e as

bei ng the only occasi on when Dorothy ever heard Ms
Creevy | augh.

But Dorothy was too busy, at first, to pay nuch
attention to Ms

Creevy and her nasty characteristics. She saw quite
clearly that

Ms Creevy was an odi ous worman and that her own
position was

virtually that of a slave; but it did not greatly
worry her. Her

work was too absorbing, too all-inportant. In
conparison with it,

her own confort and even her future hardly seened to
natter.

It did not take her nore than a couple of days to get
her cl ass

into running order. It was curious, but though she
had no

experi ence of teaching and no preconceived theories
about it, yet

fromthe very first day she found hersel f, as though
by instinct,

rearrangi ng, schemng, innovating. There was so nuch



that was

crying out to be done. The first thing, obviously,
was to get rid

of the grisly routine of 'copies', and after
Dor ot hy' s second day

no nmore 'copies' were done in the class, in spite of
a sniff or two

fromMs Creevy. The handwiting | essons, also, were
cut down.

Dor ot hy woul d have |liked to do away wi th handwiting
| essons

altogether so far as the older girls were
concerned--it seened to

her ridiculous that girls of fifteen should waste
time in practising

copperpl ate--but Ms Creevy would not hear of it.

She seened to

attach an al nost superstitious value to handwiting

| essons. And

the next thing, of course, was to scrap the repul sive
Hundr ed Page

H story and the preposterous little 'readers'. It
woul d have been

wor se than useless to ask Ms Creevy to buy new books
for the

children, but on her first Saturday afternoon Dorothy
begged | eave

to go up to London, was grudgingly given it, and
spent two pounds

three shillings out of her precious four pounds ten
on a dozen

secondhand copi es of a cheap school edition of
Shakespeare, a big

second- hand atl as, sonme vol unes of Hans Andersen's
stories for the

younger children, a set of geonetrical instruments,
and two pounds

of plasticine. Wth these, and history books out of
the public

library, she felt that she could nake a start.

She had seen at a glance that what the chil dren nost
needed, and



what they had never had, was individual attention

So she began by

dividing themup into three separate classes, and so
arr angi ng

things that two |lots could be working by thensel ves
whi | e she 'went

t hrough' something with the third. It was difficult
at first,

especially with the younger girls, whose attention
wandered as soon

as they were left to thenselves, so that you could
never really

take your eyes off them And yet how wonderfully,
how unexpect edl vy,

nearly all of theminproved during those first few
weeks! For the

nost part they were not really stupid, only dazed by
a dull,

mechani cal rigmarole. For a week, perhaps, they
conti nued

unt eachabl e; and then, quite suddenly, their warped
l[ittle mnds

seened to spring up and expand |i ke dai sies when you
nove the

garden roller off them

Quite quickly and easily Dorothy broke themin to the
habi t of

thi nking for thensel ves. She got themto nake up
essays out of

their own heads instead of copying out drivel about
the birds

chanting on the boughs and the flowerets bursting
fromtheir buds.

She attacked their arithnetic at the foundati ons and
started the

little girls on nultiplication and piloted the ol der
ones t hrough

long division to fractions; she even got three of
themto the point

where there was talk of starting on decimals. She
taught themthe

first rudiments of French granmar in place of



' Passez-noi |le

beurre, s'il vous plait' and 'Le fils du jardinier a
perdu son

chapeau'. Finding that not a girl in the class knew
what any of

the countries of the world | ooked |ike (though
several of them knew

that Quito was the capital of Ecuador), she set them
to making a

| arge contour-map of Europe in plasticine, on a piece
of three-ply

wood, copying it in scale fromthe atlas. The
chi | dren adored

maki ng the map; they were always clanmpuring to be
allowed to go on

with it. And she started the whol e cl ass, except the
si X youngest

girls and Mavis W Iliams, the pothook specialist, on
r eadi ng

Macbeth. Not a child anmobng them had ever voluntarily
read anyt hi ng

in her life before, except perhaps the Grl's Omn
Paper; but they

took readily to Shakespeare, as all children do when
he is not nade

horrible with parsing and anal ysi ng.

H story was the hardest thing to teach them Dorothy
had not

realized till now how hard it is for children who
cone from poor

hones to have even a conception of what history
means. Every

upper -cl ass person, however ill-informed, grows up
with sonme notion

of history; he can visualize a Roman centurion, a
medi eval kni ght,

an ei ghteenth-century nobl eman; the ternms Antiquity,
M ddl e Ages,

Renai ssance, Industrial Revolution evoke sone

meani ng, even if a

confused one, in his mnd. But these children cane
from bookl ess



hones and from parents who woul d have | aughed at the
noti on that

t he past has any neaning for the present. They had
never heard of

Robi n Hood, never played at being Cavaliers and
Roundheads, never

wondered who built the English churches or what Fid.
Def. on a

penny stands for. There were just two historica
characters of

whom al | of them al nost wi thout exception, had
heard, and those

wer e Col unbus and Napol eon. Heaven knows
why- - per haps Col unbus and

Napol eon get into the newspapers a little oftener

t han nost

hi storical characters. They seenmed to have swelled
up in the

children's minds, |ike Tweedl edum and Tweedl edee,
till they bl ocked

out the whol e | andscape of the past. Asked when
notor-cars were

i nvented, one child, aged ten, vaguely hazarded,

" About a thousand

years ago, by Col unbus.'

Sone of the older girls, Dorothy discovered, had been
t hr ough the

Hundred Page Hi story as many as four tines, from
Boadi cea to the

first Jubilee, and forgotten practically every word
of it. Not

that that mattered greatly, for nmost of it was lies.
She started

t he whol e cl ass over again at Julius Caesar's

i nvasi on, and at

first she tried taking history books out of the
public library and

reading themaloud to the children; but that method
fail ed, because

t hey coul d understand nothing that was not expl ai ned
to themin

words of one or two syllables. So she did what she



could in her

own words and with her own inadequate know edge,
maki ng a sort of

par aphrase of what she read and delivering it to the
chil dren;

striving all the while to drive into their dul

l[ittle m nds sone

pi cture of the past, and what was al ways nore
difficult, sone

interest init. But one day a brilliant idea struck
her. She

bought a roll of cheap plain wallpaper at an

uphol sterer's shop

and set the children to making an historical chart.
They mar ked

the roll of paper into centuries and years, and stuck
scraps that

they cut out of illustrated papers--pictures of

kni ghts in arnour

and Spani sh gall eons and printing-presses and rail way
trains--at

the appropriate places. Pinned round the walls of
the room the

chart presented, as the scraps grew in number, a sort
of panor ana

of English history. The children were even fonder of
the chart

than of the contour map. They always, Dorothy found,
showed nore

intelligence when it was a question of MAKI NG
somet hi ng i nstead of

nmerely learning. There was even tal k of nmaking a
cont our map of

the world, four feet by four, in papiermache, if

Dor ot hy coul d ' get

round" Ms Creevy to allow the preparation of the
papi er mache- - a

nmessy process needi ng buckets of water

Ms Creevy watched Dorothy's innovations with a

j eal ous eye, but

she did not interfere actively at first. She was not
going to show



it, of course, but she was secretly amazed and
delighted to find

that she had got hold of an assistant who was
actually willing to

wor k.  When she saw Dorot hy spendi ng her own nmoney on
t ext books for

the children, it gave her the sane deli cious
sensation that she

woul d have had in bringing off a successful sw ndle.
She di d,

however, sniff and grunble at everything that Dorothy
did, and she

wasted a great deal of tine by insisting on what she
call ed

"thorough correction' of the girls' exercise books.
But her system

of correction, like everything else in the schoo
curriculum was

arranged with one eye on the parents. Periodically
the children

took their books home for their parents' inspection
and Ms Creevy

woul d never allow anything disparaging to be witten
in them

Not hi ng was to be marked 'bad' or crossed out or too
heavi |l y

underlined; instead, in the evenings, Dorothy
decorated the books,

under Ms Creevy's dictation, with nore or |ess

appl audi ng coment s

inredink. 'A very creditable perfornmance', and
'Excel lent! You

are nmaking great strides. Keep it up!' were Ms
Creevy's favourites.

Al the children in the school, apparently, were for
ever ' making

great strides'; in what direction they were striding
was not st at ed.
The parents, however, seened willing to swallow an

al nost unlimted
amount of this kind of thing.

There were times, of course, when Dorothy had trouble



with the

girls themselves. The fact that they were all of

di fferent ages

made themdifficult to deal with, and though they
were fond of her

and were very 'good' with her at first, they would
not have been

children at all if they had been invariably 'good
Soneti mes t hey

were | azy and sonetinmes they succunbed to that nost
damabl e vice

of schoolgirls--giggling. For the first few days
Dor ot hy was

greatly exercised over little Mavis WIliams, who was
st upi der than

one woul d have believed it possible for any child of
el even to be.

Dorothy could do nothing with her at all. At the
first attenpt to

get her to do anything beyond pot hooks a | ook of

al nost subhurman

bl ankness woul d conme into her wi de-set eyes.

Soneti mes, however,

she had tal kative fits in which she would ask the
nost amazi ng and

unanswer abl e questions. For instance, she woul d open
her 'reader’,

find one of the illustrations--the sagaci ous
El ephant, perhaps--and
ask Dor ot hy:

'Please, Mss, wass 'at thing there?" (She
m spronounced her words

in a curious manner.)

"That's an el ephant, Mavis.'

'Wass a el ephant ?

"An el ephant's a kind of wild animal."’

'"Wass a ani mal ?'



'"Wll--a dog's an animal .’
'WAss a dog?

And so on, nore or less indefinitely. About half-way
t hr ough the

fourth nmorning Mavis held up her hand and said with a
sly

pol i teness that ought to have put Dorothy on her
guar d:

'Please, Mss, may | be 'scused?
'Yes,' said Dorothy.

One of the bigger girls put up her hand, blushed, and
put her hand
down agai n as though too bashful to speak. On being

pronpt ed by
Dor ot hy, she sai d shamefacedly:

'"Please, Mss, Mss Strong didn't used to let Mavis
go to the

| avatory al one. She |ocks herself in and won't cone
out, and then

Ms Creevy gets angry, Mss.'

Dor ot hy di spatched a nmessenger, but it was too |ate.
Mavi s

remained in | atebra pudenda till twelve o' clock
Afterwards, Ms

Creevy explained privately to Dorothy that Mavis was
a congenital

idiot--or, as she put it, 'not right in the head'.

It was totally

i npossible to teach her anything. O course, Ms
Creevy didn't

'"let on' to Mavis's parents, who believed that their
child was only

' backward' and paid their fees regularly. Mavis was
quite easy to

deal with. You just had to give her a book and a
pencil and tell



her to draw pictures and be quiet. But Mais, a
child of habit,

drew not hi ng but pot hooks--remai ni ng qui et and
apparently happy for

hours together, with her tongue hanging out, amd
f est oons of

pot hooks.

But in spite of these minor difficulties, how well
everyt hi ng went

during those first few weeks! How om nously well,

i ndeed!  About

the tenth of Novenber, after much grunbling about the
price of

coal, Ms Creevy started to allow a fire in the
school room The

children's wits brightened noticeably when the room
was decently

warm And there were happy hours, sonetimes, when
the fire

crackled in the grate, and Ms Creevy was out of the
house, and the

children were working quietly and absorbedly at one
of the | essons

that were their favourites. Best of all was when the
two top

cl asses were readi ng Macbeth, the girls squeaking

br eat hl essly

t hrough the scenes, and Dorothy pulling themup to
make them

pronounce the words properly and to tell them who
Bellona's

bri degroom was and how w tches rode on broonsti cks;
and the girls

wanting to know, alnost as excitedly as though it had
been a

detective story, how Bi rnam Wod coul d possi bl e cone
t o Dunsi nane

and Macbeth be killed by a man who was not of wonman
born. Those

are the tines that make teaching worth while--the

ti mes when the

children's enthusiasmleaps up, |ike an answering



flame, to neet

your own, and sudden unl ooked-for gl eans of
intelligence reward

your earlier drudgery. No job is nore fascinating
than teaching if

you have a free hand at it. Nor did Dorothy know, as
yet, that

that "if' is one of the biggest '"ifs' in the world.

Her job suited her, and she was happy init. She
knew t he mi nds

of the children intimately by this tine, knew their
i ndi vi dual

peculiarities and the special stinulants that were
needed before

you could get themto think. She was nore fond of
them nore

interested in their devel opnent, nore anxious to do
her best for

them than she woul d have concei ved possible a short
whi | e ago.

The conpl ex, never-ended | abour of teaching filled
her life just as

the round of parish jobs had filled it at home. She
t hought and

dreaned of teaching; she took books out of the public
library and

studi ed theories of education. She felt that quite
willingly she

woul d go on teaching all her life, even at ten
shillings a week and

her keep, if it could always be like this. It was
her vocati on,

she thought.

Al most any job that fully occupied her would have
been a relief

after the horrible futility of the time of her
destitution. But

this was nore than a nmere job; it was--so it seened
to her--a

mssion, a life-purpose. Trying to awaken the dulled
m nds of



these children, trying to undo the swi ndle that had
been wor ked

upon themin the nane of education--that, surely, was
something to

whi ch she could give herself heart and soul ? So for
the time

being, in the interest of her work, she disregarded
the beastliness

of living in Ms Creevy's house, and quite forgot her
strange,

anomal ous position and the uncertainty of her future.

But of course, it could not | ast.

Not many weeks had gone by before the parents began
interfering

wi th Dorothy's programme of work. That--trouble with
t he parents--

is part of the regular routine of life in a private
school . Al

parents are tiresome froma teacher's point of view,
and the

parents of children at fourth-rate private school s
are utterly

i npossible. On the one hand, they have only the

di mest i dea of

what is neant by education; on the other hand, they
| ook on

'schooling' exactly as they | ook on a butcher's bil
or a grocer's

bill, and are perpetually suspicious that they are
bei ng cheat ed.
They bonbard the teacher with ill-witten notes

maki ng i npossi bl e

demands, which they send by hand and which the child
reads on the

way to school. At the end of the first fortnight
Mabel Bri ggs,



one of the nost promising girls in the class, brought
Dorot hy the
foll ow ng note:

Dear M ss,--Wuld you pl ease give Mabel a bit nore
ARl THVETI C? |

feel that what your giving her is not practacle
enough. Al these

maps and that. She wants practacle work, not al
this fancy stuff.

So nore ARI THVETIC, please. And remain,

Yours Faithfully,
Ceo. Briggs

P.S. Mbel says your tal king of starting her on
somet hi ng cal | ed

decimals. | don't want her taught decimals, | want
her taught

ARI THVETI C.

So Dorothy stopped Mabel 's geography and gave her
extra arithnetic

i nstead, whereat Mabel wept. Mre letters followed.
One | ady was

di sturbed to hear that her child was being given
Shakespeare to

read. 'She had heard', she wote, '"that this M
Shakespeare was a

witer of stage-plays, and was M ss MI I borough quite
certain that

he wasn't a very IMMORAL witer? For her own part
she had never so

much as been to the pictures in her life, let alone
to a stage-

pl ay, and she felt that even in READI NG st age- pl ays
there was a

very grave danger,' etc., etc. She gave way,
however, on being

i nforned that M Shakespeare was dead. This seened



to reassure

her. Another parent wanted nore attention to his
child's

handw i ting, and another thought French was a waste
of time; and

so it went on, until Dorothy's carefully arranged

ti me-tabl e was

alnmost in ruins. Ms Creevy gave her clearly to
under st and t hat

what ever the parents demanded she must do, or pretend
to do. In

many cases it was next door to inmpossible, for it

di sorgani zed

everything to have one child studying, for instance,
arithnetic

while the rest of the class were doing history or
geogr aphy. But

in private schools the parents' word is law.  Such
school s exi st,

like shops, by flattering their custonmers, and if a
parent want ed

his child taught nothing but cat's-cradle and the
cunei f orm

al phabet, the teacher would have to agree rather than
| ose a pupil.

The fact was that the parents were grow ng perturbed
by the tales

their children brought honme about Dorothy's methods.
They saw no

sense whatever in these newfangl ed i deas of naking
pl astici ne maps

and readi ng poetry, and the old nechanical routine
whi ch had so

horrified Dorothy struck them as em nently sensible.
They becamne

nore and nore restive, and their letters were
peppered with the

word 'practical', meaning in effect nore handwiting
| essons and

nore arithmetic. And even their notion of arithmetic
was limted

to addition, subtraction, nultiplication and



"practice', with long

division thrown in as a spectacul ar tour de force of
no real val ue.

Very few of them could have worked out a sumin

deci mal s t hensel ves,

and they were not particularly anxious for their
children to be able

to do so either.

However, if this had been all, there would probably
never have been

any serious trouble. The parents woul d have nagged
at Dorothy, as

all parents do; but Dorothy would finally have

| ear ned- - as, again,

all teachers finally learn--that if one showed a
certain anount of

tact one could safely ignore them But there was one
fact that was

absolutely certain to lead to trouble, and that was
the fact that

the parents of all except three children were
Nonconf or mi st s,

whereas Dorothy was an Anglican. It was true that
Dor ot hy had | ost

her faith--indeed, for two nonths past, in the press
of varying

adventures, had hardly thought either of her faith or
of its |oss.

But that made very little difference; Roman or
Angl i can, Dissenter,

Jew, Turk or infidel, you retain the habits of

t hought that you

have been brought up with. Dorothy, born and bred in
the precincts

of the Church, had no understanding of the
Nonconf or m st m nd.

Wth the best will in the world, she could not help
doi ng t hi ngs

that woul d cause offence to sonme of the parents.

Al nmost at the beginning there was a skirm sh over the
Scripture



| essons--twice a week the children used to read a
coupl e of

chapters fromthe Bible. dd Testanent and New

Test anent

alternatel y--several of the parents witing to say,
woul d M ss

M || borough pl ease NOT answer the children when they
asked

guestions about the Virgin Mary; texts about the
Virgin Mary were

to be passed over in silence, or, if possible, mssed
out

altogether. But it was Shakespeare, that inmora
witer, who

brought things to a head. The girls had worked their
way t hrough

Macbet h, pining to know how the w tches' prophecy was
to be

fulfilled. They reached the closing scenes. Birnam
Wod had cone

to Dunsi nane--that part was settled, anyway; now what
about the man

who was not of woman born? They came to the fatal
passage:

MACBETH: Thou | osest | abour

As easy may'st thou the intrenchant air

Wth thy keen sword inpress, as nmake ne bl eed:
Let fall thy blade on vul nerable crests,

| bear a charmed life, which nmust not yield
To one of woman born

MACDUFF: Despair thy charm

And |l et the Angel whomthou still hast served
Tell thee, Macduff was from his nother's wonb
Untimely ripp'd.

The girls | ooked puzzled. There was a nomentary
sil ence, and then
a chorus of voices round the room



' Pl ease, M ss, what does that nean?

Dor ot hy expl ai ned. She expl ai ned haltingly and

i ncompletely, with

a sudden horrid misgiving--a prenonition that this
was going to

lead to trouble--but still, she did explain. And
after that, of

course, the fun began

About half the children in the class went hone and
asked their

parents the nmeaning of the word 'wonb'. There was a
sudden

commotion, a flying to and fro of messages, an
electric thrill of

horror through fifteen decent Nonconform st hones.
That ni ght the

parents nust have held some kind of conclave, for the
foll owi ng

eveni ng, about the tine when school ended, a
deput ati on cal l ed upon

Ms Creevy. Dorothy heard themarriving by ones and
twos, and

guessed what was goi ng to happen. As soon as she had
di smi ssed the

children, she heard Ms Creevy call sharply down the
stairs:

'Come up here a minute, Mss MII borough!'

Dorothy went up, trying to control the trenbling of
her knees. In

t he gaunt draw ng-room Ms Creevy was standing grimy
besi de the

pi ano, and six parents were sitting round on
horsehair chairs like

acircle of inquisitors. There was the M Geo.

Bri ggs who had

witten the letter about Mabel's arithnetic--he was
an alert-

| ooki ng greengrocer with a dried-up, shrew sh

wi fe--and there was a



| arge, buffalo-like man with droopi ng noustaches and
a col ourl ess,

peculiarly FLAT wi fe who | ooked as though she had
been fl attened

out by the pressure of some heavy object--her
husband, perhaps.

The nanes of these two Dorothy did not catch. There
was also Ms

Wllians, the nother of the congenital idiot, a
smal |, dark, very

obt use woman who al ways agreed with the | ast speaker
and there was

a M Poynder, a conmercial traveller. He was a
youngi sh to m ddl e-

aged man with a grey face, mobile lips, and a bald
scal p across

whi ch sone strips of rather nasty-looking danp hair
were carefully

pl astered. |In honour of the parents' visit, a fire
conposed of

three large coals was sulking in the grate.

'"Sit down there, Mss MIIborough,' said Ms Creevy,
pointing to a

hard chair which stood |like a stool of repentance in
the middl e of

the ring of parents.

Dor ot hy sat down.

"And now,' said Ms Creevy, 'just you listen to what
M Poynder's
got to say to you.'

M Poynder had a great deal to say. The other
parents had

evidently chosen himas their spokesman, and he

tal ked till flecks

of yellow sh foam appeared at the corners of his
nmouth. And what

was remarkabl e, he managed to do it all--so nice was
his regard for

t he decenci es--w thout ever once repeating the word



t hat had caused
all the trouble.

"I feel that 1'mvoicing the opinion of all of us,
he said with

his facile bagman's el oquence, 'in saying that if
M ss M I I borough

knew that this play--Mcduff, or whatever its nane
i s--cont ai ned

such words as--well, such words as we're speaking
about, she never

ought to have given it to the children to read at
all. To my mnd

it's a disgrace that school books can be printed with
such words in

them |'msure if any of us had ever known that
Shakespear e was

that kind of stuff, we'd have put our foot down at
the start. It

surprises me, | must say. Only the other norning
was reading a

pi ece in my News Chronicle about Shakespeare being
the father of

English Literature; well, if that's Literature, let's
have a bit
LESS Literature, say I! | think everyone'll agree

with nme there.

And on the other hand, if Mss MIIborough didn't
know t hat the

word--well, the word I'mreferring to--was coning
she just ought

to have gone straight on and taken no notice when it
did cone.

There wasn't the slightest need to go explaining it
to them Just

tell themto keep quiet and not get asking
guestions--that's the

proper way with children.’

"But the children wouldn't have understood the play
if I hadn't

expl ai ned!' protested Dorothy for the third or fourth
time.



"OfF course they wouldn't! You don't seemto get ny
point, Mss

M1l borough! W don't want themto understand. Do
you think we

want themto go picking up dirty ideas out of books?
Quite enough

of that already with all these dirty filns and these
t wopenny

girls' papers that they get hold of--all these
filthy, dirty I ove-

stories with pictures of--well, | won't go into it.
W don't send

our children to school to have ideas put into their
heads. |'m

speaking for all the parents in saying this. W're
all of decent

Cod-fearing fol k--some of us are Baptists and sonme of
us are

Met hodi sts, and there's even one or two Church of
Engl and anong us;

but we can sink our differences when it cones to a
case like this--

and we try to bring our children up decent and save
them from

knowi ng anyt hi ng about the Facts of Life. |If | had
ny way, no

child--at any rate, no girl--would know anyt hi ng
about the Facts of

Life till she was twenty-one.'

There was a general nod fromthe parents, and the
buffal o-1i ke man

added, 'Yer, yer! I'mwth you there, M Poynder
Yer, yer!' deep

down in his inside.

After dealing with the subject of Shakespeare, M
Poynder added

some remarks about Dorothy's newfangled methods of
t eachi ng, which

gave M Geo. Briggs the opportunity to rap out from
tine to tine,



"That's it! Practical work--that's what we

want - - practi cal work!

Not all this messy stuff like po' try and maki ng maps
and sti cking

scraps of paper and such like. Gve 'ema good bit
of figuring and

handwiting and bother the rest. Practical work!
You' ve said it!'

This went on for about twenty minutes. At first
Dor ot hy att enpt ed

to argue, but she saw Ms Creevy angrily shaking her
head at her

over the buffalo-like man's shoul der, which she
rightly took as a

signal to be quiet. By the time the parents had
finished they had

reduced Dorothy very nearly to tears, and after this
t hey nade

ready to go. But Ms Creevy stopped them

"JUST a minute, |adies and gentlenen,' she said.
'Now t hat you' ve

all had your say--and I'msure |'mnost glad to give
you t he

opportunity--1'd just like to say a little something
on nmy own

account. Just to nake things clear, in case any of
you ni ght think

I _was to blame for this nasty business that's
happened. And YQU

stay here too, Mss MIIborough!' she added.

She turned on Dorothy, and, in front of the parents,
gave her a

venomous 'tal king to' which | asted upwards of ten

m nutes. The

burden of it all was that Dorothy had brought these
dirty books

into the house behind her back; that it was nonstrous
treachery and

ingratitude; and that if anything like it happened
agai n, out



Dorothy would go with a week's wages in her pocket.
She rubbed it

inand in and in. Phrases like 'girl that |I've taken
into ny

house', 'eating ny bread', and even 'living on ny
charity'

recurred over and over again. The parents sat round
wat chi ng, and

in their crass faces--faces not harsh or evil, only
bl unt ed by

i gnorance and nean virtues--you could see a sol em
approval, a

sol emn pleasure in the spectacle of sin rebuked.
Dor ot hy

understood this; she understood that it was necessary
that Ms

Creevy should give her her "talking to'" in front of
the parents, so

that they mght feel that they were getting their
nmoney's worth and

be satisfied. But still, as the stream of nean,

cruel reprinmand

went on and on, such anger rose in her heart that she
could with

pl easure have stood up and struck Ms Creevy across
the face.

Agai n and again she thought, 'l won't stand it, |
won't stand it

any longer! 1'll tell her what | think of her and
then wal k

straight out of the house!'" But she did nothing of
the kind. She

saw Wi th dreadful clarity the hel pl essness of her
position.

What ever happened, whatever insults it meant
swal | owi ng, she had

got to keep her job. So she sat still, with pink
humi | i ated face,

amd the circle of parents, and presently her anger
turned to

m sery, and she realized that she was going to begin
crying if she

did not struggle to prevent it. But she realized



too, that if she

began crying it would be the last straw and the
parents woul d

demand her dismissal. To stop herself, she dug her
nails so hard

into the palnms that afterwards she found that she had
drawn a few

drops of bl ood.

Presently the 'talking to' wore itself out in
assurances from Ms

Creevy that this should never happen again and that
t he of f endi ng

Shakespeares should be burnt inmediately. The
parents were now

satisfied. Dorothy had had her | esson and woul d
doubt | ess profit

by it; they did not bear her any malice and were not
consci ous of

havi ng humiliated her. They said good-bye to Ms
Creevy, said

good- bye rather nore coldly to Dorothy, and departed.
Dor ot hy al so

rose to go, but Ms Creevy signed to her to stay
where she was.

"Just you wait a mnute,' she said om nously as the
parents |left

the room 'l haven't finished yet, not by a | ong way
| haven't.'

Dor ot hy sat down again. She felt very weak at the
knees, and

nearer to tears than ever. Ms Creevy, having shown
the parents

out by the front door, canme back with a bow of water
and threwit

over the fire--for where was the sense of burning
good coal s after

t he parents had gone? Dorothy supposed that the
"talking to' was

going to begin afresh. However, Ms Creevy's wath
seened to have



cool ed--at any rate, she had laid aside the air of
outraged virtue

that it had been necessary to put on in front of the
parents.

"I just want to have a bit of a talk with you, M ss
M || bor ough,

she said. 'It's about tine we got it settled once
and for all how

this school's going to be run and how it's not going
to be run.’

'Yes,' said Dorothy.

"Well, I'lIl be straight with you. Wen you cane here
| could see

with half an eye that you didn't know the first thing
about school -

teaching; but | wouldn't have minded that if you'd
just had a bit

of comron sense |like any other girl would have had.
Only it seens

you hadn't. | let you have your own way for a week
or two, and the

first thing you do is to go and get all the parents
backs up.

Vell, I"'mnot going to have THAT over again. From
now on |' m goi ng

to have things done MY way, not YOUR way. Do you
under st and t hat ?'

'Yes,' said Dorothy again.

"You're not to think as | can't do w thout you
m nd,' proceeded

Ms Creevy. 'l can pick up teachers at two a penny
any day of the

week, MA s and B.A's and all. Only the MA s and
B.A s nostly

take to drink, or else they--well, no matter
what--and | will say

for you you don't seemto be given to the drink or
anyt hing of that



kind. | dare say you and me can get on all right if
you' Il drop

t hese new fangl ed i deas of yours and understand
what's neant by

practical school-teaching. So just you listen to ne.'

Dorothy listened. Wth admirable clarity, and with a
cyni ci smt hat

was all the nore disgusting because it was utterly
unconsci ous, Ms

Creevy explained the technique of the dirty swi ndle
that she called

practical school -teaching.

'What you've got to get hold of once and for all,"’
she began, 'is

that there's only one thing that matters in a school
and that's

the fees. As for all this stuff about "devel opi ng
the children's

m nds", as you call it, it's neither here nor there.
It's the fees

I'mafter, not DEVELOPING THE CHI LDREN S M NDS
After all, it's no

nore than common sense. It's not to be supposed as
anyone'd go to

all the trouble of keeping school and having the
house turned

upsi de down by a pack of brats, if it wasn't that
there's a bit of

nmoney to be made out of it. The fees cone first, and
everyt hi ng

el se cones afterwards. Didn't | tell you that the
very first day

you cane here?'

"Yes,' admitted Dorothy hunbly.

"Well, then, it's the parents that pay the fees, and
it's the

parents you've got to think about. Do what the
parents want - -

that's our rule here. | dare say all this messing



about with

pl astici ne and paper-scraps that you go in for
doesn't do the

children any particular harm but the parents don't
want it, and

there's an end of it. WelIl, there's just two

subj ects that they DO

want their children taught, and that's handwiting
and arithnetic.

Especially handwiting. That's sonething they CAN
see the sense

of. And so handwiting's the thing you ve got to
keep on and on

at. Plenty of nice neat copies that the girls can
take hone, and

that the parents'|| show off to the nei ghbours and
give us a bit of
a free advert. | want you to give the children two

hours a day
just at handwiting and nothing el se.’

"Two hours a day just at handwiting,' repeated
Dor ot hy obedi ently.

"Yes. And plenty of arithnetic as well. The parents
are very keen

on arithmetic: especially noney-sunms. Keep your eye
on the parents

all the tine. |If you nmeet one of themin the street,
get hold of

them and start talking to them about their own girl
Make out that

she's the best girl in the class and that if she
stays just three

terms | onger she'll be working wonders. You see what
I mean?

Don't go and tell themthere's no roomfor

i mprovenent; because if

you tell them THAT, they generally take their girls
away. Just

three terns longer--that's the thing to tell them
And when you

make out the end of termreports, just you bring them



to ne and | et
me have a good look at them | like to do the
mar ki ng nysel f.'

Ms Creevy's eye net Dorothy's. She had perhaps been
about to say

that she always arranged the marks so that every girl
came out

somewhere near the top of the class; but she

refrai ned. Dorothy

could not answer for a moment. CQutwardly she was
subdued, and very

pal e, but in her heart were anger and deadly
repul si on agai nst

whi ch she had to struggle before she coul d speak

She had no

t hought, however, of contradicting Ms Creevy. The
"talking to'

had quite broken her spirit. She mastered her voice,
and sai d:

'"I"'mto teach nothing but handwiting and
arithmetic--is that it?

"Well, | didn't say that exactly. There's plenty of
ot her subjects

that | ook well on the prospectus. French, for

i nstance- - French

| ooks VERY well on the prospectus. But it's not a
subj ect you want

to waste nuch time over. Don't go filling them up
with a [ot of

grammar and syntax and verbs and all that. That kind
of stuff

doesn't get them anywhere so far as _|_ can see

Gve thema bit

of "Parley vous Francey", and "Passey noi |e beurre"
and so forth

that's a lot nore use than grammar. And then there's
Latin--I

al ways put Latin on the prospectus. But | don't
suppose you're

very great on Latin, are you?



'"No,' adnitted Dorothy.

"Well, it doesn't matter. You won't have to teach
it. None of QUR

parents'd want their children to waste tine over
Latin. But they

like to see it on the prospectus. It |ooks classy.
O course

there's a whole |l ot of subjects that we can't
actual ly teach, but

we have to advertise themall the sane. Book-keeping
and typing

and shorthand, for instance; besides nusic and
dancing. It all

| ooks well on the prospectus.'

"Arithmetic, handwiting, French--is there anything
el se?" Dor ot hy
sai d.

"Ch, well, history and geography and English
Literature, of course

But just drop that map-maki ng busi ness at once--it's
not hi ng but

waste of tine. The best geography to teach is lists
of capitals.

Get themso that they can rattle off the capitals of
all the

English counties as if it was the nultiplication
table. Then

t hey' ve got something to show for what they've

| earnt, anyway. And

as for history, keep on with the Hundred Page History
of Britain.

I won't have them taught out of those big history
books you keep

bringing honme fromthe library. 1 opened one of

t hose books the

other day, and the first thing | saw was a piece
where it said the

Engl i sh had been beaten in some battle or other.
There's a nice



thing to go teaching children! The parents won't
stand for THAT
kind of thing, | can tell you!'

"And Literature? said Dorothy.

"Well, of course they've got to do a bit of reading,
and | can't

t hi nk why you wanted to turn up your nose at those
nice little

readers of ours. Keep on with the readers. They're
a bit old, but

they're quite good enough for a pack of children, |
shoul d have

thought. And | suppose they nmight as well learn a
few pi eces of

poetry by heart. Some of the parents |like to hear
their children

say a piece of poetry. "The Boy stood on the Burning
Deck"--that's

a very good piece--and then there's "The Weck of the
St eaner" - -

now, what was that ship called? "The Weck of the
St eaner

Hesperus". A little poetry doesn't hurt now and
again. But don't

| et's have any nore SHAKESPEARE, pl ease!’

Dorothy got no tea that day. It was now | ong past
tea-tinme, but

when Ms Creevy had finished her harangue she sent
Dor ot hy away

wi t hout sayi ng anything about tea. Perhaps this was
alittle extra

puni shent for |'affaire Macbeth.

Dor ot hy had not asked pernission to go out, but she
did not feel

that she could stay in the house any | onger. She got
her hat and

coat and set out down the ill-lit road, for the
public library. It

was | ate into Novenber. Though the day had been danp



t he ni ght

wi nd bl ew sharply, like a threat, through the al nost
naked trees,

maki ng the gas-lamps flicker in spite of their glass
chi meys, and

stirring the sodden plane | eaves that littered the
pavenent .

Dor ot hy shivered slightly. The raw wi nd sent through
her a bone-

deep menory of the cold of Trafal gar Square. And

t hough she did

not actually think that if she lost her job it would
nmean goi ng

back to the sub-world from which she had
conme--indeed, it was not

so desperate as that; at the worst her cousin or
somebody el se

woul d help her--still, Ms Creevy's 'talking to' had
made Tr af al gar

Square seem suddenly very nuch nearer. It had driven
into her a

far deeper understandi ng than she had had before of

t he great

nodern commandment --t he el eventh commandnent whi ch
has w ped out
all the others: 'Thou shalt not |ose thy job.'

But as to what Ms Creevy had said about 'practical
school -

teaching', it had been no nore than a realistic
facing of the

facts. She had nerely said al oud what nost people in
her position

t hi nk but never say. Her oft-repeated phrase, 'It's
the fees I'm

after', was a notto that m ght be--indeed, ought to
be--witten

over the doors of every private school in England.

There are, by the way, vast nunbers of private
school s i n Engl and.

Second-rate, third-rate, and fourth-rate (R ngwood
House was a



speci men of the fourth-rate school), they exist by
the dozen and

the score in every London suburb and every provincial
town. At

any given nonment there are sonewhere in the

nei ghbour hood of ten

t housand of them of which |ess than a thousand are
subject to

CGovernment inspection. And though sone of themare
better than

others, and a certain nunber, probably, are better
than the counci

schools with which they conpete, there is the sane
fundanent al evil

inall of them that is, that they have ultimtely no
pur pose

except to nake nobney. Often, except that there is
nothing ill ega

about them they are started in exactly the sane
spirit as one

woul d start a brothel or a bucket shop. Some snuffy
little man of

business (it is quite usual for these schools to be
owned by peopl e

who don't teach thensel ves) says one norning to his
wife:

"Enma, | got a notion! \Wat you say to us two
keepi ng school, eh?

There's plenty of cash in a school, you know, and
there ain't the

same work in it as what there is in a shop or a pub
Besi des, you

don't risk nothing; no over'ead to worry about, 'cept
j est your

rent and few desks and a bl ackboard. But we'll do it
in style.

Get in one of these Oxford and Canbridge chaps as is
out of a job

and' || come cheap, and dress 'imup in a gown
and- - what do they

call themlittle square "ats with tassels on top?
That 'ud fetch



the parents, eh? You jest keep your eyes open and
see if you can't

pi ck on a good district where there's not too nany on
t he sanme gane

al ready.'

He chooses a situation in one of those middle-class
districts where

the people are too poor to afford the fees of a
decent school and

too proud to send their children to the counci
school s, and 'sets

up'. By degrees he works up a connexion in very nuch
the same

manner as a milkman or a greengrocer, and if he is
astute and

tactful and has not too many conpetitors, he nakes
hi s few hundreds

a year out of it.

O course, these schools are not all alike. Not
every principal is

a grasping | owm nded shrew |like Ms Creevy, and
there are plenty

of school s where the atnosphere is kindly and decent
and the

teaching is as good as one could reasonably expect
for fees of five

pounds a term On the other hand, sonme of themare
crying

scandal s. Later on, when Dorothy got to know one of
the teachers

at anot her private school in Southbridge, she heard
tal es of

school s that were worse by far than R ngwood House
She heard of a

cheap boardi ng- school where travelling actors dunped
their children

as one dunps luggage in a railway cl oakroom and
where the children

simply veget ated, doing absolutely nothing, reaching
t he age of

si xteen without |learning to read; and another schoo



where the days

passed in a perpetual riot, with a broken-down old
hack of a naster

chasing the boys up and down and sl ashing at them
with a cane, and

t hen suddenly coll apsing and weeping with his head on
a desk, while

t he boys | aughed at him So | ong as schools are run
primarily for

nmoney, things like this will happen. The expensive
private school s

to which the rich send their children are not, on the
surface, so

bad as the others, because they can afford a proper
staff, and the

Publi ¢ School exani nation system keeps themup to the
mar k; but

t hey have the same essential taint.

It was only later, and by degrees, that Dorothy

di scovered these

facts about private schools. At first, she used to
suffer from an

absurd fear that one day the school inspectors would
descend upon

Ri ngwood House, find out what a shamand a swindle it
all was, and

rai se the dust accordingly. Later on, however, she
| earned that

this could never happen. Ri ngwood House was not
'recogni zed', and

therefore was not liable to be inspected. One day a
Gover nnment

i nspector did, indeed, visit the school, but beyond
nmeasuring the

di mensi ons of the schoolroomto see whether each girl
had her right

nunber of cubic feet of air, he did nothing; he had
no power to do

more. Only the tiny minority of 'recognized

school s--1ess than

one in ten--are officially tested to deci de whet her
they keep up a



reasonabl e educational standard. As for the others,
they are free

to teach or not teach exactly as they choose. No one
controls or

i nspects them except the children's parents--the
blind I eadi ng the

bl i nd.

Next day Dorothy began altering her progranme in
accordance with

Ms Creevy's orders. The first |lesson of the day was
handwr i ti ng,

and the second was geography.

"That'll do, girls,' said Dorothy as the funereal
cl ock struck ten.
"We' || start our geography | esson now. '

The girls flung their desks open and put their hated
copybooks away

wi th audi ble sighs of relief. There were murmurs of
' Qo, jography!

Good!" It was one of their favourite I essons. The
two girls who

were 'nonitors' for the week, and whose job it was to
clean the

bl ackboard, collect exercise books and so forth
(children will

fight for the privilege of doing jobs of that kind),
| eapt from

their places to fetch the hal f-finished contour nmap
that stood

against the wall. But Dorothy stopped them

"Wit a monent. Sit down, you two. W aren't going
to go on with
the map this norning.'



There was a cry of dismay. 'OCh, Mss! Wy can't we,
M ss? PLEASE
let's go on with it!’

"No. I'mafraid we've been wasting a little too nuch
time over the

map lately. W're going to start |earning some of
the capital s of

the English counties. | want every girl in the class
to know t he

whol e ot of themby the end of the term

The children's faces fell. Dorothy sawit, and added
with an

attenpt at brightness--that hollow, undeceiving

bri ght ness of a

teacher trying to pal moff a boring subject as an

i nteresting one:

"Just think how pl eased your parents will be when

t hey can ask you

the capital of any county in England and you can tel
it them'

The children were not in the | east taken in. They
withed at the
nauseous prospect.

' Ch, CAPITALS! Learning CAPITALS! That's just what
we used to do
with Mss Strong. Please, Mss, WHY can't we go on
with the map?

'Now don't argue. Get your notebooks out and take
t hem down as

give themto you. And afterwards we'll say them all
t oget her .

Rel uctantly, the children fished out their notebooks,
stil

groaning. 'Please, Mss, can we go on with the map
NEXT ti ne?'



'l don't know. We'Il see.’

That afternoon the map was renoved fromthe

school room and Ms

Creevy scraped the plasticine off the board and threw
it anay. It

was the same with all the other subjects, one after
another. Al

t he changes that Dorothy had nmade were undone. They
went back to

the routine of interm nable 'copies' and interm nable
'practice'

sums, to the | earning parrot-fashion of 'Passez-noi
le beurre' and

"Le fils du jardinier a perdu son chapeau', to the
Hundr ed Page

H story and the insufferable little 'reader'. (Ms
Creevy had

i mpounded t he Shakespeares, ostensibly to burn them
The

probability was that she had sold them) Two hours a
day were set

apart for handwiting | essons. The two depressing

pi eces of bl ack

paper, whi ch Dorothy had taken down fromthe wall
were repl aced,

and their proverbs witten upon them afresh in neat
copper pl at e.

As for the historical chart, Ms Creevy took it away
and burnt it.

Wien the children saw the hated | essons, from which
t hey had

t hought to have escaped for ever, com ng back upon
t hem one by one,

they were first astoni shed, then m serable, then
sul ky. But it was

far worse for Dorothy than for the children. After
only a couple

of days the rigmarol e through which she was obliged
to drive them

so nauseated her that she began to doubt whether she
could go on



with it any longer. Again and again she toyed with
the idea of

di sobeying Ms Creevy. Wy not, she would think, as
the children

whi ned and groaned and sweated under their mserable
bondage- - why

not stop it and go back to proper |essons, even if it
was only for

an hour or two a day? Wy not drop the whole
pretence of |essons

and sinply let the children play? It would be so
much better for

themthan this. Let themdraw pictures or nake
somet hi ng out of

pl asticine or begin making up a fairy tal e--anything
REAL, anyt hi ng

that would interest them instead of this dreadfu
nonsense. But

she dared not. At any nonent Ms Creevy was |iable
to cone in, and

if she found the children 'nessing about' instead of
getting on

with their routine work, there would be fearful
trouble. So

Dor ot hy hardened her heart, and obeyed Ms Creevy's
instructions to

the letter, and things were very nmuch as they had
been before M ss

Strong was 'taken bad'.

The | essons reached such a pitch of boredomthat the
bri ght est spot

in the week was M Booth's so-called chem stry

| ecture on Thur sday

afternoons. M Booth was a seedy, trenul ous man of
about fifty,

with | ong, wet, cowdung-col oured noustaches. He had
been a Public

School naster once upon a time, but nowadays he nade
j ust enough

for alife of chronic sub-drunkenness by delivering
| ectures at two

and sixpence a time. The lectures were unrelieved



drivel. Even in

his pal mi est days M Booth had not been a
particularly brilliant

| ecturer, and now, when he had had his first go of
deliriumtrenens

and lived in a daily dread of his second, what

chem cal know edge

he had ever had was fast deserting him He would
stand dithering

in front of the class, saying the same thing over and
over again

and trying vainly to renenber what he was talking
about. ' Renenber,

girls,” he would say in his husky, would-be fatherly
voi ce, 'the

nunber of the elements is ninety-three--ninety-three
el enent s,

girls--you all of you know what an elenment is, don't
you?--there are

just ninety-three of them-remenber that nunber,
girls--ninety-

three,' until Dorothy (she had to stay in the
school room during the

chem stry | ectures, because Ms Creevy considered
that it DIDN T DO

to leave the girls alone with a man) was m serabl e
with vicarious

shame. Al the lectures started with the

ni nety-three el enents, and

never got very much further. There was also talk of
'a very

interesting little experinment that |I'mgoing to
perform for you next

week, girls--very interesting you'll find it--we'll
have it next
week without fail--a very interesting little

experiment', which

needl ess to say, was never perfornmed. M Booth
possessed no chemnica

apparatus, and his hands were far too shaky to have
used it even if

he had had any. The girls sat through his |ectures
in a suety



stupor of boredom but even he was a wel cone change
from handw i ting
| essons.

The children were never quite the sane with Dorothy
after the

parents' visit. They did not change all in a day, of
course. They

had grown to be fond of 'old MIlie', and they
expected that after

a day or two of tormenting themw th handwiting and
' commer ci al

arithmetic' she would go back to sonething
interesting. But the

handwiting and arithmetic went on, and the

popul arity Dorothy had

enj oyed, as a teacher whose | essons weren't boring
and who didn't

slap you, pinch you, or tw st your ears, gradually
vani shed.

Moreover, the story of the row there had been over
Macbet h was not

long in | eaking out. The children grasped that old
MIlie had done

somet hi ng wong--they didn't exactly know what - -and
had been gi ven

a 'talking to'. It lowered her in their eyes. There
is no dealing

with children, even with children who are fond of
you, unless you

can keep your prestige as an adult; let that prestige
be once

damaged, and even the best-hearted children wll
despi se you.

So they began to be naughty in the nornal,

traditional way.

Bef ore, Dorothy had only had to deal w th occasional

| azi ness,

out bursts of noise and silly giggling fits; now there
were spite

and deceitfulness as well. The children revolted
ceasel essly



against the horrible routine. They forgot the short
weeks when ol d

MIllie had seened quite a good sort and school itself
had seened

rather fun. Now, school was sinply what it had

al ways been, and

what indeed you expected it to be--a place where you
sl acked and

yawned and whiled the time away by pinching your

nei ghbour and

trying to make the teacher | ose her tenper, and from
whi ch you

burst with a yell of relief the instant the | ast

| esson was over.

Sonetimes they sul ked and had fits of crying,

someti mes they argued

in the maddeni ng persistent way that children have,
"VHY should we

do this? WHY does anyone have to learn to read and
wite? over

and over again, until Dorothy had to stand over them
and silence

themw th threats of blows. She was grow ng al nost
habi tual |y

irritable nowadays; it surprised and shocked her, but
she coul d not

stop it. Every norning she vowed to hersel f, 'Today
I will NOT

| ose ny tenper', and every norning, wth depressing
regularity, she

DID | ose her temper, especially at about half past

el even when the

children were at their worst. Nothing in the world
is quite so

irritating as dealing with nutinous children. Sooner
or |ater,

Dor ot hy knew, she would | ose control of herself and
begin hitting

them It seemed to her an unforgivable thing to do,
to hit a

child; but nearly all teachers come to it in the end.
It was

i mpossi ble now to get any child to work except when



your eye was
upon it. You had only to turn your back for an

i nstant and

bl otti ng- paper pellets were flying to and fro.
Neverthel ess, with

ceasel ess slave-driving the children's handwiting
and ' conmercia

arithmetic' did certainly show some inprovenent, and
no doubt the

parents were satisfied.

The [ ast few weeks of the termwere a very bad tine.
For over a

fortnight Dorothy was quite penniless, for Ms Creevy
had told her

that she couldn't pay her her termis wages 'till sone
of the fees

cane in'. So she was deprived of the secret slabs of
chocol at e

t hat had kept her going, and she suffered froma
per petual slight

hunger that made her languid and spiritless. There
wer e | eaden

nmor ni ngs when the mnutes dragged |ike hours, when
she struggl ed

with herself to keep her eyes away fromthe clock,
and her heart

sickened to think that beyond this | esson there

| oomed anot her j ust

like it, and nore of them and nore, stretching on
into what seened

like a dreary eternity. Wrse yet were the tines
when the children

were in their noisy mood and it needed a constant
exhausting effort

of the will to keep them under control at all; and
beyond the wall,

of course, lurked Ms Creevy, always |istening,

al ways ready to

descend upon the schoolroom wench the door open
and gl are round

the roomwi th 'Now then! What's all this noise
about, please?" and



the sack in her eye.

Dorothy was fully awake, now, to the beastliness of
living in Ms

Creevy's house. The filthy food, the cold, and the

| ack of baths

seenmed nmuch nore inportant than they had seened a
little while ago.

Mor eover, she was beginning to appreciate, as she had
not done when

the joy of her work was fresh upon her, the utter

| onel i ness of her

position. Neither her father nor M Wrburton had
witten to her,

and in two nonths she had nmade not a single friend in
Sout hbri dge.

For anyone so situated, and particularly for a woman,
it is all but

i npossible to make friends. She had no noney and no
honme of her

own, and outside the school her sole places of refuge
were the

public library, on the few eveni ngs when she coul d
get there, and

church on Sunday nornings. She went to church

regul arly, of

course--Ms Creevy had insisted on that. She had
settled the

qgquestion of Dorothy's religious observances at

br eakfast on her

first Sunday norning.

"I"ve just been wondering what Place of Wirship you
ought to go

to,' she said. 'I suppose you were brought up C. of
E., weren't

you?'

'Yes,' said Dorothy.
"Hm well. | can't quite nmake up ny mnd where to

send you.
There's St CGeorge's--that's the C. of E.--and there's



t he Bapti st

Chapel where | go nyself. Modst of our parents are
Nonconf or mi st s,

and | don't know as they'd quite approve of a C of
E. teacher.

You can't be too careful with the parents. They had
a bit of a

scare two years ago when it turned out that the
teacher | had then

was actually a Roman Catholic, if you please! O
course she kept

it dark as long as she could, but it came out in the
end, and three

of the parents took their children away. | got rid
of her the sane

day as | found it out, naturally.’

Dor ot hy was silent.

"Still," went on Ms Creevy, 'we HAVE got three C. of
E. pupils,

and | don't know as the Church connexion mghtn't be
wor ked up a

bit. So perhaps you'd better risk it and go to St
Ceorge's. But

you want to be a bit careful, you know. [I'mtold St
Ceorge's is

one of these churches where they go in for a lot of
bowi ng and

scraping and crossing yourself and all that. W' ve
got two parents

that are Plynouth Brothers, and they'd throwa fit if
t hey heard

you' d been seen crossing yourself. So don't go and
do THAT,

what ever you do.'

"Very well,' said Dorothy.

"And just you keep your eyes well open during the
sernon. Have a

good | ook round and see if there's any young girls in
t he



congregation that we could get hold of. If you see
any likely

| ooki ng ones, get on to the parson afterwards and try
and find out

their names and addresses.'

So Dorothy went to St George's. It was a shade

' Hi gher' than St

At hel stan's had been; chairs, not pews, but no

i ncense, and the

vicar (his name was M CGore-WIllians) wore a plain
cassock and

surplice except on festival days. As for the
services, they were

so |like those at honme that Dorothy could go through
them and utter

all the responses at the right nmoment, in a state of
t he conpl et est

abstraction.

There was never a nmonent when the power of worship
returned to her.

I ndeed, the whol e concept of worship was neani ngl ess
to her now

her faith had vani shed, utterly and irrevocably. It
is a

nmysterious thing, the loss of faith--as nysterious as
faith itself.

Like faith, it is ultimtely not rooted in logic; it
is a change in

the climate of the mind. But however little the
church services

m ght mean to her, she did not regret the hours she
spent in

church. On the contrary, she | ooked forward to her
Sunday nor ni ngs

as bl essed interludes of peace; and that not only
because Sunday

nmorning neant a respite fromMs Creevy's prying eye
and naggi ng

voi ce. In another and deeper sense the atnosphere of
the church

was soot hing and reassuring to her. For she



perceived that in all

t hat happens in church, however absurd and cowardly
its supposed

purpose may be, there is sonething--it is hard to
define, but

somet hi ng of decency, of spiritual coneliness--that
is not easily

found in the world outside. It seened to her that
even though you

no |l onger believe, it is better to go to church than
not; better to

follow in the ancient ways, than to drift in rootless
freedom She

knew very well that she would never again be able to
utter a prayer

and mean it; but she knew also that for the rest of
her life she

nmust continue with the observances to which she had
been bred.

Just this nuch remained to her of the faith that had
once, like the

bones in a living frame, held all her life together

But as yet she did not think very deeply about the

| oss of her

faith and what it might nmean to her in the future
She was too

busy nerely existing, nerely struggling to make her
nerves hold out

for the rest of that miserable term For as the term
drew to an

end, the job of keeping the class in order grew nore
and nore

exhausting. The girls behaved atrociously, and they
were all the

bitterer agai nst Dorothy because they had once been
fond of her.

She had deceived them they felt. She had started
of f by being

decent, and now she had turned out to be just a
beastly ol d teacher

like the rest of them-a nasty old beast who kept on
and on with



those awful handwiting | essons and snapped your head
off if you so

much as nade a bl ot on your book. Dorothy caught

t hem eyei ng her

face, sonetines, with the al oof, cruel scrutiny of
children. They

had t hought her pretty once, and now they thought her
ugly, old,

and scraggy. She had grown, indeed, nuch thinner

si nce she had

been at Ri ngwood House. They hated her now, as they
had hated al

their previous teachers.

Sonetimes they baited her quite deliberately. The
ol der and nore

intelligent girls understood the situation well
enough- - under st ood

that MIlie was under old Creevy's thunb and that she
got dropped

on afterwards when they had been maki ng too nuch

noi se; sonetinmes

they made all the noise they dared, just so as to
bring old Creevy

i n and have the pl easure of watching MIlie's face
while old Creevy

told her off. There were tines when Dorothy could
keep her tenper

and forgive themall they did, because she realized
that it was

only a healthy instinct that nade them rebel against
the | oat hsone

nmonot ony of their work. But there were other tinmes
when her nerves

were nore on edge than usual, and when she | ooked
round at the

score of silly little faces, grinning or mutinous,
and found it

possible to hate them Children are so blind, so
sel fish, so

nmercil ess. They do not know when they are tornenting
you past

bearing, and if they did know they would not care.



You may do your

very best for them you may keep your temper in
situations that

would try a saint, and yet if you are forced to bore
t hem and

oppress them they will hate you for it w thout ever
aski ng

t hensel ves whether it is you who are to blame. How
true--when you

happen not to be a school -teacher yourself--how true
those often-

quoted |ines sound--

Under a cruel eye outworn
The little ones spend the day
I n sighing and di smay!

But when you yourself are the cruel eye outworn, you
realize that
there is another side to the picture.

The [ ast week canme, and the dirty farce of 'exans',
was carried

t hrough. The system as explained by Ms Creevy, was
quite sinple.

You coached the children in, for exanple, a series of
suns unti |

you were quite certain that they could get them
right, and then set

them the same suns as an arithmetic paper before they
had tine to

forget the answers; and so with each subject in turn.
The

children's papers were, of course, sent hone for
their parents’

i nspection. And Dorothy wote the reports under Ms
Creevy's

dictation, and she had to wite 'excellent' so many
tinmes that--as

somet i nes happens when you wite a word over and over
agai n- - she



forgot how to spell it and began witing in
'excelent', 'exsellent',
"ecsellent', 'eccelent'.

The | ast day passed in fearful tumults. Not even Ms
Cr eevy

hersel f could keep the children in order. By m dday
Dorot hy' s

nerves were in rags, and Ms Creevy gave her a
"talking to' in

front of the seven children who stayed to dinner. In
t he afternoon

t he noi se was worse than ever, and at |ast Dorothy,
over cone,

appealed to the girls alnost tearfully to stop

"Grls!" she called out, raising her voice to nake
hersel f heard

through the din. 'PLEASE stop it, PLEASE! You're
behavi ng

horribly to me. Do you think it's kind to go on I|ike
t hi s?'

That was fatal, of course. Never, never, never throw
yoursel f on

the nercy of a child!l There was an instant's hush,
and then one

child cried out, loudly and derisively, '"MIIl-iee!"
The next

nmonent the whol e class had taken it up, even the

i mbecil e Mvi s,

chanting all together "MIl-iee! MII-iee!

MIl-iee!" At that,

somet hing within Dorothy seened to snap. She paused
for an

i nstant, picked out the girl who was maki ng the nost
noi se, wal ked

up to her, and gave her a snmack across the ear al npst
as hard as

she could hit. Happily it was only one of the

" medi um payers'



On the first day of the holidays Dorothy received a
letter fromM
War bur t on.

My Dear Dorothy [he wrote],--O should I call you
Ellen, as |

understand that is your new nane? You mnust, | am
afraid, have

thought it very heartless of me not to have witten
sooner, but |

assure you that it was not until ten days ago that |
even heard

anyt hi ng about our supposed escapade. | have been
abroad, first in

various parts of France, then in Austria and then in
Rome, and, as

you know, | avoid ny fellow countrymen nost
strenuously on these

trips. They are disgusting enough even at hone, but
in foreign

parts their behavi our nakes me so ashaned of them
that | generally

try to pass nyself off as an American

When | got to Knype H Il your father refused to see
me, but |

managed to get hold of Victor Stone, who gave nme your
address and

the nane you are using. He seened rather reluctant
to do so, and |

gat hered that even he, like everyone else in this
poi sonous t own,

still believes that you have m sbehaved yourself in
some way. |

think the theory that you and | el oped together has
been dropped,

but you nust, they feel, have done SOVETHI NG
scandal ous. A young



worman has | eft honme suddenly, therefore there nmust be
a man in the

case; that is how the provincial mnd works, you see.
| need not

tell you that | have been contradicting the whole
story with the

utnost vigour. You will be glad to hear that |
managed to corner
t hat disgusting hag, Ms Senprill, and give her a

pi ece of ny m nd;

and | assure you that a piece of MY mnd is

di stinctly formni dabl e.

But the worman is sinply sub-human. | could get
not hi ng out of her

except hypocritical snivellings about 'poor, POOR
Dor ot hy'

| hear that your father misses you very much, and
woul d gl adl y have

you hone again if it were not for the scandal. His
neal s are never

punctual nowadays, it seens. He gives it out that
you 'went away

to recuperate froma slight illness and have now got
an excel | ent
post at a girls' school'. You will be surprised to

hear of one

thing that has happened to him He has been obliged
to pay off all

his debts! | amtold that the tradesmen rose in a
body and hel d

what was practically a creditors' neeting in the
Rectory. Not the

kind of thing that could have happened at Pl unstead
Epi scopi - - but

t hese are denocratic days, alas! You, evidently,
were the only

person who coul d keep the tradesmen pernmanently at
bay.

And now | rust tell you some of my own news, etc.,
etc., etc.



At this point Dorothy tore the letter up in

di sappoi nt nent and even

i n annoyance. He m ght have shown a little nore
sympat hy! she

thought. It was just like M Warburton after getting
her into
serious trouble--for after all, he was principally to
bl ame for

what had happened--to be so flippant and unconcer ned
about it. But

when she had thought it over she acquitted hi m of
heart| essness.

He had done what little was possible to help her, and
he coul d not

be expected to pity her for troubles of which he had
not heard.

Besides, his own life had been a series of resounding
scandal s;

probably he could not understand that to a worman a
scandal is a

serious natter.

At Christmas Dorothy's father also wote, and what
was nore, sent

her a Christmas present of two pounds. It was
evident fromthe

tone of his letter that he had forgiven Dorothy by
this tine. WHAT

exactly he had forgiven her was not certain, because
it was not

certain what exactly she had done; but still, he had
forgiven her.

The letter started with sone perfunctory but quite
friendly

inquiries. He hoped her new job suited her, he
wote. And were

her roonms at the school confortable and the rest of
the staff

congeni al ? He had heard that they did one very well
at school s

nowadays--very different fromwhat it had been forty
years ago.



Now, in his day, etc., etc., etc. He had, Dorothy
per cei ved, not

t he di mrest idea of her present circunstances. At
the mention of

schools his mind flewto Wnchester, his old school
such a pl ace

as R ngwood House was beyond hi s imagi ni ng.

The rest of the letter was taken up with grunblings
about the way

things were going in the parish. The Rector
conpl ai ned of being

worried and overworked. The wetched churchwardens
kept bothering

himwith this and that, and he was growi ng very tired
of Proggett's

reports about the collapsing belfry, and the daily
woman whom he

had engaged to help Ellen was a great nui sance and
had put her

broom handl e through the face of the grandfather
clock in his

study--and so on, and so forth, for a nunber of
pages. He said

several times in a rmunbling roundabout way that he
wi shed Dor ot hy

were there to help him but he did not actually
suggest that she

shoul d cone hone. Evidently it was still necessary
that she should

remai n out of sight and out of mind--a skeleton in a
di stant and

wel | -1 ocked cupboard.

The letter filled Dorothy with sudden painfu

honesi ckness.  She

found herself pining to be back at her parish
visiting and her Grl

Qui des' cooki ng cl ass, and wonderi ng unhappily how
her father had

got on without her all this while and whether those
two wonen were

| ooking after himproperly. She was fond of her



father, in a way

t hat she had never dared to show, for he was not a
person to whom

you coul d make any display of affection. It
surprised and rat her

shocked her to realize how little he had been in her
t hought s

during the past four nonths. There had been periods
of weeks at a

ti me when she had forgotten his existence. But the
truth was that

t he nere business of keeping body and soul together
had | eft her

with no |eisure for other enptions.

Now, however, school work was over, and she had

| eisure and to

spare, for though Ms Creevy did her best she could
not i nvent

enough househol d jobs to keep Dorothy busy for nore
than part of

the day. She made it quite plain to Dorothy that
during the

hol i days she was not hi ng but a usel ess expense, and
she wat ched her

at her neals (obviously feeling it an outrage that
she shoul d eat

when she wasn't working) in a way that finally becane
unbear abl e.

So Dorothy kept out of the house as nmuch as possi bl e,
and, feeling

fairly rich with her wages (four pounds ten, for nine
weeks) and

her father's two pounds, she took to buying

sandwi ches at the ham

and beef shop in the town and eating her dinner out
of doors. Ms

Creevy acqui esced, half sulkily because she liked to
have Dor ot hy

in the house to nag at her, and half pleased at the
chance of

skimping a few nore neal s.



Dorothy went for long solitary wal ks, exploring

Sout hbridge and its

yet nore desol ate nei ghbours, Dorl ey, Wenbridge, and
West Hol ton

W nter had descended, dank and w ndl ess, and nore

gl oony in those

col ourl ess | abyrinthine suburbs than in the bl eakest
wi | der ness.

On two or three occasions, though such extravagance
woul d probably

mean hungry days | ater on, Dorothy took a cheap
return ticket to

I ver Heath or Burnham Beeches. The woods were sodden
and wintry,

with great beds of drifted beech | eaves that gl owed
i ke copper in

the still, wet air, and the days were so mild that
you could sit

out of doors and read if you kept your gloves on. On
Chri stmas Eve

Ms Creevy produced sone sprigs of holly that she had
saved from

| ast year, dusted them and nail ed them up; but she
did not, she

said, intend to have a Christmas dinner. She didn't
hold with al

this Christmas nonsense, she said--it was just a |ot
of hunbug got

up by the shopkeepers, and such an unnecessary
expense; and she

hated turkey and Christmas puddi ng anyway. Dorothy
was relieved; a

Christmas dinner in that joyless 'norning-room (she
had an awf ul

nmonentary vision of Ms Creevy in a paper hat out of
a cracker) was

somet hing that didn't bear thinking about. She ate
her Chri stnas

di nner--a hard-boil ed egg, two cheese sandw ches, and
a bottle of

| enbnade--in the woods near Burnham against a great
gnarl ed beech

tree, over a copy of George G ssing' s The Gdd Wonen.



On days when it was too wet to go for wal ks she spent
nost of her

time in the public library--becom ng, indeed, one of
the regul ar

habi tuees of the library, along with the out-of - work
men who sat

drearily musing over illustrated papers which they
did not read,

and the elderly discol oured bachel or who lived in
"roons’ on two

pounds a week and canme to the library to study books
on yachting by

the hour together. It had been a great relief to her
when the term

ended, but this feeling soon wore off; indeed, with
never a soul to

talk to, the days dragged even nore heavily than
before. There is

per haps no quarter of the inhabited world where one
can be quite so

conpletely alone as in the London suburbs. 1In a big
town the
throng and bustle give one at |least the illusion of

conpani onshi p

and in the country everyone is interested in everyone
el se--too

much so, indeed. But in places |like Southbridge, if
you have no

fam ly and no home to call your own, you could spend
hal f a

lifetime without managing to make a friend. There
are women in

such places, and especially derelict gentlewonen in
ill-paid jobs,

who go for years upon end in alnost utter solitude.
It was not

| ong before Dorothy found herself in a perpetually

| owspirited,

jaded state in which, try as she woul d, nothing
seened able to

interest her. And it was in the hateful ennui of
this tine--the



corrupting ennui that lies in wait for every nodern
soul --that she

first came to a full understanding of what it mneant
to have | ost

her faith.

She tried drugging herself with books, and it
succeeded for a week

or so. But after a while very nearly all books
seenmed weari sone

and unintelligible; for the mind will not work to any
pur pose when
it is quite alone. In the end she found that she

coul d not cope

with anything nore difficult than a detective story.
She took

wal ks of ten and fifteen mles, trying to tire
herself into a

better nood; but the nean suburban roads, and the
danp, mry paths

t hrough the woods, the naked trees, the sodden noss
and great

spongy fungi, afflicted her with a deadly nel ancholy.
It was human

conpani onshi p that she needed, and there seemed no
way of getting

it. At nights' when she wal ked back to the schoo
and | ooked at

the warmlit w ndows of the houses, and heard voices
| aughi ng and

gr anophones playing within, her heart swelled with
envy. Ah, to be

like those people in there--to have at |east a hone,
a famly, a

few friends who were interested in you! There were
days when she

pi ned for the courage to speak to strangers in the
street. Days,

too, when she contenpl ated shamm ng piety in order to
scrape

acquai ntance with the Vicar of St George's and his
famly, and

per haps get the chance of occupying herself with a



little parish

wor k; days, even, when she was so desperate that she
t hought of

joining the Y_YWC. A

But al nost at the end of the holidays, through a
chance encounter

at the library, she made friends with a little wonman
nanmed M ss

Beaver, who was geography mstress at Toot's
Conmrer ci al Col | ege,

anot her of the private schools in Southbridge.
Toot's Commerica

Col l ege was a rmuch | arger and nmore pretentious schoo
t han Ri ngwood

House--it had about a hundred and fifty day-pupils of
bot h sexes

and even rose to the dignity of having a dozen
boarders--and its

curriculumwas a sonmewhat |ess blatant swindle. It
was one of

t hose schools that are aimed at the type of parent
who bl at hers

about 'up-to-date business training', and its

wat ch-word was

Ef fici ency; meaning a trenendous parade of hustling,
and the

bani shment of all humane studies. One of its
features was a kind

of catechismcalled the Efficiency Ritual, which al
the children

were required to learn by heart as soon as they

j oi ned the school

It had questions and answers such as:

Q Wat is the secret of success?

A.  The secret of success is efficiency.

Q What is the test of efficiency?

A. The test of efficiency is success.

And so on and so on. It was said that the spectacle
of the whole

school, boys and girls together, reciting the



Efficiency Rtua

under the | eadership of the Headmaster--they had this
cerenony two

norni ngs a week instead of prayers--was nost

i mpressive.

M ss Beaver was a primlittle woman with a round
body, a thin face,

a reddi sh nose, and the gait of a guinea-hen. After
twenty years

of slave-driving she had attained to an income of
four pounds a

week and the privilege of '"living out' instead of
having to put the

boarders to bed at nights. She lived in

‘roonms' --that is, in a

bed-sitting room-to which she was sonetines able to
i nvite Dorothy

when both of them had a free evening. How Dorothy

| ooked forward

to those visits! They were only possible at rare
interval s,

because M ss Beaver's landlady 'didn't approve of
visitors', and

even when you got there there was nothing rmuch to do
except to help

solve the crossword puzzle out of the Daily Tel egraph
and | ook at

t he phot ographs M ss Beaver had taken on her trip
(this trip had

been the sunmit and glory of her life) to the
Austrian Tyrol in

1913. But still, how much it neant to sit talking to
somebody in a

friendly way and to drink a cup of tea |ess

wi shy-washy than Ms

Creevy's! M ss Beaver had a spirit lanp in a

j apanned travel ling

case (it had been with her to the Tyrol in 1913) on
whi ch she

brewed herself pots of tea as black as coal -tar
swal | owi ng about a

bucketful of this stuff during the day. She confided



t o Dor ot hy

t hat she always took a Thernos flask to school and
had a ni ce hot

cup of tea during the break and anot her after dinner
Dor ot hy

percei ved that by one of two well-beaten roads every
third-rate

school m stress nust travel: Mss Strong's road, via
whi sky to the

wor khouse; or M ss Beaver's road, via strong tea to a
decent death

in the Home for Decayed Gentl ewonen.

M ss Beaver was in truth a dull little woman. She
was a nenento

nmori, or rather nemento senescere, to Dorothy. Her
soul seened to

have withered until it was as forlorn as a dried-up
cake of soap in

a forgotten soap dish. She had come to a point where
lifeina

bed-sitting roomunder a tyrannous | andlady and the
"efficient’

t hrusting of Conmercial Geography down children's
retching throats,

were al nost the only destiny she could imgine. Yet
Dor ot hy grew

to be very fond of Mss Beaver, and those occasiona
hour s t hat

t hey spent together in the bed-sitting room doing
the Daily

Tel egraph crossword over a nice hot cup of tea, were
i ke oases in

her life.

She was gl ad when the Easter term began, for even the
daily round

of slave-driving was better than the enpty solitude
of the

hol i days. Modreover, the girls were nmuch better in
hand this term

she never again found it necessary to smack their
heads. For she



had grasped now that it is easy enough to keep
children in order if

you are ruthless with themfromthe start. Last term
the girls had

behaved badly, because she had started by treating

t hem as human

bei ngs, and later on, when the | essons that
interested them were

di scontinued, they had rebelled |ike human bei ngs.
But if you are

obliged to teach children rubbish, you mustn't treat
t hem as human

bei ngs. You nust treat themlike animals--driving,
not persuadi ng.

Before all else, you nust teach themthat it is nore
pai nful to

rebel than to obey. Possibly this kind of treatnment
is not very

good for children, but there is no doubt they
understand it and

respond to it.

She | earned the dismal arts of the school -teacher

She learned to

gl aze her nmind against the interm nable boring hours,
to econoni ze

her nervous energy, to be nercil ess and
ever-vigilant, to take a

ki nd of pride and pleasure in seeing a futile
rigmarol e well done.

She had grown, quite suddenly it seemed, much tougher
and naturer.

Her eyes had | ost the half-childish | ook that they
had once had,

and her face had grown thinner, naking her nose seem

[ onger. At
times it was quite definitely a schoolmarm s face;
you coul d

i magi ne pi nce-nez upon it. But she had not becone
cyni cal as yet.

She still knew that these children were the victins
of a dreary

swindle, still longed, if it had been possible, to do



sonet hi ng

better for them |If she harried them and stuffed
their heads with

rubbi sh, it was for one reason al one: because
what ever happened she

had got to keep her job.

There was very little noise in the schoolroomthis
term Ms

Creevy, anxious as she always was for a chance of
finding fault,

sel dom had reason to rap on the wall with her
broom handle. One

norni ng at breakfast she | ooked rather hard at
Dor ot hy, as though

wei ghi ng a deci sion, and then pushed the dish of
mar mal ade across

the table.

'Have some marnel ade if you like, Mss MII borough,"
she said,
quite graciously for her.

It was the first time that narmal ade had crossed
Dorothy's lips

since she had come to Ringwood House. She flushed
slightly. 'So

the wonman realizes that | have done ny best for her
she coul d not

hel p t hi nki ng.

Thereafter she had marnal ade for breakfast every
nmorning. And in

ot her ways Ms Creevy's nmanner becane--not indeed,
genial, for it

could never be that, but less brutally offensive.
There were even

ti mes when she produced a grimace that was intended
for a snile;

her face, it seened to Dorothy, CREASED with the
effort. About

this time her conversation becane peppered wth
references to 'next



term. It was always 'Next termwe'll do this', and
"Next term|

shall want you to do that', until Dorothy began to
feel that she

had won Ms Creevy's confidence and was being treated
nore like a

col l eague than a slave. At that a small,

unr easonabl e but very

exciting hope took root in her heart. Perhaps Ms
Creevy was goi ng

to rai se her wages! It was profoundly unlikely, and
she tried to

break herself of hoping for it, but could not quite
succeed. If

her wages were raised even half a crown a week, what
a difference

it would nake!

The last day cane. Wth any luck Ms Creevy m ght
pay her wages

tomorrow, Dorothy thought. She wanted the noney very
badl y indeed;

she had been penniless for weeks past, and was not
only unbearably

hungry, but also in need of sone new stockings, for
she had not a

pair that were not darned al nost out of existence.
The foll ow ng

norni ng she did the household jobs allotted to her
and t hen,

i nstead of going out, waited in the 'norning-room
while Ms Creevy

banged about with her broom and pan upstairs.
Presently Ms Creevy

came down.

" Ah, so THERE you are, Mss MII|borough!' she said in
a peculiar

meani ng tone. 'l had a sort of an idea you woul dn't
be in such a

hurry to get out of doors this norning. Well, as you
ARE here, |

suppose | may as well pay you your wages.'



' Thank you,' said Dorothy.

"And after that,' added Ms Creevy, '|I've got a
little sonmething as
| want to say to you.'

Dorothy's heart stirred. Didthat '"little sonething
nmean the

| onged-for rise in wages? It was just conceivable.
Ms Creevy

produced a worn, bulgy |eather purse froma | ocked
drawer in the
dresser, opened it and |icked her thunb.

' Twel ve weeks and five days,' she said. 'Twelve
weeks is near

enough. No need to be particular to a day. That
makes si X

pounds.

She counted out five dingy pound notes and two
ten-shilling notes;

t hen, exam ning one of the notes and apparently
finding it too

clean, she put it back into her purse and fished out
anot her that

had been torn in half. She went to the dresser, got
a piece of

transparent sticky paper and carefully stuck the two
hal ves

toget her. Then she handed it, together with the
other six, to

Dor ot hy.

' There you are, Mss MIIborough,' she said. 'And
now, will you

just | eave the house AT once, please? | shan't be
wanting you any
| onger.'

"You won't be--'



Dorothy's entrails seened to have turned to ice. Al
t he bl ood

drai ned out of her face. But even now, in her terror
and despair,

she was not absolutely sure of the meani ng of what
had been said to

her. She still half thought that Ms Creevy nerely
nmeant that she

was to stay out of the house for the rest of the day.

'You won't be wanting nme any |onger?' she repeated
faintly.

"No. I'magetting in another teacher at the beginning
of next term

And it isn't to be expected as |I'd keep you through

t he hol i days

all free for nothing, is it?

"But you don't nean that you want me to LEAVE--t hat
you're
di sm ssing ne?

'"OfF course | do. What else did you think | nmeant?
"But you've given ne no notice!' said Dorothy.

"Notice!" said Ms Creevy, getting angry imediately.
"What's it

got to do with YOU whether | give you notice or not?
You haven't

got a witten contract, have you?

"No . . . | suppose not.'

"Well, then! You' d better go upstairs and start
packi ng your box.

It's no good your staying any |onger, because
haven' t got

anything in for your dinner.'

Dor ot hy went upstairs and sat down on the side of the
bed. She was



trenbling uncontrollably, and it was sone m nutes
before she coul d

collect her wits and begin packing. She felt dazed.
The di saster

that had fallen upon her was so sudden, so apparently
causel ess,

that she had difficulty in believing that it had
actual |y happened.

But in truth the reason why Ms Creevy had sacked her
was quite

simpl e and adequat e.

Not far from R ngwood House there was a poor
noribund little

school called The Gables, with only seven pupils.
The teacher was

an inconpetent old hack called Mss Allcock, who had
been at

thirty-eight different schools in her |ife and was
not fit to have

charge of a tame canary. But Mss Allcock had one
out st andi ng

tal ent; she was very good at doubl e-crossing her

enpl oyers. In

these third-rate and fourth-rate private schools a
sort of piracy

is constantly going on. Parents are 'got round and
pupils stol en

fromone school to another. Very often the treachery
of the

teacher is at the bottomof it. The teacher secretly
appr oaches

t he parents one by one (' Send your child to me and
['I'l take her

at ten shillings a termcheaper'), and when she has
corrupted a

sufficient nunmber she suddenly deserts and 'sets up'
on her own,

or carries the children off to another school. Mss
Al I cock had

succeeded in stealing three out of her enployer's
seven pupils, and

had come to Ms Creevy with the offer of them In



return, she was

to have Dorothy's place and a fifteen-per-cent
conmmi ssi on on the

pupi | s she brought.

There were weeks of furtive chaffering before the
bar gai n was

clinched, Mss Allcock being finally beaten down from
fifteen per

cent to twelve and a half. Ms Creevy privately
resol ved to sack

old Allcock the instant she was certain that the
three children she

brought with her would stay. Sinultaneously, M ss
Al I cock was

pl anning to begin stealing old Creevy's pupils as
soon as she had

got a footing in the school

Havi ng deci ded to sack Dorothy, it was obviously nost
i mportant to

prevent her fromfinding it out. For, of course, if
she knew what

was goi ng to happen, she would begin stealing pupils
on her own

account, or at any rate wouldn't do a stroke of work
for the rest

of the term (Ms Creevy prided herself on know ng
human nature.)

Hence t he marmal ade, the creaky smles, and the other
ruses to

al l ay Dorothy's suspicions. Anyone who knew t he
ropes woul d have

begun thinking of another job the very nmonent when
the di sh of

mar mal ade was pushed across the table.

Just half an hour after her sentence of dismi ssal
Dor ot hy,

carryi ng her handbag, opened the front gate. It was
the fourth of

April, a bright blow day, too cold to stand about
in, with a sky



as blue as a hedgesparrow s egg, and one of those
spiteful spring

wi nds that come tearing along the pavenent in sudden
gusts and bl ow

dry, stinging dust into your face. Dorothy shut the
gat e behind

her and began to walk very slowy in the direction of
the main-Iline

station.

She had told Ms Creevy that she would give her an
address to which

her box could be sent, and Ms Creevy had instantly
exacted five

shillings for the carriage. So Dorothy had five
pounds fifteen in

hand, which might keep her for three weeks with
careful econony.

What she was going to do, except that she nust start
by going to

London and finding a suitable |odging, she had very
little idea.

But her first panic had worn off, and she realized
that the

situation was not altogether desperate. No doubt her
father would

help her, at any rate for a while, and at the worst,
t hough she

hat ed even the thought of doing it, she could ask her
cousin's help

a second time. Besides, her chances of finding a job
wer e probably

fairly good. She was young, she spoke with a gentee
accent, and

she was willing to drudge for a servant's
wages--qualities that are

much sought after by the proprietors of fourth-rate
schools. Very

likely all would be well. But that there was an evil
ti me ahead of

her, a time of job-hunting, of uncertainty and

possi bly of hunger--

that, at any rate, was certain.



CHAPTER 5

However, it turned out quite otherw se. For Dorothy
had not gone

five yards fromthe gate when a tel egraph boy cane
riding up the

street in the opposite direction, whistling and

| ooki ng at the

nanes of the houses. He saw the nane R ngwood House,
wheel ed his

bi cycl e round, propped it against the kerb, and
accost ed Dor ot hy.

'"Mss MII-BURROWN I ive 'ere?" he said, jerking his
head in the
direction of R ngwood House.

"Yes. | am Mss MIIborough.'

"Cotter wait case there's a answer,' said the boy,
taki ng an
or ange- col oured envel ope fromhis belt.

Dor ot hy put down her bag. She had once nore begun
trenbling

violently. And whether this was fromjoy or fear she
was not

certain, for two conflicting thoughts had sprung
al nost

simul taneously into her brain. One, 'This is sone
ki nd of good

news!' The other, 'Father is seriously ill!"' She
managed to tear

t he envel ope open, and found a tel egram which



occupi ed two pages,

and which she had the greatest difficulty in
under standi ng. It

ran:

Rejoice in the lord o ye righteous note of

excl amation great news

note of exclamation your reputation absolutely
reestabli shed stop

nrs senprill fallen into the pit that she hath di gged
stop action

for Iibel stop no one believes her any |onger stop
your father

wi shes you return home i mediately stop am com ng up
to town nyself

comma will pick you up if you like stop arriving
shortly after this

stop wait for me stop praise himwth the | oud
cynbal s note of

excl amati on rmuch | ove stop

No need to |l ook at the signature. It was from M
War bur t on, of

course. Dorothy felt weaker and nore tremnul ous than
ever. She was

dimMy aware the tel egraph boy was aski ng her
sonet hi ng.

"Any answer?' he said for the third or fourth tine.
'Not today, thank you,' said Dorothy vaguely.

The boy rempunted his bicycle and rode off, whistling
with extra

| oudness to show Dorot hy how rmuch he despi sed her for
not tipping

him But Dorothy was unaware of the tel egraph's
boy's scorn. The

only phrase of the telegramthat she had fully
under st ood was ' your

father wi shes you return home inmediately', and the



surprise of it

had left her in a senmi-dazed condition. For sone
indefinite tine

she stood on the pavenent, until presently a taxi
rolled up the

street, with M Warburton inside it. He saw Dorot hy,
st opped the

taxi, junped out and cane across to neet her,

beanm ng. He seized

her bot h hands.

"Hullo!* he cried, and at once threw his arm
pseudo-paternal |l y

about her and drew her against him heedl ess of who
m ght be

| ooking. 'How are you? But by Jove, how thin you' ve
got! 1 can

feel all your ribs. Were is this school of yours?

Dor ot hy, who had not yet nanaged to get free of his
arm turned

partly round and cast a gl ance towards the dark

wi ndows of R ngwood

House.

"What! That place? Good God, what a hole! What
have you done
wi th your |uggage?

"It"'s inside. I've left themthe noney to send it
on. | think
it'll be all right.'

' Ch, nonsense! Wy pay? W'll take it with us. It
can go on top
of the taxi.'

"No, no! Let themsend it. | daren't go back. Ms
Creevy woul d
be horribly angry."'

'"Ms Creevy? Wio's Ms Creevy?'



' The headnmi stress--at | east, she owns the school .’

"What, a dragon, is she? Leave her to me--1'I11 deal
with her.

Perseus and the CGorgon, what? You are Androneda.
H!" he called

to the taxi-driver.

The two of themwent up to the front door and M

War burton knocked.

Sonehow, Dorothy never believed that they would
succeed in getting

her box fromMs Creevy. |In fact, she half expected
to see them

cone out flying for their lives, and Ms Creevy after
themw th her

broom However, in a couple of mnutes they
reappeared, the taxi-

driver carrying the box on his shoulder. M

War burt on handed

Dorothy into the taxi and, as they sat down, dropped
half a crown

into her hand.

"What a wonan! \What a woman!' he said
conprehensi vely as the taxi

bore them away. 'How the devil have you put up with
it all this
time?

"What is this? said Dorothy, |ooking at the coin.

"Your half-crown that you left to pay for the
| uggage. Rather a
feat getting it out of the old girl, wasn't it?

"But | left five shillings!' said Dorothy.

"What! The worman told me you only left half a crown.
By God, what

i mpudence! We'll go back and have the hal f-crown out
of her. Just

to spite her!' He tapped on the gl ass.



'"No, no!' said Dorothy, laying her hand on his arm
"It doesn't

matter in the least. Let's get away from here--right
away. |

couldn't bear to go back to that place again--EVER'"

It was quite true. She felt that she would sacrifice
not merely

hal f a crown, but all the noney in her possession,
sooner than set

eyes on Ri ngwood House again. So they drove on

| eaving Ms Creevy

victorious. It would be interesting to know whet her
this was

anot her of the occasions when Ms Creevy | aughed.

M Warburton insisted on taking the taxi the whole
way into London,

and tal ked so volum nously in the quieter patches of
the traffic

that Dorothy could hardly get a word in edgeways. It
was not till

they had reached the inner suburbs that she got from
hi m an

expl anati on of the sudden change in her fortunes.
"Tell ne,
don't
understand. Wiy is it all right for me to go hone
all of a sudden?

Why don't people believe Ms Senprill any |onger?
Surely she

hasn't confessed?

she said, '"what is it that's happened?

' Conf essed? Not she! But her sins have found her
out, all the

same. It was the kind of thing that you pious people
woul d ascri be

to the finger of Providence. Cast thy bread upon the
wat ers, and

all that. She got herself into a nasty ness--an
action for libel.



W' ve tal ked of nothing else in Knype Hll for the
[ ast fortnight.
| though you woul d have seen sonething about it in
t he newspapers.'

"I"ve hardly | ooked at a paper for ages. Who brought
an action for
libel? Not my father, surely?

' Good gracious, no! dergynen can't bring actions
for libel. It

was the bank manager. Do you renenber her favourite
story about

hi m - how he was keepi ng a woman on the bank's noney,
and so forth?

"Yes, | think so.'

"A few nont hs ago she was foolish enough to put sone
of it in

witing. Some kind friend--sone fermale friend,
presune--took the

letter round to the bank manager. He brought an
action--Ms

Senprill was ordered to pay a hundred and fifty
pounds danages.

| don't suppose she paid a hal fpenny, but still,
that's the end of

her career as a scandal nonger. You can go on

bl ackeni ng people's

reputations for years, and everyone will believe you
nore or |ess,

even when it's perfectly obvious that you're |ying.
But once

you' ve been proved a liar in open court, you're
disqualified, so to

speak. Ms Senprill's done for, so far as Knype Hill
goes. She

left the town between days--practically did a
nmoonlight flit, in

fact. | believe she's inflicting herself on Bury St
Ednunds at

present.



"But what has all that got to do with the things she
sai d about you
and nme?

' Not hi ng- - not hi ng what ever. But why worry? The
point is that

you're reinstated; and all the hags who' ve been
smacki ng their

chops over you for nonths past are saying, "Poor
poor Dor ot hy, how

SHOCKI NALY t hat dreadful worman has treated her!™’

"You nmean they think that because Ms Senprill was
telling lies in
one case she nust have been telling lies in another?

'"No doubt that's what they'd say if they were capable
of reasoning

it out. At any rate, Ms Senprill's in disgrace, and
so all the

peopl e she's sl andered nust be martyrs. Even MY
reputation is

practically spotless for the tinme being.'

"And do you think that's really the end of it? Do
you think they

honestly believe that it was all an accident--that I
only lost mny

menory and didn't el ope with anybody?

"Ch, well, | wouldn't go as far as that. |In these
country pl aces

there's always a certain anount of suspicion knocki ng
about. Not

suspi cion of anything in particular, you know, just
general i zed

suspicion. A sort of instinctive rustic

dirty-m ndedness. | can

i magine its being vaguely rumoured in the bar parl our
of the Dog

and Bottle in ten years' tinme that you've got sone
nasty secret in



your past, only nobody can remenber what. Still

your troubles are

over. If | were you | wouldn't give any expl anations
till you're

asked for them The official theory is that you had
a bad attack

of flu and went away to recuperate. | should stick
to that.

You'll find they'll accept it all right. Oficially,
there's

not hi ng agai nst you.

Presently they got to London, and M Warburton took
Dorothy to

lunch at a restaurant in Coventry Street, where they
had a young

chi cken, roasted, wi th asparagus and tiny,
pearly-white potatoes

that had been ripped untinmely fromtheir nother
earth, and al so

treacle tart and a nice warm bottle of Burgundy; but
what gave

Dorothy the nmpost pleasure of all, after Ms Creevy's
| ukewar m wat er

tea, was the black coffee they had afterwards. After
[ unch t hey

took another taxi to Liverpool Street Station and
caught the 2.45.

It was a four-hour journey to Knype Hill

M Warburton insisted on travelling first-class, and
woul d not hear

of Dorothy paying her own fare; he al so, when Dorothy
was not

| ooking, tipped the guard to |l et them have a carriage
to themnsel ves.

It was one of those bright cold days which are spring
or wnter

according as you are indoors or out. From behind the
shut w ndows

of the carriage the too-blue sky | ooked warm and
kind, and all the

slumy wi | derness through which the train was



rattling--the

| abyrinths of little dingy-col oured houses, the great
chaotic

factories, the mry canals, and derelict building
lots littered with

rusty boilers and overgrown by snoke-bl ackened
weeds--all were

redeened and gilded by the sun. Dorothy hardly spoke
for the first

hal f - hour of the journey. For the noment she was too
happy to talk.

She did not even think of anything in particular, but
nerely sat

there luxuriating in the glass-filtered sunlight, in
the confort of

t he padded seat and the feeling of having escaped
fromMs Creevy's

clutches. But she was aware that this nmood coul d not
| ast very much

| onger. Her contentnent, like the warnth of the w ne
that she had

drunk at lunch, was ebbing away, and thoughts either
pai nful or

difficult to express were taking shape in her nind

M Var burton

had been wat chi ng her face, nore observantly than was
usual for him

as though trying to gauge the changes that the past

ei ght mont hs had

wor ked in her.

"You | ook older,' he said finally.

"I am ol der,' said Dorothy.

'Yes; but you |l ook--well, nore conpletely grown up
Tougher .

Sonet hi ng has changed in your face. You |ook--if
you'l'l forgive

t he expression--as though the Grl uide had been
exorci zed from

you for good and all. | hope seven devils haven't
entered into you



i nstead?" Dorothy did not answer, and he added: 'I
suppose, as a

matter of fact, you nmust have had the very devil of a
time?

' Ch, beastly! Sometines too beastly for words. Do
you know t hat
sonetimes--'

She paused. She had been about to tell himhow she
had had to beg

for her food; how she had slept in the streets; how
she had been

arrested for begging and spent a night in the police
cells; how Ms

Creevy had nagged at her and starved her. But she
st opped, because

she had suddenly realized that these were not the

t hi ngs that she

wanted to tal k about. Such things as these, she
percei ved, are of

no real inportance; they are mere irrel evant

acci dents, not

essentially different fromcatching a cold in the
head or having to

wait two hours at a railway junction. They are

di sagreeabl e, but

they do not matter. The truismthat all rea
happeni ngs are in the

m nd struck her nore forcibly than ever before, and
she sai d:

' Those things don't really matter. | nean, things

i ke having no

nmoney and not havi ng enough to eat. Even when you're
practically

starving--it doesn't CHANGE anything inside you.'

"Doesn't it? 1'Il take your word for it. | should
be very sorry
to try.'

"Ch, well, it's beastly while it's happening, of



course; but it

doesn't make any real difference; it's the things
t hat happen

i nside you that matter."'

' Meani ng?' said M Warburton.
' Ch--things change in your mind. And then the whole
wor | d changes,

because you look at it differently.'

She was still |ooking out of the window. The train
had drawn cl ear

of the eastern sluns and was runni ng at gathering
speed past

wi | | ow bordered streans and | ow1|yi ng meadows upon
whose hedges the

first buds made a faint soft greenness, like a cloud.
Inafield

near the line a nonth-old calf, flat as a Noah's Ark
ani mal , was

bounding stiff-1egged after its nmother, and in a
cottage garden an

ol d | abourer, with slow, rheumatic novenments, was
turning over the

soi|l beneath a pear tree covered with ghostly bl oom
H s spade

flashed in the sun as the train passed. The
depressi ng hym-1ine

' Change and decay in all around | see' noved through
Dorot hy' s

mnd. It was true what she had said just now
Sonet hi ng had

happened in her heart, and the world was a little
enptier, alittle

poorer fromthat mnute. On such a day as this, |ast
spring or any

earlier spring, how joyfully, and how unthinkingly,
she woul d have

t hanked God for the first blue skies and the first
flowers of the

reviving year! And now, seemngly, there was no God
to thank, and



not hi ng--not a flower or a stone or a bl ade of
grass--nothing in

t he universe woul d ever be the sanme again.
' Thi ngs change in your mnd,' she repeated. 'I've
lost nmy faith,'

she added, somewhat abruptly, because she found
hersel f hal f

ashanmed to utter the words

"You' ve | ost your WHAT?' said M Warburton, |ess
accustonmed than
she to this kind of phraseol ogy.

"My faith. Ch, you know what | nean! A few nonths
ago, all of a

sudden, it seened as if my whole mnd had changed.
Everyt hing that

I'd believed in till then--everything--seened
suddenl y meani ngl ess

and alnost silly. God--what |'d meant by
God--imortal life,

Heaven and Hel | --everything. It had all gone. And
it wasn't that

I'd reasoned it out; it just happened to nme. It was
i ke when

you're a child, and one day, for no particular
reason, you stop

believing in fairies. | just couldn't go on
believing in it any
| onger.'

"You never did believe init,' said M Warburton
unconcer nedl y.

"But | did, really | did! | know you always thought
| didn't--you

t hought | was just pretendi ng because | was ashaned
to own up. But

it wasn't that at all. | believed it just as
believe that I'm

sitting in this carriage.'



'"OfF course you didn't, nmy poor child! How could you,
at your age?

You were far too intelligent for that. But you'd
been brought up

in these absurd beliefs, and you'd all owed yourself
to go on

thinking, in a sort of way, that you could stil
swal | ow t hem

You'd built yourself a life-pattern--if you'll excuse
a bit of

psychol ogi cal jargon--that was only possible for a
bel i ever, and

naturally it was beginning to be a strain on you. In
fact, it was

obvious all the tine what was the matter with you. |
shoul d say

that in all probability that was why you | ost your
menory.'

'What do you nean?' she said, rather puzzled by this
remar K.

He saw that she did not understand, and explained to
her that | oss

of menmory is only a device, unconsciously used, to
escape from an

i npossi ble situation. The mnd, he said, will play
curious tricks

when it is in a tight corner. Dorothy had never
heard of anything

of this kind before, and she could not at first
accept his

expl anati on. Neverthel ess she considered it for a
noment, and

perceived that, even if it were true, it did not
alter the

fundanment al fact.

"I don't see that it nakes any difference,' she said
finally.

"Doesn't it? | should have said it nmade a
consi der abl e



di fference.'

"But don't you see, if ny faith is gone, what does it
natter

whether I've only lost it now or whether I'd really
lost it years

ago? Al that matters is that it's gone, and |'ve
got to begin ny

life all over again.'

"Surely | don't take you to nmean,' said M Warburton

"that you

actual ly REGRET | osing your faith, as you call it?
One mght as

well regret losing a goitre. Mnd you, |'m speaking,

as it were,

wi t hout the book--as a man who never had very mnuch
faith to | ose.

The little | had passed away quite painlessly at the
age of nine.

But it's hardly the kind of thing I should have

t hought anyone

woul d REGRET | osing. Used you not, if | remenber
rightly, to do

horrible things like getting up at five in the
nmorning to go to

Hol y Communi on on an enpty belly? Surely you're not
honesi ck for

that kind of thing?

"I don't believe in it any longer, if that's what you
nmean. And |

see now that a lot of it was rather silly. But that
doesn't help

The point is that all the beliefs I had are gone, and
" ve nothing

to put in their place.'

' But good God! why do you want to put anything in
their place?

You' ve got rid of a load of superstitious rubbish
and you ought to

be glad of it. Surely it doesn't make you any



happi er to go about
quaking in fear of Hell fire?

"But don't you see--you nust see--how different
everything i s when
all of a sudden the whole world is enpty?

"Enpty?' exclainmed M Warburton. 'Wat do you nean
by saying it's

enpty? | call that perfectly scandalous in a girl of
your age.

It's not enpty at all, it's a deuced sight too full
that's the

trouble with it. W' re here today and gone tonorrow,
and we've no
time to enjoy what we've got.'

' But how CAN one enjoy anything when all the
nmeani ng' s been taken
out of it?

' Good gracious! What do you want with a meani ng?
When | eat ny

dinner | don't do it to the greater glory of God; I
do it because |

enjoy it. The world's full of anusing things--books,

pi ctures,

wi ne, travel, friends--everything. 1've never seen
any meaning in

it all, and I don't want to see one. Wy not take
life as you find

it?

' But - -

She broke off, for she saw already that she was
wasting words in

trying to make herself clear to him He was quite

i ncapabl e of

under standi ng her difficulty--incapable of realizing
how a mi nd

natural ly pious nust recoil froma world di scovered
to be



nmeani ngl ess. Even the | oathsone platitudes of the
pant hei sts woul d

be beyond his understanding. Probably the idea that
life was

essentially futile, if he thought of it at all
struck him as

rat her anmusing than otherwise. And yet with all this
he was

sufficiently acute. He could see the difficulty of
her own

particul ar position, and he adverted to it a noment
| ater.

'"OfF course,' he said, 'l can see that things are
going to be a

little awkward for you when you get hone. You're
going to be, so

to speak, a wolf in sheep's clothing. Parish

wor k- - Mot her s'

Meetings, prayers with the dying, and all that--I
suppose it m ght

be alittle distasteful at times. Are you afraid you
won't be able

to keep it up--is that the trouble?

"Ch, no. | wasn't thinking of that. | shall go on
with it, just
the sane as before. It's what |'m npbst used to.

Besi des, Fat her

needs my help. He can't afford a curate, and the
work's got to be

done."’

'Then what's the matter? |Is it the hypocrisy that's
worryi ng you?

Afraid that the consecrated bread m ght stick in your
throat, and

so forth? | shouldn't trouble. Half the parsons
daughters in

Engl and are probably in the same difficulty. And
quite nine-tenths

of the parsons, | should say.'



"It's partly that. | shall have to be al ways

pr et endi ng- - oh, you

can't imagine in what ways! But that's not the
worst.  Perhaps

that part of it doesn't matter, really. Perhaps it's
better to be

a hypocrite--THAT kind of hypocrite--than sone

t hi ngs."'

"Way do you say THAT kind of hypocrite? | hope you
don't nean that

pretending to believe is the next best thing to

bel i evi ng?'

"Yes . . . | suppose that's what | do nmean. Perhaps
it's better--

| ess selfish--to pretend one believes even when one
doesn't, than

to say openly that one's an unbeliever and perhaps
hel p turn ot her

peopl e into unbelievers too.'

"My dear Dorothy,' said M Warburton, 'your mnd, if
you' Il excuse

my saying so, is in a norbid condition. No, dash it!
it's worse

than norbid; it's downright septic. You' ve a sort of
nment a

gangr ene hangi ng over from your Christian upbringing.
You tell ne

that you' ve got rid of these ridicul ous beliefs that
were stuffed

into you fromyour cradle upwards, and yet you're
taki ng an

attitude to life which is sinply neaningl ess without
those beliefs.

Do you call that reasonabl e?

"I don't know. No perhaps it's not. But | suppose
it's what cones
naturally to me.'

"What you're trying to do, apparently,' pursued M



Warburton, 'is

to make the worst of both worlds. You stick to the
Christian

schene of things, but you | eave Paradise out of it.
And | suppose,

if the truth were known, there are quite a |lot of
your ki nd

wanderi ng about anong the ruins of C. of E& You're
practically a

sect in yourselves,' he added reflectively: 'the
Angl i can At hei sts.

Not a sect | should care to belong to, | nust say.'

They talked for a little while |onger, but not to
much purpose. In

reality the whole subject of religious belief and
religi ous doubt

was boring and i nconprehensible to M Warburton. Its
only appeal

to himwas as a pretext for blasphenmy. Presently he
changed t he

subj ect, as though giving up the attenpt to
under st and Dor ot hy's

out | ook.

"This is nonsense that we're tal king,' he said.

' You' ve got hold

of some very depressing ideas, but you'll grow out of
them | ater

on, you know. Christianity isn't really an incurable
di sease.

However, there was sonething quite different that |
was going to

say to you. | want you to listen to ne for a nonent.
You're

com ng home, after being away eight nonths, to what |
expect you

realize is a rather unconfortable situation. You had
a hard enough

life before--at |east, what | should call a hard

i fe--and now t hat

you aren't quite such a good Grl Guide as you used
to be, it's



going to be a great deal harder. Now, do you think
it's absolutely
necessary to go back to it?

"But | don't see what else | can do, unless | could
get anot her
job. 1've really no alternative.'’

M Warburton, with his head cocked a little on one
si de, gave
Dorothy a rather curious | ook

"As a matter of fact,' he said, in a nore serious
tone than usual

"there's at | east one other alternative that | could
suggest to

you.'

"You mean that | could go on being a school m stress?
Per haps

that's what | ought to do, really. | shall come back
toit in the

end, in any case.'

"No. | don't think that's what | should advise.'

Al this tine M Warburton, unwilling as ever to
expose his

bal dness, had been wearing his rakish, rather

br oad- bri nmed grey

felt hat. Now, however, he took it off and laid it
carefully on

the enpty seat beside him H s naked cranium wth
only a wisp or

two of golden hair lingering in the nei ghbourhood of
the ears,

| ooked i ke some monstrous pink pearl. Dorothy

wat ched himwith a

slight surprise.

"I amtaking ny hat off,' he said, 'in order to |let
you see ne at
my very worst. You will understand why in a nonent.



Now, et me

of fer you another alternative besides going back to
your Grl

Qui des and your Mdthers' Union, or inprisoning
yoursel f in some

dungeon of a girls' school .’

'What do you nean?' said Dorothy.

"I mean, will you--think well before you answer; |
admit there are
some very obvi ous objections, but--will you marry ne?

Dorothy's lips parted with surprise. Perhaps she
turned a little

paler. Wth a hasty, alnost unconscious recoil she
noved as far

away from himas the back of the seat woul d all ow
But he had nade

no movenment towards her. He said with conplete
equani mty:

" You know, of course, that Dol ores [Dol ores was M
Warburton's ex-
mstress] left me a year ago?'

"But | can't, | can't!' exclaimed Dorothy. 'You know
I can't! I'm
not--like that. | thought you always knew. | shan't

ever marry."'
M Warburton ignored this remark

"I grant you,' he said, still with exenplary

cal mess, 'that |

don't exactly come under the heading of eligible
young nmen. | am

somewhat ol der than you. W both seemto be putting
our cards on

the table today, so I'lIl let you into a great secret
and tell you

that nmy age is forty-nine. And then |I've three
children and a bad



reputation. |It's a marriage that your father

woul d--wel I, regard

with disfavour. And ny incone is only seven hundred
a year. But

still, don't you think it's worth considering!'’

"I can't, you know why | can't!' repeated Dorothy.

She took it for granted that he 'knew why she
couldn't', though she

had never explained to him or to anyone else, why it
was i npossi bl e

for her to marry. Very probably, even if she had
expl ai ned, he

woul d not have understood her. He went on speaking,
not appeari ng

to notice what she had said.

'"Let me put it to you', he said, 'in the formof a
bargain. O
course, | needn't tell you that it's a great dea

nore than that.

I"'mnot a marrying kind of man, as the saying goes,
and | shouldn't

ask you to marry nme if you hadn't a rather special

attraction for

me. But let ne put the business side of it first.

You need a hone

and a livelihood; | need a wife to keep ne in order
I''m sick of

t hese disgusting woren |'ve spent ny life with, if
you'l'l forgive

my mentioning them and I'mrather anxious to settle
down. A bit

late in the day, perhaps, but better late than never
Besi des, |

need sonebody to | ook after the children; the
BASTARDS, you know.

| don't expect you to find nme overwhel m ngly
attractive,' he added,

running a hand reflectively over his bald crown, 'but
on the other

hand | amvery easy to get on with. |Inmmral people



usual ly are, as

a matter of fact. And fromyour own point of view
the schene woul d

have certain advantages. Wy should you spend your
life delivering

pari sh magazi nes and rubbi ng nasty ol d wonen's | egs
with Ellimn's

enbrocati on? You woul d be happier married, even to a
husband w th

a bald head and a cl ouded past. You've had a hard,
dull life for a

girl of your age, and your future isn't exactly rosy.
Have you

really considered what your future will be like if
you don't

marry?

"I don't know. | have to some extent,' she said.

As he had not attenpted to |lay hands on her or to
of fer any

endearments, she answered his question w thout
repeating her

previous refusal. He |ooked out of the w ndow, and
went on in a

musi ng voi ce, much quieter than his normal tone, so
that at first

she coul d barely hear him above the rattle of the
train; but

presently his voice rose, and took on a note of
seriousness that

she had never heard in it before, or even imagi ned
that it could

hol d.

' Consi der what your future would be like,' he
repeated. 'It's the

same future that |lies before any woman of your class
with no

husband and no noney. Let us say your father will
live another ten

years. By the end of that time the |last penny of his
nmoney wil |



have gone down the sink. The desire to squander it
will keep him

alive just as long as it lasts, and probably no
longer. Al that

time he will be growing nore senile, nore tiresone,
nore i npossible
tolive with; he will tyrannize over you nore and

nore, keep you

shorter and shorter of nobney, make nore and nore
trouble for you

wi th the nei ghbours and the tradesnmen. And you will
go on with

that slavish, worrying life that you have lived,
struggling to make

both ends neet, drilling the Grl Cuides, reading
novel s to the

Mot hers' Uni on, polishing the altar brasses, cadgi ng
noney for the

organ fund, making brown paper jackboots for the
school children's

pl ays, keeping your end up in the vile little feuds
and scandal s of

the church hen-coop. Year after year, wi nter and
sumrer, you wll

bi cycl e fromone reeking cottage to another, to dole
out pennies

fromthe poor box and repeat prayers that you don't
even believe in

any longer. You will sit through interm nabl e church
services

which in the end will nake you physically sick with
their saneness

and futility. Every year your life will be alittle
bl eaker, a

little fuller of those deadly little jobs that are
shoved off on to

| onely wonmen. And renenber that you won't always be
twent y- ei ght .

Al the while you will be fading, wthering, unti
one norning you

will look in the glass and realize that you aren't a
girl any

| onger, only a skinny old maid. You'll fight against



it, of

course. You'll keep your physical energy and your
girlish
manneri sns--you' || keep themjust a little bit too

long. Do you

know that type of bright--too bright--spinster who
says "toppi ng"

and "ripping" and "right-ho", and prides herself on
bei ng such a

good sport, and she's such a good sport that she
makes everyone

feel alittle unwell? And she's so splendidly hearty
at tennis and

so handy at amateur theatricals, and she throws
herself with a kind

of desperation into her Grl Guide work and her
parish visiting,

and she's the life and soul of Church socials, and
al ways, year

after year, she thinks of herself as a young girl
still and never

realizes that behind her back everyone | aughs at her
for a poor,

di sappointed old mai d? That's what you'll becone,
what you mnust

becorme, however nuch you foresee it and try to avoid
it. There's

no other future possible to you unless you marry.
Wnen who don't

marry wither up--they wither up like aspidistras in
back- par| our

wi ndows; and the devilish thing is that they don't
even know t hat

they're wthering.'

Dorothy sat silent and listening with intent and
horrified

fascination. She did not even notice that he had
stood up, with

one hand on the door to steady hi magainst the
swayi ng of the

train. She was as though hypnotized, not so nuch by
hi s voice as



by the visions that his words had evoked in her. He
had descri bed

her life, as it nust inevitably be, with such
dreadful fidelity

that he seemed actually to have carried her ten years
onward into

t he nenacing future, and she felt herself no | onger a
girl full of

yout h and energy, but a desperate, worn virgin of
thirty-eight. As

he went on he took her hand, which was lying idle on
the armof the

seat; and even that she scarcely noticed.

"After ten years,' he continued, 'your father will
die, and he wll

| eave you with not a penny, only debts. You will be
nearly forty,

wi th no noney, no profession, no chance of marrying;
just a

derelict parson's daughter like the ten thousand

ot hers in Engl and.

And after that, what do you suppose will become of
you? You will

have to find yourself a job--the sort of job that
par sons

daughters get. A nursery governess, for instance, or
conpanion to

some di seased hag who will occupy herself in thinking
of ways to
hum liate you. O you will go back to

school -t eachi ng; English

mstress in sonme grisly girls' school, seventy-five
pounds a year

and your keep, and a fortnight in a seaside

boar di ng- house every

August. And all the time withering, drying up
growi ng nore sour

and nore angular and nore friendl ess. And
therefore--'

As he said 'therefore’ he pulled Dorothy to her feet.
She nade no



resi stance. Hi s voice had put her under a spell. As
her mind took

in the prospect of that forbidding future, whose
enpti ness she was

far nore able to appreciate than he, such a despair
had grown in

her that if she had spoken at all it would have been
to say, 'Yes,
I will marry you.' He put his armvery gently about

her and drew

her a little towards him and even now she did not
attenpt to

resist. Her eyes, half hypnotized, were fixed upon
his. \Wen he

put his arm about her it was as though he were
protecting her,

sheltering her, drawi ng her away fromthe brink of
grey, deadly

poverty and back to the world of friendly and
desirabl e things--to

security and ease, to conmely houses and good cl ot hes,
to books and

friends and flowers, to sunmer days and di st ant
lands. So for

nearly a mnute the fat, debauched bachel or and the
thin,

spinsterish girl stood face to face, their eyes
nmeeting, their

bodi es all but touching, while the train swayed them
inits notion,

and cl ouds and tel egraph pol es and bud-m sted hedges
and fields

green with young wheat raced past unseen

M Warburton tightened his grip and pulled her
against him It

broke the spell. The visions that had held her

hel pl ess--vi si ons

of poverty and of escape from poverty--suddenly

vani shed and | eft

only a shocked realization of what was happening to
her. She was

in the arms of a nman--a fattish, oldish man! A wave



of disgust and

deadly fear went through her, and her entrails seened
to shrink and

freeze. H s thick mal e body was pressing her
backwar ds and

downwards, his large, pink face, snooth, but to her
eyes ol d, was

beari ng down upon her own. The harsh odour of

mal eness forced

itself into her nostrils. She recoiled. Furry

t hi ghs of satyrs

She began to struggle furiously, though indeed he
made hardly any

effort to retain her, and in a nonent she had
wrenched herself free

and fallen back into her seat, white and trenbling.
She | ooked up

at himw th eyes which, fromfear and aversion, were
for a nmonent

t hose of a stranger.

M Warburton remained on his feet, regarding her with
an expression

of resigned, alnobst anused di sappointnent. He did
not seemin the

| east distressed. As her calmess returned to her
she perceived

that all he had said had been no nore than a trick to
pl ay upon her

feelings and cajole her into saying that she would
marry him and

what was stranger yet, that he had said it wthout
seriously caring

whet her she married himor not. He had, in fact,
nmerely been

anusing hinself. Very probably the whole thing was
only anot her of

his periodical attenpts to seduce her

He sat down, but nore deliberately than she, taking
care of the
creases of his trousers as he did so.



"I'f you want to pull the conmunication cord,' he said
mldy, 'you

had better I et me make sure that | have five pounds
in ny pocket -

book. '

After that he was quite hinmself again, or as nearly
hi nsel f as

anyone coul d possibly be after such a scene, and he
went on tal king

wi t hout the small est synptom of enbarrassnment. His
sense of shaneg,

if he had ever possessed one, had perished many years
ago. Perhaps

it had been killed by overwork in a lifetime of
squalid affairs

wi th wonen.

For an hour, perhaps, Dorothy was ill at ease, but
after that the

train reached I pswi ch, where it stopped for a quarter
of an hour,

and there was the diversion of going to the
refreshment roomfor a

cup of tea. For the last twenty mles of the journey
t hey tal ked

quite am cably. M Warburton did not refer again to
hi s proposa

of marriage, but as the train neared Knype H Il he
returned, |ess

seriously than before, to the question of Dorothy's
future.

'"So you really propose', he said 'to go back to your
pari sh work?

"The trivial round, the common task?" Ms Pither's
rheumat i sm and

Ms Lewin's corn-plaster and all the rest of it? The
pr ospect

doesn't di smay you?

"I don't know -sonetines it does. But | expect it'll
be all right



once |'mback at work. 1've got the habit, you see.’

"And you really feel equal to years of cal cul ated
hypocri sy? For

that's what it anmounts to, you know. Not afraid of
the cat getting

out of the bag? Quite sure you won't find yourself
teachi ng the

Sunday School kids to say the Lord's Prayer
backwar ds, or reading

G bbon's fifteenth chapter to the Mthers' Union

i nstead of Gene

Stratton Porter?

"I don't think so. Because, you see, | do feel that
that kind of

work, even if it neans saying prayers that one
doesn't believe in,

and even if it neans teaching children things that
one doesn't

al ways think are true--1 do feel that in a way it's
useful .’

"Useful ?* said M Warburton distastefully. 'You're a
little too

fond of that depressing word
of the sense of

duty--that's what's the matter with you. Now, to ne,
it seens the

nmerest common sense to have a bit of fun while the
goi ng' s good.'

useful". Hypertrophy

"That's just hedonism' Dorothy objected.

"My dear child, can you show ne a phil osophy of life
that isn't

hedoni sn? Your vermi nous Christian saints are the
bi ggest hedoni sts

of all. They're out for an eternity of bliss,

wher eas we poor

sinners don't hope for nore than a few years of it.
Utimately

we're all trying for a bit of fun; but some people



take it in such

perverted forns. Your notion of fun seenms to be
massagi ng Ms

Pither's legs.'

"It's not that exactly, but--oh! sonehow | can't
expl ai n!

What she woul d have said was that though her faith
had | eft her,

she had not changed, could not change, did not want
to change, the

spiritual background of her mnd; that her cosnos,

t hough now it

seenmed to her enpty and neani ngl ess, was still in a
sense the

Christian cosnos; that the Christian way of life was
still the way

that rmust cone naturally to her. But she could not
put this into

words, and felt that if she tried to do so he would
pr obably begin

maki ng fun of her. So she concluded | anely:

"Sonmehow | feel that it's better for ne to go on as
was before.'’

' EXACTLY the sane as before? The whole bill of fare?
The Grl

Cui des, the Mdthers' Union, the Band of Hope, the
Conpani onshi p of

Marri age, parish visiting and Sunday School teaching,
Hol y

Conmuni on twi ce a week and here we go round the

doxol ogy- bush,

chanting Gregorian plain-song? You're quite certain
you can manage

it?

Dorothy snmiled in spite of herself. 'Not plain-song.
Fat her
doesn't like it.'



"And you think that, except for your inner thoughts,
your life wll

be precisely what it was before you | ost your faith?
There will be

NO change in your habits?

Dor ot hy thought. Yes, there WOULD be changes in her
habi ts; but

nost of them woul d be secret ones. The nenory of the
di sci plinary

pin crossed her mnd. It had al ways been a secret
from everyone

except herself and she decided not to nention it.

"Well,' she said finally, 'perhaps at Holy Comuni on
| shall knee

down on Mss Mayfill's right instead of on her left.'
2

A week had gone by.

Dorothy rode up the hill fromthe town and wheel ed
her bicycle in

at the Rectory gate. It was a fine evening, clear
and cold, and

t he sun, unclouded, was sinking in renote, greenish
skies. Dorothy

noticed that the ash tree by the gate was in bl oom
with clotted

dark red blossons that |ooked |ike festerings froma
wound.

She was rather tired. She had had a busy week of it,
what with

visiting all the wonen on her list in turn and trying
to get the

parish affairs into sone kind of order again.
Everything was in a

fearful nmess after her absence. The church was dirty



beyond al

belief--in fact, Dorothy had had to spend the best
part of a day

cl eaning up with scrubbi ng-brushes, broom and

dust pan, and the beds

of 'nouse dirts' that she had found behind the organ
made her w nce

when she thought of them (The reason why the nice
came there was

because Georgi e Frew, the organ-blower, WOULD bring
penny packets

of biscuits into church and eat them during the
sermon.) Al the

Church associ ati ons had been neglected, with the
result that the

Band of Hope and the Conpani onship of Marriage had
now gi ven up the

ghost, Sunday School attendance had dropped by half,
and there was

i nternecine warfare going on in the Mdthers' Union
because of sone

tactless remark that M ss Foote had made. The belfry
was in a

worse state than ever. The parish magazi ne had not
been delivered

regularly and the noney for it had not been
col l ected. None of the

accounts of the Church Funds had been properly kept
up, and there

was ni neteen shillings unaccounted for in all, and
even the parish

registers were in a nmuddl e--and so on and so on, ad
infinitum The

Rector had |l et everything slide.

Dor ot hy had been up to her eyes in work fromthe
nmonent of reaching

hone. Indeed, things had slipped back into their old
routine with

astoni shing swiftness. It was as though it had been
only yesterday

t hat she had gone away. Now that the scandal had

bl own over, her



return to Knype Hi Il had aroused very little
curiosity. Sone of

the wonen on her visiting list, particularly Ms
Pither, were

genuinely glad to see her back, and Victor Stone,

per haps, seened

just a little ashanmed of having tenporarily believed
Ms Senmprill's

libel; but he soon forgot it in recounting to Dorothy
hi s | at est

triunph in the Church Times. Various of the

cof f ee-| adi es, of

course, had stopped Dorothy in the street with 'M
dear, how VERY

nice to see you back again! You HAVE been away a
long time! And

you know, dear, we all thought it such a SHAME when
that horrible

worman was goi ng round telling those stories about
you. But | do

hope you'll understand, dear, that whatever anyone
el se may have
t hought, | never believed a word of them, etc.

etc., etc. But

nobody had asked her the unconfortabl e questions that
she had been

fearing. 'Il've been teaching in a school near
London' had

sati sfied everyone; they had not even asked her the
name of the

school. Never, she saw, would she have to confess
that she had

slept in Trafal gar Square and been arrested for
beggi ng. The fact

is that people who live in small country towns have
only a very dim

conception of anything that happens nore than ten
mles fromtheir

own front door. The world outside is a terra

i ncognita, inhabited

no doubt, by dragons and ant hropophagi, but not
particularly

i nteresting.



Even Dorot hy's father had greeted her as though she
had only been

away for the week-end. He was in his study when she
arrived,

nmusi ngly snoking his pipe in front of the grandfather
cl ock, whose

gl ass, smashed by the charwoman's broom handl e four
nont hs ago, was

still unmended. As Dorothy canme into the room he
took his pipe out

of his nouth and put it away in his pocket with an
absent - m nded,

ol d- manni sh novenment. He | ooked a great deal ol der
Dor ot hy

t hought .

'"So here you are at last,' he said. 'D d you have a
good j our ney?'

Dor ot hy put her arms round his neck and touched his
silver-pale

cheek with her lips. As she disengaged hersel f he
patted her

shoul der with a just perceptible trace nore affection
t han usual

'What rmade you take it into your head to run away
i ke that?' he
sai d.

"I told you, Father--1 lost nmy nmenory.'

"Hm' said the Rector; and Dorothy saw that he did
not believe her,

never woul d believe her, and that on many and nmany a
future

occasi on, when he was in a |l ess agreeabl e nood than
at present,

t hat escapade woul d be brought up agai nst her

"WVell,' he added,

"when you' ve taken your bag upstairs, just bring your
typewiter



down here, would you? | want you to type out ny
sernon. '

Not much that was of interest had happened in the
town. Ye Ode

Tea Shoppe was enlarging its prem ses, to the further
di sfi gurenent

of the Hgh Street. Ms Pither's rheumati sm was
better (thanks to

the angelica tea, no doubt), but M Pither had 'been
under the

doctor' and they were afraid he had stone in the

bl adder. ™

Blifil-Gordon was now in Parlianent, a docile
deadhead on the back

benches of the Conservative Party. dd M Tonmbs had
di ed j ust

after Christmas, and M ss Foote had taken over seven
of his cats

and made heroic efforts to find homes for the others.
Eva Tw ss,

the niece of M Twi ss the ironnonger, had had an
illegitimte baby,

whi ch had died. Proggett had dug the kitchen garden
and sowed a

few seeds, and the broad beans and the first peas
were just

showi ng. The shop-debts had begun to nmount up again
after the

creditors' neeting, and there was six pounds owing to
Cargill

Victor Stone had had a controversy with Professor
Coulton in the

Church Times, about the Holy Inquisition, and utterly
routed him

Ellen's eczema had been very bad all the winter

Val ph Blifil-

Cordon had had two poens accepted by the London
Mercury.

Dorothy went into the conservatory. She had got a
big job on hand--
costumes for a pageant that the school children were



going to have

on St Ceorge's Day, in aid of the organ fund. Not a
penny had been

paid towards the organ during the past eight nonths,
and it was

perhaps as well that the Rector always threw the

or gan-peopl e's

bills away unopened, for their tone was grow ng nore
and nore

sul phurous. Dorothy had racked her brains for a way
of raising

some noney, and finally decided on a historica
pageant, begi nni ng

with Julius Caesar and ending with the Duke of

Vel lington. They

m ght raise two pounds by a pageant, she

t hought--with luck and a

fine day, they might even raise three pounds!

She | ooked round the conservatory. She had hardly
been in here

since com ng hone, and evidently nothing had been

t ouched during

her absence. Her things were lying just as she had
left them but

the dust was thick on everything. Her sew ng-machi ne
was on the

table amid the old famliar litter of scraps of
cloth, sheets of

brown paper, cotton-reels and pots of paint, and

t hough the needl e

had rusted, the thread was still init. And, yes!
there were the

j ackboot s that she had been maki ng the ni ght she went
away. She

pi cked one of themup and | ooked at it. Something
stirred in her

heart. Yes, say what you like, they WERE good

j ackboots! \What a

pity they had never been used! However, they would
come in usefu

for the pageant. For Charles |IIl, perhaps--or, no,
better not have



Charles Il; have diver Cromwel | instead; because if
you had diver
Cromrel | you wouldn't have to make hima w g.

Dorothy lighted the oil stove, found her scissors and
two sheets of

brown paper, and sat down. There was a nountain of
clothes to be

made. Better start off with Julius Caesar's
breast pl ate, she

thought. It was always that wetched arnour that
made all the

trouble! What did a Roman soldier's armour | ook

i ke? Dorothy

made an effort, and called to mnd the statue of sone
i deal i zed

curly-bearded enperor in the Roman Room at the
British Museum You

m ght make a sort of rough breastplate out of glue
and brown paper,

and gl ue narrow strips of paper across it to
represent the plates

of the arnmour, and then silver themover. No hel net
to make, thank

goodness! Julius Caesar always wore a | aurel

wr eat h- - ashamed of

hi s bal dness, no doubt, like M Warburton. But what
about greaves?

Did they wear greaves in Julius Caesar's tinme? And
boots? Was a

caligum a boot or a sandal ?

After a few nonents she stopped with the shears
resting on her

knee. A thought which had been haunting her |ike
sone i nexorcizabl e

ghost at every unoccupi ed nonment during the past week
had returned

once nore to distract her. It was the thought of
what M Warburton

had said to her in the train--of what her life was
going to be like

hereafter, unmarried and w t hout noney.



It was not that she was in any doubt about the
external facts of

her future. She could see it all quite clearly
before her. Ten

years, perhaps, as unsalaried curate, and then back
to school -

teaching. Not necessarily in quite such a school as
Ms Creevy's--

no doubt she could do sonething rather better for
hersel f than

that--but at least in some nore or |ess shabby, nore
or |ess

prison-1like school; or perhaps in sone even bl eaker
even | ess

human ki nd of drudgery. Whatever happened, at the
very best, she

had got to face the destiny that is conmmon to al

| onely and

penni | ess wonen. 'The A d Maids of Ad England , as
sonebody

called them She was twenty-eight--just old enough
to enter their

ranks.

But it didn't matter, it didn't matter! That was the
t hi ng that

you could never drive into the heads of the M
Warburtons of this

world, not if you talked to themfor a thousand
years; that mere

outward things |like poverty and drudgery, and even

| onel i ness,

don't matter in themselves. It is the things that
happen i n your

heart that matter. For just a nonent--an evi

nonment --while M

Warburton was talking to her in the train, she had
known the fear

of poverty. But she had mastered it; it was not a
thing worth

worrying about. It was not because of THAT that she
had got to



stiffen her courage and renake the whol e structure of
her m nd.

No, it was sonmething far nore fundanmental; it was the
deadl y

enptiness that she had discovered at the heart of
things. She

t hought of how a year ago she had sat in this chair,
with these

sci ssors in her hand, doing precisely what she was
doi ng now;, and

yet it was as though then and now she had been two
di fferent

bei ngs. Were had she gone, that well-nmeaning,
ridiculous girl who

had prayed ecstatically in sumer-scented fields and
pricked her

arm as a puni shnent for sacril egious thoughts? And
where is any of

oursel ves of even a year ago? And yet after all--and
here lay the
troubl e--she WAS the sane girl. Beliefs change,

t hought s change,

but there is some inner part of the soul that does
not change.

Faith vani shes, but the need for faith remains the
same as before.

And given only faith, how can anything el se matter?
How can

anything dismay you if only there is some purpose in
the world

whi ch you can serve, and which, while serving it, you
can

understand? Your whole life is illum ned by the
sense of purpose.

There is no weariness in your heart, no doubts, no
feeling of

futility, no Baudel ai rean ennui waiting for unguarded
hours. Every

act is significant, every nonment sanctified, woven by
faith as into

a pattern, a fabric of never-ending joy.



She began to neditate upon the nature of life. You
emerged from

the wonb, you lived sixty or seventy years, and then
you di ed and

rotted. And in every detail of your life, if no

ul timat e purpose

redeened it, there was a quality of greyness, of
desol ati on, that

coul d never be described, but which you could fee
i ke a physica

pang at your heart. Life, if the grave really ends
it, is

nmonstrous and dreadful. No use trying to argue it
away. Think of

life as it really is, think of the DETAILS of life;
and then think

that there is no neaning in it, no purpose, no goa
except the

grave. Surely only fools or self-deceivers, or those
whose |ives

are exceptionally fortunate, can face that thought
wi t hout

flinching?

She shifted her position in her chair. But after al
there nust be

SOVE meani ng, SOMVE purpose in it all! The world
cannot be an

accident. Everything that happens nust have a
cause--ultimately,

therefore, a purpose. Since you exist, God rmust have
created you,

and since He created you a consci ous bei ng, He mnust
be consci ous.

The greater doesn't come out of the less. He created
you, and He

will kill you, for H's own purpose. But that purpose
i s inscrutable.

It is in the nature of things that you can never

di scover it, and

perhaps even if you did discover it you would be
averse to it.



Your life and death, it may be, are a single note in
the eternal

orchestra that plays for H s diversion. And suppose
you don't Iike

the tune? She thought of that dreadful unfrocked
clergyman in

Traf al gar Square. Had she dreaned the things he
said, or had he

really said then? 'Therefore with Denmons and
Archdenons and with

all the conpany of Hell'. But that was silly,
really. For your not

liking the tune was al so part of the tune.

Her mind struggled with the problem while perceiving
that there

was no solution. There was, she saw clearly, no
possi bl e

substitute for faith; no pagan acceptance of life as
sufficient to

itself, no pantheistic cheer-up stuff, no
pseudo-religi on of

"progress’ with visions of glittering U opias and
ant - heaps of

steel and concrete. It is all or nothing. Either
l[ife on earth is

a preparation for something greater and nore |asting,
or it is

nmeani ngl ess, dark, and dreadful .

Dorothy started. A frizzling sound was coning from
t he gl ue-pot.

She had forgotten to put any water in the saucepan
and the glue

was beginning to burn. She took the saucepan
hastened to the

scullery sink to replenish it, then brought it back
and put it on

the oil stove again. | sinply MJST get that

br east pl ate done before

supper! she thought. After Julius Caesar there was
Wl Iliamthe

Conqueror to be thought of. Mre armour! And



presently she nust

go along to the kitchen and remnd Ellen to boil sone
pot at oes to

go with the mnced beef for supper; also there was
her 'neno [ist’

to be witten out for tonmorrow. She shaped the two
hal ves of the

breastpl ate, cut out the arnhol es and neckhol es, and
t hen st opped

agai n.

Where had she got to? She had been saying that if
death ends all,

then there is no hope and no meani ng i n anything.
Vel l, what then?

The action of going to the scullery and refilling the
saucepan had

changed the tenor of her thoughts. She perceived,
for a nonent at

| east, that she had allowed herself to fall into
exagger ati on and

self-pity. Wat a fuss about nothing, after all! As
t hough in

reality there were not people beyond number in the
same case as

herself! Al over the world, thousands, millions of
t hem people

who had lost their faith without |osing their need of
faith. 'Half

t he parsons' daughters in England,' M Warburton had
said. He was

probably right. And not only parsons' daughters;
peopl e of every

description--people in illness and | oneliness and
failure, people

| eadi ng thwarted, discouraging |ives--people who
needed faith to

support them and who hadn't got it. Perhaps even
nuns in

convents, scrubbing floors and singing Ave Mari as,
secretly

unbel i evi ng.



And how cowardly, after all, to regret a superstition
that you had

got rid of--to want to believe sonething that you
knew i n your

bones to be untrue!

And yet - -

Dor ot hy had put down her scissors. Alnost fromforce
of habit, as

t hough her return hone, which had not restored her
faith, had

restored the outward habits of piety, she knelt down
besi de her

chair. She buried her face in her hands. She began
to pray.

"Lord, | believe, help Thou ny unbelief. Lord,
believe, |
bel i eve; help Thou ny unbelief.’

It was usel ess, absolutely useless. Even as she
spoke the words

she was aware of their usel essness, and was half
ashaned of her

action. She raised her head. And at that nonent
there stole into

her nostrils a warm evil snell, forgotten these

ei ght nont hs but

unutterably famliar--the snell of glue. The water
in the saucepan

was bubbling noisily. Dorothy junped to her feet and
felt the

handl e of the glue-brush. The glue was

softeni ng--woul d be liquid

in another five mnutes.

The grandfather clock in her father's study struck
si x. Dorothy

started. She realized that she had wasted twenty

m nutes, and her

consci ence stabbed her so hard that all the questions



that had been

worrying her fled out of her mind. Wat on earth
have | been doing

all this time? she thought; and at that nonment it
really seemed to

her that she did not know what she had been doi ng.
She adnoni shed

herself. Come on, Dorothy! No slacking, please!
You' ve got to

get that breastplate done before supper. She sat
down, filled her

mouth with pins and began pinning the two hal ves of
the breastpl ate

together, to get it into shape before the gl ue should
be ready.

The snell of glue was the answer to her prayer. She
di d not know

this. She did not reflect, consciously, that the
solution to her

difficulty lay in accepting the fact that there was
no sol ution

that if one gets on with the job that lies to hand,
the ultinate

pur pose of the job fades into insignificance; that
faith and no

faith are very nmuch the sane provided that one is
doi ng what is

customary, useful, and acceptable. She could not
formul ate these

t houghts as yet, she could only Iive them Mich

| ater, perhaps,

she woul d fornulate them and draw confort from them

There was still a mnute or two before the glue would
be ready to

use. Dorothy finished pinning the breastplate
together, and in the

same instant began nmental |y sketching the innumerable
costumes t hat

were yet to be made. After WIliamthe
Conqueror--was it chain

mail in WIliamthe Conqueror's day?--there were



Robi n Hood- -

Li ncoln Green and a bow and arrow -and Thonas a
Becket in his cope

and mtre, and Queen Elizabeth's ruff, and a cocked
hat for the

Duke of Wellington. And I rmust go and see about

t hose pot at oes at

hal f past six, she thought. And there was her 'nmeno
list' to be

witten out for tomorrow. Tonorrow was
Wednesday--nmustn't forget

to set the alarmclock for half past five. She took
a slip of

paper and began witing out the '"neno list':

7 oc. HC
Ms J. baby next nonth go and see her.

BREAKFAST. Bacon.

She paused to think of fresh items. Ms J. was Ms
Jowett, the

bl acksmith's wife; she cane sonetines to be churched
after her

babi es were born, but only if you coaxed her

tactful |l y beforehand.

And | nust take old Ms Frew sonme paregoric | ozenges,
Dor ot hy

t hought, and then perhaps she'll speak to Georgie and
stop him

eating those biscuits during the sernon. She added
Ms Frew to her

list. And then what about tonorrow s

di nner--1uncheon? W sinply

MUST pay Cargill sonething! she thought. And
tomorrow was the day

of the Mdthers' Union tea, and they had finished the
novel that

M ss Foote had been reading to them The question
was, what to get



for themnext? There didn't seemto be any nore
books by Gene

Stratton Porter, their favourite. What about Warw ck
Deepi ng? Too

hi ghbrow, perhaps? And |I nust ask Proggett to get us
some young

cauliflowers to plant out, she thought finally.

The glue had liquefied. Dorothy took two fresh
sheets of brown

paper, sliced theminto narrow strips, and--rather
awkwar dl y,

because of the difficulty of keeping the breastplate
convex- - past ed

the strips horizontally across it, back and front.
By degrees it

stiffened under her hands. Wen she had reinforced
it all over she

set it on end to look at it. It really wasn't half
bad! One nore

coating of paper and it would be alnost |ike rea
arnmour. We MJST

make that pageant a success! she thought. What a
pity we can't

borrow a horse from sonebody and have Boadi cea in her
chariot! W

m ght make five pounds if we had a really good
chariot, with

scythes on the wheels. And what about Hengi st and
Horsa? Cross-

gartering and wi nged hel nets. Dorothy sliced two
nore sheets of

brown paper into strips, and took up the breastplate
to give it its

final coating. The problemof faith and no faith had
vani shed

utterly fromher mnd. It was beginning to get dark
but, too busy

to stop and light the |anp, she worked on, pasting
strip after

strip of paper into place, with absorbed, with pious
concentrati on,

in the penetrating snmell of the glue-pot.



THE END



