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Introduction

Soon Else moved close to her sister. By now she hadforgotten the angry
lady. She smiled her rare smile.

1 saw the little lamp,’ she said softly.

Then both were silent once more.

As most of the short stories in this collection do, The Doll%
House’ ends with a surprise. In the final scene we see the poor
little girls, who are ignored by everyone, with happy smiles on
their faces. This surprising turn of events gives the reader a clear
understanding of what is important in the story. Readers in the
late nineteenth- and early twentieth-centuries enjoyed a clever
twist,

The characters themselves are another attractive feature
of these stories. Like readers a hundred years ago, we quickly
become involved in the fictional lives of interesting, sometimes
odd, sometimes heroic men, women and children and want to
find out what happens to them.

The stories were written by well-known writers from Britain,
Ireland, New Zealand and the United States, and this collection
presents the short story at its best. A number of the writers
represented here —Katherine Mansfield, Edgar Allan Poe and W.
Somerset Maugham —are known above all for their short stories;
others are more famous for their plays and novels.

The British writer Herbert George Wells (1866—1946) began life
as the son of an unsuccessful small businessman and professional
sportsman. He was sent to work in a shop at an early age and
wrote about this experience in several of his novels. He eventually
became a teacher and wrote newspaper and magazine articles at
the same time. He questioned society’s rules and was always an



important, independent thinker with modern, original ideas.

At the end of the nineteenth century, H.G. Wells, with Jules
Verne, created a new type of literature: science fiction. Wells was
also a master of the humorous novel and the short story, and
included in his fiction ideas on women rights, science, progress
and politics. In addition, he wrote many non-fiction books which
mirrored the interest and excitement people felt about these
topics at the turn of the century.

Wellss work continues to be popular today because many of
his books have been made into films or television programmes.
These include The Time Machine, The War of the Worlds, The Island
of Doctor Moreau and The Invisible Man (all of which are also
Penguin Readers).

Irish-born Oscar Wilde (1854—900) had great success with
his short stories, plays and poems, but he was even more famous
for his personality and lifestyle. His mother was a poet and society
hostess, and his father was a leading ear and eye doctor. It is
understandable thatWilde became a great writer, and even more
skilled at conversation.

Wilde believed that he could make his life into a work of
art, and his unusual lifestyle always attracted attention. He was
married and had two sons, but his serious friendship with Lord
Alfred Douglas led to a separation between him and his wife. He
was sent to prison in 1895 for what was then considered a sexual
crime,

Wildes work continues to be popular today because he had a
great gift for describing nineteenth-century upper-class society.
His plays, particularly Lady Windermere$ Fan, The Importance
of Being Ernest and An Ideal Husband (which is also a Penguin
Reader), are imaginative, romantic, serious, emotional and very
amusing.

Pelham Grenville Wodehouse (1881—975) spent most of his
childhood in England in the care of various aunts, while his

VI



father worked for the British government in Hong Kong. After
finishing his education, the young Wodehouse tried a career in
banking in Hong Kong but soon gave it up to become a writer,
His first novel came out in 1902, and eventually he wrote more
than 120 books. He achieved international popularity with
humorous stories about amusing characters in difficult situations.
The hest known of these characters are the helpless but likeable
upper-class young man Bertie Wooster and his servant Jeeves.

P. G. Wodehouse also wrote plays and musicals. His very
successful writing career was temporarily stopped during World
War I, and he was captured by the Germans in 1940. After
the war Wodehouse settled in the United States, becoming an
American citizen in 1955. He continued to be very popular with
his many readers, and Queen Elizabeth 11 gave him the title Sir
Pelham Wodehouse for his lifes work shortly before his death.

Katherine Mansfield is the pen name of Kathleen Mansfield
Beauchamp (1888—1923). She was recognized as a master of the
short story, best known for sensitive stories which often feature
women and children as main characters and in which a person’s
true nature is uncovered at an important moment or after an
important event.

Born in New Zealand, Mansfield went to London to study
music and lived in Europe for most of her life. Her unhappy
marriage in 1909 was followed by several unsuccessful love affairs.
She became well known after writing short stories and magazine
articles, and especially after her book Bliss and Other Stories came
out in 1920.

In her later years she was struck by a disease that remained
with her until she died at the tragically young age of thirty-four.
Some of her collections of short stories appeared after her death.

The American Edgar Allan Poe (1809—49) lost his parents at a
young age and was brought up by Mr and Mrs Allan. As a young
man, he argued with Mr Allan about money, and at the age of
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twenty-two he found himselfwith no family, no money, and no
job. However, he knew that he wanted to write. Between 1827
and 1831 Poe wrote three books of poems, but his real skill lay in
another direction. His first hook of stories came out in 1839 and,
more than any other American writer, he shaped the modern
short story and is known for introducing the detective story.

Although he was admired as a writer, Poe was almost always
poor and unhappy. His life sometimes mirrored the dark topics
In his writing. His young wife died in 1847, and afterwards Poe
suffered greatly from illnesses of the body and the mind. Today
Poe is known as one ofthe best early writers offrightening stories
and murder mysteries, but he could also write light-heartedly, &
in *X-ing a Paragraph’, the story in this collection.

Like many of the writers in this collection, the great British
writer Anthony Trollope (1815—82) had an unhappy start in life.
His father was frequently in debt and, as a result, the family was
forced to move often. Although he went to good schools, his
poverty made Anthony an unhappy schoolboy. After his father
died, his mother supported herselfand her children by writing a
number of popular hooks.

Trollope worked for the Post Office from 1834 to 1867 and
travelled to Eqypt, the West Indies and the United States as part
of this job. At the same time he began writing, finishing his first
novel in 1847. He wrote about sixty works, including novels,
travel books and collections of short stories. His most famous
works were two series of books: the Barchester series, hased
around the lives of church officials and their families, and the
Palliser series, set in the world of politics and government. These
series cover more than twenty years of Trollopes writing career.
He was especially skilful at creating believable characters with
full, rich lives.

The famous British writer William Somerset Maugham
(1874-1965) was born in Paris. His mother died when he was



eight and his father when he was ten. He then lived in England
with relatives.

Maugham studied medicine before deciding to become a
writer. His first novel came out in 1897 and was based on his
experiences in poor parts of London when he was working as a
medical clerk. By 1908 he was famous and successful, with four
plays running in different theatres in London at the same time.

During the FirstWorldWar he served as an intelligence officer
and developed a love of travel that stayed with him for the rest
of his life. Leaving his wife and daughter at home, he journeyed
around the world, eventually settling in 1926 on the French
Riviera, where his house hecame a meeting place for a wide
variety of writers, politicians and other famous people of the
time.

Maugham’ ability to involve the reader very quickly made
him an excellent short-story writer. His most famous novel is Of
Human Bondage, and although it is fiction, it was based closely on
Maugham’s own life.

These stories are extremely different in their subject matter.
Some are about ordinary people to whom something surprising
happens, such as Fotheringay in ‘The Man Who Could Work
Miracles’, or Susan Bell in “The Courtship of Susan Bell’. Some,
such as ‘Lord Mountdrago’and ‘The Model Millionaire’, contain
unusual characters from the upper levels of society.

‘Lord Emsworth and the Girl Friend” presents two very
different characters from opposite ends of the society, hetween
whom an unusual relationship develops. Some of the stories, like
this one, are light-hearted and amusing; others are serious. Some
have happy endings; others end in tragedy and death. They are all,
however, excellent examples of the short story.

In 1842, Edgar Allan Poe wrote a formal definition of this
type of literature. He described it as a piece written to produce a
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single effect. In general, the short story can be told or read on a
single occasion; the central features of character and situation are
expressed in a few well-chosen words that hold our attention to
the end.



The Man Who Could Work Miracles H. G. Wells

Until he was thirty years old, Fotheringay did not believe in
miracles. In fact he discovered his own unusual powers at the
moment when he was claiming that miracles were quite
impossible. He was having a drink at his local inn, and Toddy
Beamish was driving him to the limits of his patience by
disagreeing with everything he said.

‘S0 you say,"answered Beamish whenever Fotheringay spoke.

There were present, besides these two, a very dusty cyclist; the
innkeeper, Cox; and fat Miss Maybridge, who served behind the
bar. She was standing with her back to Mr Fotheringay, washing
glasses; the others were watching him.

‘Listen, Mr Beamish,” said Mr Fotheringay, annoyed by his
opposition. ‘Let us clearly understand what a miracle is. It%
something against the laws of nature done by the power of Will,
something that couldnt happen without being specially willed.’

‘So you say,"said Mr Beamish.

The cyclist agreed with Mr Fotheringay, but the innkeeper did
not express an opinion.

‘For example,” said Mr Fotheringay, ‘here would be a miracle.
That lamp, in the normal course of nature, couldnt burn like that
upside down, could it, Beamish?’

‘You say it couldnt,’said Beamish.

‘And you?’said Fotheringay. ‘You don't mean to say —2’

‘No,’said Beamish at last. ‘No, it couldnt’

Very well,” said Mr Fotheringay. ‘Then here comes someone,
perhaps myself, and stands here, perhaps, and says to that lamp, &
| might do, collecting all my will - “Turn upside down without
breaking, and go on burning steadily,” and —Hullo!’

It was enough to make anyone say ‘Hullo!’ The impossible had
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happened. The lamp hung upside down in the air, burning
quietly with its flame pointing down. It was as solid as ever a
lamp was.

Mr Fotheringay stood with a finger stretched out and the
troubled face of one expecting a terrible crash. The cyclist, who
was sitting next to the lamp, jumped away. Miss Maybridge
turned and cried out. For nearly three seconds the lamp
remained as it was. A faint cry of pain came from Mr
Fotheringay. ‘I can't keep it up,” he said, ‘any longer.’ The lamp
suddenly fell, broke on the floor, and went out.

It was lucky that it had a metal container, or the whole place
would have been on fire. Mr Cox was the first to speak,
remarking that Mr Fotheringay was a fool. Fotheringay himself
was astonished at what had happened. The conversation which
followed gave no explanation of the matter, and the general
opinion agreed with Mr Cox’ view that Fotheringay was a fool
for playing such a trick. His own mind was terribly confused, and
he rather agreed with them.

He went home red-faced and hot. He watched each of the ten
street lamps nervously as he passed it. It was only when he found
himselfin his bedroom that he was able to think clearly.

He had taken off his shoes and was sitting on the bed, saying
for the seventeenth time, ‘I didn't want the thing to turn over,’
when he remembered that just by saying the commanding
words, he had willed the thing to happen. He decided to try his
New powers again.

He pointed to the candle and collected his thoughts together,
though he felt that he was behaving foolishly. But in a second
that feeling disappeared. ‘Be raised up,” he said. The candle rose
up, hung in the air for amoment, and then fell with a crash on
his table, leaving him in darkness.

For a time Mr Fotheringay sat there, perfectly still. ‘It did
happen,”he said. ‘And how I'm going to explain it, | dont know.’
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He felt in his pockets for a match. He could find none, so he felt
on the table. He tried his coat, and there were none there, and
then it came to his mind that miracles were possible even with
matches. He stretched out a hand. ‘Let there be a match in that
hand,”he said. He felt a light object fall across his hand, and his
fingers closed on a match.

After several useless attempts to light this, he threw it down;
and then he realized that he could have willed it to be lit. He did
s0,and saw it burning on the table. He picked it up quickly, and it
went out. He became more adventurous and put the candle back
in its place. Be lit!” said Mr Fotheringay, and immediately the
candle burst into flame. For a time he looked at it and then he
looked carefully into the mirror.

‘What about miracles now?’said Mr Fotheringay, speaking to
his own shadowed face.

Mr Fotheringay was becoming very confused. So far as he could
understand, he had only to will things and they would happen.
After his first experiences, he wished to be more careful. But he
lifted a sheet of paper into the air, and turned a glass of water pink
and then green, and got himself a new toothbrush. By the early
hours of the morning he had decided that willpower must be
unusual and strong. The fears of his first discovery were now mixed
with pride and thoughts of how he could use his powers to his
advantage. He heard the church clock strike one, and undressed in
order to get into bed without further delay. As he struggled to
undress, he had a wonderful idea. ‘Let me be in bed,” he said, and
found himself there. ‘Undressed,” he said and, finding the sheets
cold, added quickly, ‘and in a soft woollen nightshirt. Ah!" he said
with pleasure. ‘And now let me be comfortably asleep

He awoke at his usual hour, and wondered if his experiences
had been a dream. He decided to test his skills again. He had
three eggs for breakfast; two were supplied by his housekeeper;
one was a much better egg, laid, cooked and served by his own
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unusual will. He hurried off to work very excited. All day he
could do no work because of his astonishing new self-
knowledge, but this did not matter because he did all the work
by amiracle in the last ten minutes.

As the day passed, his state of mind changed from wonder to
pleasure. It was clear that he must be careful how he lifted
anything that was breakable, but in other ways his powers seemed
more exciting the more he thought about them. He increased his
personal property by making new things for himself, but he
could see that he must be careful about that too. People might
wonder how he got them.

After supper he went out for a walk on a quiet street to try a
few miracles in private by the gas works.

His attempts could perhaps have been more interesting, but
apart from his willpower Mr Fotheringay was not a very
interesting man. He stuck his walking stick into the ground and
commanded the dry wood to grow flowers. The air was
immediately full of the smell of roses, but his satisfaction ended
when he heard footsteps. He was afraid that someone would
discover his powers, and he said quickly to the stick, ‘Go hack.’
What he meant was,‘Change back’, but the stick went backwards
at high speed, and there came a shout of anger.

‘Who are you throwing rose bushes at, you fool?’ cried a voice.

‘I'm sorry,” said Fotheringay. He saw Winch, one of the three
local policemen, coming towards him.

‘What do you mean by it?" asked the policeman. ‘Hullo! It5
you, is it? The man who broke the lamp at the inn!’

‘I dont mean anything by it,"said Mr Fotheringay. ‘Nothing
atall.

‘Why did you do it, then? Do you know that stick hurt?’

For the moment Fotheringay could not think why he had done
it. His silence seemed to anger MrWinch. ‘You've been attacking
the police, young man, this time.Thatswhat you'e done.’
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‘Listen, Mr Winch," said Mr Fotheringay, angry and confused.
‘I'm very sorry.The factis...’

Well?”

He could think ofno answer except the truth. ‘I was working
amiracle.’

‘Working a.. . !'Listen! Dont talk nonsense. Working a miracle!
Really! Miracle! Well, that’ very funny! You'e the man who
doesnt believe in miracles... The fact is, this is another of your
foolish tricks. Now I tell you =

But Mr Fotheringay never heard what MrWinch was going to
tell him. He realized that he had given his valuable secret to the
whole world. He became violently angry and shouted, ‘Listen,
I've had enough of this. I'll show you a foolish trick. Disappear!
Go now!’

He was alone.

Mr Fotheringay performed no more miracles that night, and
he did not trouble to see what had happened to his flowering
stick. He returned to the town, afraid and very quiet, and went to
his bedroom. ‘Good heavens!’ he said. ‘Its a powerful gift —an
extremely powerful gift. I didnt mean to go that far. | wonder
where Winch has gone.’

He sat on the bed and took off his shoes. He had a happy
thought and sent the policeman to San Francisco, and went to
bed. In the night he dreamt of Winch’ anger.

The next day Fotheringay heard two interesting pieces of
news. Someone had planted a most beautiful climbing rose near
Mr Gomshotts house, and everyone was looking for Policeman
Winch.

Mr Fotheringay was thoughtful all that day, and performed no
miracles except some to help Winch, and the miracle of completing
his day5work on time. Most of the time he was thinking of Winch.

On Sunday evening he went to church, and strangely enough
the minister, Mr Maydig, spoke about ‘things that are not lawful’.
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Mr Fotheringay was not a regular churchgoer but decided to tell
Mr Maydig about his powers, and to ask his advice.

Mr Maydig, a thin, excitable man with a long neck, was
pleased when the young man asked to speak to him. He took
him to his study, gave him a comfortable seat and, standing in
front of a cheerful fire, asked Mr Fotheringay to state his business.

At first Mr Fotheringay found some difficulty in opening the
subject. You will hardly believe me, Mr Maydig... and so on
for some time. He tried a question at last, and asked Mr Maydig
his opinion of miracles.

You dont helieve, | suppose,” said Fotheringay, ‘that some
common sort of person —like myself, for example —might have
something strange inside him that made him able to do things by
willpower?’

‘Itspossible,’said Mr Maydig.‘Something of that sort, perhaps,
IS possible.”

‘If I may try with something here, | think | can show you
what | mean,” said Mr Fotheringay. ‘Now that pot on the table,
for example. | want to know whether this is a miracle or not.’

He pointed to the pot and said, Be a bow! of flowers.’

The pot did as it was ordered.

Mr Maydigjumped violently at the change, and stood looking
from Fotheringay to the flowers. He said nothing. Slowly he
leaned over the table and smelt the flowers; they were fresh and
very fine. Then he looked at Fotheringay again.

‘How did you do that?"he asked.

Mr Fotheringay said, ‘Ijust told it - and there you are. IS that a
miracle, or what is it? And what do you think is the matter with
me? Thatswhat | want to ask.’

‘It5 a most astonishing thing.’

‘And last week | didnt know | could do things like that. It
came quite suddenly. It something strange about my will, |
suppose.’



‘Is that - the only thing? Could you do other things besides
that?’

‘Oh, yes!’said Mr Fotheringay. ‘Anything.”He thought a little.
‘Look!"He pointed. ‘Change into a bowl of fish.You see that, Mr
Maydig?’

‘It’s unbelievable. You are either a most unusual... But no...

‘| could change it into anything,” said Mr Fotheringay. Be a
bird, will you?’

In another moment a blue bird was flying round the room and
Mr Maydig had to bend his head every time it came near him.
‘Stop there, will you?’ said Mr Fotheringay; and the bird hung
still in the air. ‘I could change it back to a bowl of flowers,” he
said, and after placing the bird on the table he worked that
miracle. ‘l expect you want your pot back,” he said, and brought
back the pot.

Mr Maydig said nothing while he watched all these changes,
but he gave a small cry every now and then. He picked up the
pot carefully, examined it, and put it back on the table. ‘Well""was
the only expression of his feelings.

‘Now after that, it% easier to explain what | wanted to ask
you,” said Mr Fotheringay; and he told the whole story to Mr
Maydig, beginning with the lamp at the inn and several times
mentioningWinch. Mr Maydig listened carefully, and interrupted
when Fotheringay was talking about the third egg he had caused
to appear at breakfast.

‘It5 possible,’said Maydig,but astonishing. The power to work
miracles is a gift and a very rare gift.Yes —yes. Go on. Go on.’

Mr Fotheringay went on to talk about Winch. ‘It% this that
troubles me most,” he said, ‘and I'm in need of advice mostly
about Winch. Of course he’ in San Francisco —wherever San
Francisco may be —but it’s awkward for both of us, Mr Maydig. |
dont see how he can understand what has happened, and he
must be very angry with me. He may be trying to come back
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here to get me. | send him back by a miracle every few hours,
when | think of it. Of course he wont be able to understand
that, and if he buys a ticket every time it will cost him a lot of
money. I've done the best | could for him. But I'm in a very
difficult position.”

Mr Maydig looked serious. ‘Yes, you are. How are you going
to end it?” He became confused. ‘But we’ll leave Winch for a
little and discuss the whole subject,” continued Mr Maydig.
‘I dont think this is criminal at all. No, it$just miracles, miracles
of the very highest class.”

He began to walk around. Mr Fotheringay sat with his arm on
the table and his head on his arm, looking worried. ‘I dont see
what | can do about Winch, he said.

‘Ifyou can work miracles,” said Mr Maydig, you can solve the
problem of Winch. My dear sir, you are a most important man —
gman of the most astonishing possibilities. The things you could

0

‘Yes, I've thought of a thing or two,”said Mr Fotheringay. ‘But
| thought it better to ask someone.’

‘Quite right,” said Mr Maydig. He stopped and looked at
Fotheringay. ‘It% almost an unlimited gift. Let us test your powers.’

And so, though it is hard to believe, in the little study on the
evening of Sunday, 10 November, 1896, Mr Fotheringay, urged on
by Mr Maydig, began to work miracles. The reader’ attention is
specially called to the date. He will object —probably he has
already objected —that certain events in this story are improbable;
that if these things had really happened they would have been in
the newspapers long ago. The details which follow now will be
particularly hard to accept, because they show, among other things,
that he or she, the reader, must have been killed in a strange and
violent manner in the past. As a matter of fact the reader was killed.
In the remaining part of this story that will become perfectly clear,
and every reasonable reader will accept the fact,
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At first the miracles worked by Mr Fotheringay were little
things with cups and such things. After he and Mr Maydig had
worked several of these, their sense of power grew, their
imagination increased, and they wanted to do greater things.
Their first larger miracle was connected with the meal to which
Mr Maydig led Mr Fotheringay. It was not a good meal, and Mr
Maydig was expressing his sorrow at this when Mr Fotheringay
saw his opportunity.

‘Don’t you think, Mr Maydig,” he said, ‘l might... ?’

‘My dear Fotheringay! Of course! I didnt think.’

Mr Fotheringay waved his hand. ‘W hat shall we have?"he said,
and following Mr Maydig’s orders produced a much better meal.

They sat for a long time at their supper, talking as equals. ‘By
the way," said Mr Fotheringay, ‘I might be able to help you with
all your meals.”He put some food into his mouth. ‘Il was thinking
that | might be able to work a miracle on your housekeeper, Mrs
Minchin.’

Mr Maydig put down his glass and looked doubtful. ‘She
strongly objects to being troubled, you know, Mr Fotheringay.
And —as a matter of fact —its after 11 o’clock, and she’ probably
in bed and asleep.’

Mr Fotheringay considered these objections. ‘| dont see why
it shouldnt be done in her sleep.’

For atime Mr Maydig opposed the idea, and then he agreed.
Mr Fotheringay gave his orders, and the two gentlemen went on
with their meal, feeling slightly anxious. While they were talking
of Mrs Minchin, they heard some strange noises coming from
upstairs. Mr Maydig left the room quickly. Mr Fotheringay heard
him calling the housekeeper and then his footsteps going softly
up to her.

In-a minute or two Mr Maydig returned, his face smiling.
‘Wonderful!he said. ‘Wonderful”

He began walking around the room. ‘Poor woman! A most
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impressive change! She had got up out of her sleep to get rid ofa
bottle of alcohol that she was keeping in her room. And she
admitted it too, through the crack of the door. This may be the
start of the most wonderful possibilities. If we can make this
change in her...’

‘And about MrWinch ... said Fotheringay.

Mr Maydig waved the Winch difficulty away, and made some
proposals. These proposals are not part of this story, but they were
good-natured and quite astonishing. In the early hours Mr
Maydig and Mr Fotheringay were outside under the moon, Mr
Maydig waving his arms, Mr Fotheringay no longer afraid of his
greatness. They changed all heavy drinkers into good men; they
changed all alcohol into water. They improved the running of the
trains and the soil of One Tree Hill, and they were considering
what could be done with the broken part of South Bridge. ‘The
place,”said Mr Maydig, ‘won't be the same place tomorrow. How
surprised and thankful everyone will be!” And just at that
moment the church clock struck three.

‘Oh!” said Mr Fotheringay, ‘thats three o’clock! I must be
going home. I've got to be at work by eight o’clock.”

‘Wete only just starting,” said Mr Maydig, full of the sweetness
of unlimited power. ‘We'e only beginning. Think of all the good
we're doing. When people wake

‘But... "said Mr Fotheringay.

Mr Maydig seized his arm. His eyes were bright and wild.

‘My dear man,”he said, theres no hurry. Look!"He pointed to
the moon.‘Stop it!”he said. Why not?’

Mr Fotheringay looked at the full moon.

‘Thatstoo much,”he said.

‘Why not?’said Mr Maydig. ‘O f course the moon doesn't stop.
You stop the turning of the earth, you know. Time stops. It isnt
wrong.’

‘H’m!’said Mr Fotheringay. Well, I'll try.’
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He spoke to the earth. Just stop turning, will you?’ said Mr
Fotheringay.

Immediately he was flying head over heels through the air at
high speed. Although he was turning round and round, he was
able to think. He thought in a second, and willed, ‘Let me come
down safe and unhurt.’

He willed it only just in time, for his clothes, heated by his
rapid movement through the air, were beginning to burn. He
came down on some freshly turned earth. A large amount of
stone, very like the clock tower which had stood in the middle of
the market square, hit the earth near him and broke into pieces. A
flying cow hit one of the larger blocks and burst like an egg.
There was a crash that made all the most violent crashes of his
life sound like falling dust. A great wind roared all round him, so
that he could hardly lift his head to look. For a time he was too
breathless even to see where he was or what had happened.

‘Good heavens!” he said. ‘l was nearly killea! What has gone
wrong? Storms and thunder! And only a minute ago, a fine night.
What a wind! 1ts Maydig’s fault. If I go on like this, I'm going to
have a terrible accident... Wheres Maydig?’

He looked around him as well as he could. The appearance of
things was extremely strange. ‘The sky’ all right,” said Mr
Fotheringay. ‘And thats about all that is right. Theres the moon
overhead. Just as it was. Bright as midday. But the rest? Where’
the village? Wheret anything? And what started this wind? |
didnt order awind.’

Mt Fotheringay struggled unsuccessfully to get to his feet, and
remained on the ground.

Far and wide nothing could be seen through the dust that flew
in the wind except piles of earth and ruins. No trees, no houses,
no familiar shapes, only disorder and a rapidly rising storm.

You see, when Mr Fotheringay stopped the earth, he said
nothing about the things on its surface. And the earth turns so
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fast that parts of its surface are travelling at rather more than a
thousand miles an hour; in England, at more than half that speed.
So the village, and Mr Maydig, and Mr Fotheringay, and
everything and everybody had been thrown violently forward at
about nine miles per second —that is to say, much more violently
than if they had been fired out ofa gun. And every human being,
every living creature, every house and every tree —all the world
aswe know it —had been completely destroyed. That was all.

These things Mr Fotheringay did not fully understand. But he
saw that his miracle had gone wrong, and with that a great hatred
of miracles came on him. He was in darkness now, for the clouds
had covered over the moon. A great roaring of wind and water
filled the earth and sky, and he saw a wall of water pouring
towards him.

‘Maydig!’ cried Mr Fotheringays weak voice in the roar ofthe
storm.‘Here! —Maydig!’

‘Stop!” cried Mr Fotheringay to the wall of water. ‘Oh, stop!’

Just @ moment,” said Mr Fotheringay to the storm and the
thunder. ‘Stop just amoment while I collect my thoughts ... And
now what shall | do?he said. ‘Oh, I wish Maydig was here.’

‘I 'know," said Mr Fotheringay. ‘And let’ have it right this time.
Let nothing that I'm going to order happen until I say “Off” ...
Oh, I'wish I 'had thought of that before!”

He lifted his little voice against the roaring wind, shouting
louder and louder in an attempt to hear himself speak. ‘Now!
Remember what | said just now. In the first place, when all 1'e
asked for is done, let me lose my power to work miracles; let my
will become just like anybody elses will, and let all these
dangerous miracles be stopped. That’ the first thing. And the
second is —let everything be just as it was before that lamp
turned upside down. Do you understand? No more miracles,
everything as it was —me back at the inn just before | had my
drink.That’ it! Yes.”

12



He dug his fingers into the earth, closed his eyes, and said
IO !1

Everything became perfectly still. He knew that he was
standing up.

‘50 you say,’said a voice.

He opened his eyes. He was at the inn, arguing about miracles
with Toddy Beamish. He had a feeling of some great thing
forgotten, which passed immediately. You see, except for the loss
of his powers, everything was back as it had been; his mind and
memory were now just as they had been at the time when this
story began. So he knew nothing of all that is told here, knows
nothing of all that is told here to this day. And among other
things, of course, he still did not believe in miracles.

‘| tell you that miracles cant possibly happen,”he said,and I'm
prepared to prove it

‘Thatswhat you think,’ said Beamish. ‘Prove it if you can.’

‘Listen, Mr Beamish,” said Mr Fotheringay. ‘Let us clearly
understand what a miracle is... "
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The Model Millionaire  Oscar Wilde

Unless one is wealthy there is no use in being a charming person.
The poor should be ordinary and practical. It is better to have a
permanent income than to be interesting. These are the great
truths of modern life which Hughie Erskine never realized. Poor
Hughie! He was not, we must admit, a man of great intelligence.
He never said a clever or even an unkind thing in his life. But
then he was wonderfully good-looking, with his brown hair, his
clear-cut features, and his grey eyes. He was as popular with men
as he was with women, and he had every quality except that of
making money. His father, on his death, had left him his sword
and a History of the Peninsular War in 15 parts. Hughie hung the
first above his mirror, put the second on a shelf, and lived on two
hundred pounds a year that an old aunt allowed him. He had
tried everything. He had bought and sold shares for six months;
but how could he succeed among experienced men? He had
been atea trader for a little longer, but he had soon tired of that.
Then he had tried selling wine, but nobody bought any. At last he
became nothing, a charming, useless young man with perfect
features and no profession.

To make matters worse, he was in love. The girl he loved was
Laura Merton, the daughter of a former army officer who had
lost his temper and his health in India, and had never found either
of them again. Hughie loved her so much that he was ready to
kiss her feet; and Laura loved him too. They were the best-looking
pair in London, and had no money at all. Her father was very
fond of Hughie, but would not hear of any marriage plans.

‘Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten thousand
pounds ofyour own, and we will see about it,"he used to say.

One morning, Hughie called in to see a great friend of his,
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Alan Trevor. Trevor was a painter. O f course, few people are not
these days. But he was also an artist, and artists are rather rare. He
was a strange, rough man, with a spotty face and an overgrown
red beard. But when he took up the brush he was a real master,
and his pictures were very popular. He had been much attracted
by Hughie at first, it must be admitted, just because of his
personal charm. ‘The only people a painter should know,he used
to say,‘are people who are both beautiful and stupid, people who
are a pleasure to look at and restful to talk to.”But after he got to
know Hughie better, he liked him quite as much for his bright,
cheerful spirits, and his generous, carefree nature, and had asked
him to visit whenever he liked.

When Hughie came in, he found Trevor putting the finishing
touches to a wonderful life-size picture of a beggar. The beggar
himself was standing on a raised platform in a corner of the
room. He was a tired old man with a lined face and a sad
expression. Over his shoulder was thrown a rough brown coat, all
torn and full of holes; his thick boots were old and mended, and
with one hand he leant on a rough stick, while with the other he
held out his old hat for money.

‘What an astonishing model!"whispered Hughie, as he shook
hands with his friend.

‘An astonishing model?’shouted Trevor at the top ofhis voice;
‘I should think so! Such beggars are not met with every day
Good heavens! What a picture Rembrandt would have made of
him!”

‘Poor old man!’said Hughie. ‘How miserable he looks! But |
suppose, to you painters, his face is his fortune.”

‘Certainly,” replied Trevor, ‘you dont want a beggar to look
happy, do you?’

‘How much does a model get for heing painted?” asked
Hughie, as he found himselfa comfortable seat.

‘A shilling an hour.’
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‘And how much do you get for your picture, Alan?’

‘Oh, for this I get two thousand pounds.”

‘Well, I think the model should have a share,’ cried Hughie,
laughing; e works quite as hard as you do.’

‘Nonsense, nonsense! Look at the trouble of laying on the
paint, and standing all day in front of the picture! It% easy,
Hughie, for you to talk. But you mustnt talk; I'm busy. Smoke a
cigarette, and keep quiet.’

After some time the servant came in, and told Trevor that the
frame maker wanted to speak to him.

‘Don’t run away, Hughie, he said, as he went out, ‘I will he
back in amoment.’

The old beggar took advantage of Trevor’ absence to rest for
amoment. He looked so miserable that Hughie pitied him, and
felt in his pockets to see what money he had. All he could find
was a pound and some pennies. ‘Poor old man,”he thought, ‘he
needs it more than I do, but | shant have much money myselffor
aweek or two’;and he walked across the room and slipped the
pound into the heggar’ hand.

The old man jumped, and a faint smile passed across his old
lips. ‘Thank you, sir,” he said, ‘thank you.”

Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie left, a little red in the face at
what he had done. He spent the day with Laura, who was
charmingly cross that he had given away a pound, and had to
walk home because he had no money for transport.

That night he went to his club at about 11 o’clock, and found
Trevor sitting by himselfin the smoking room.

‘Well, Alan, did you finish the picture all right?”he asked.

‘Finished and framed, my boy!” answered Trevor; ‘and, by the
way, that old model you saw has become very fond ofyou. | had
to tell him all about you —who you are, where you live, what
your income is, what hopes you have ...’

‘My dear Alan,” cried Hughie, ‘I shall probably find him
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waiting for me when | go home. But, of course, you are only
joking. Poor old man! I wish | could do something for him. |
think it is terrible that anyone should be so miserable. I have got
piles of old clothes at home —do you think he would like any of
them? His clothes were falling to bits.’

‘But he looks wonderful in them,” said Trevor. ‘l would never
want to paint him in good clothes. But I'll tell him ofyour offer.

‘Alan,”said Hughie seriously,you painters are heardess men.’

‘An artistS heart is in his head,”replied Trevor;‘and besides, our
business is to show the world as we see it, not to make it better.
And now tell me how Laura is. The old model was quite
interested in her.’

You dont mean to say you talked to him about her?’ said
Hughie.

‘Certainly | did. He knows all about the cruel father, the
lovely Laura, and the ten thousand pounds.’

‘You told the old beggar all about my private affairs?’ cried
Hughie.

‘My dear boy, said Trevor, smiling, ‘that old beggar, as you call
him, is one of the richest men in Europe. He could buy all
London tomorrow and still have money in the bank. He has a
house in every capital, eats off plates of gold, and can prevent
Russia going to war when he wishes.’

‘What on earth do you mean?’cried Hughie.

‘What | say,” said Trevor. ‘The old man you saw today in my
room was Baron Hausherg. He is a great friend of mine, buys all
my pictures and that sort of thing, and asked me a month ago to
paint him as a beggar. Theret nothing surprising about that.
These rich men have some strange ideas. And | must say he
looked fine in those old clothes.”

‘Baron Hausberg!” cried Hughie. ‘Good heavens! | gave him a
pound!’and he sank back into his chair in shock.

‘Gave him a pound!” shouted Trevor and he roared with

17



laughter. ‘My dear boy, you'll never see it again. His business is
with other people s money.’

‘I think you ought to have told me, Alan,”said Hughie in a bad
temper, ‘and not have let me make such a fool of myself.”

‘Well, to begin with, Hughie, said Trevor, ‘I never thought that
you went about giving your money away in that careless manner.
| can understand your kissing a pretty model, but not giving
money to an ugly one. Besides, when you came in | didn't know
whether Hausberg would like his name mentioned.You know he
wasnt in his usual dress!’

‘How stupid he must think me!”said Hughie.

‘Not at all. He was in the highest spirits after you left, and kept
laughing to himself. 1 couldnt understand why he was so
interested in knowing all about you, but | see it all now. He'll
keep your pound for you, pay you interest every six months, and
have a story to tell after dinner.’

I am an unlucky devil,’said Hughie. ‘The best thing | can do
IS to go to bed; and, my dear Alan, you mustnt tell anyone. |
wouldnt dare show my face if people knew.’

‘Nonsense! It shows your kindness of spirit, Hughie. Have
another cigarette, and you can talk about Laura as much as you
like.”

But Hughie refused to stay; he walked home, feeling very
unhappy, and leaving Alan Trevor helpless with laughter.

The next morning, as he was at hreakfast, the servant brought
him a card on which was written, ‘Mr Gustave Naudin, for Baron
Hausherg’. ‘I suppose he wants me to say | am sorry about
yesterday,” said Hughie to himself, and he told the servant to
bring the visitor in.

An old gendeman with gold glasses and grey hair came into
the room and said, ‘Have | the honour of speaking to Mr
Erskine?’

Hughie agreed that he was Mr Erskine.
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I 'have come from Baron Hausherg,” he continued. ‘The
Baron-’

‘I beg, sir, that you will tell him how truly sorry I am,’ said
Hughie quickly.

‘The Baron,’said the old gentleman with a smile, has asked me
to bring you this letter’;and he held out an envelope.

On the outside was written ‘A wedding present to Hugh
Erskine and Laura Merton, from an old beggar’,and inside was a
cheque for ten thousand pounds.
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Lord Emsworth and the Girl Friend P G. Wodehouse

The day was so warm, so fair, so wonderfully a thing of sunshine
and blue skies and bird song that anyone who knew Clarence,
Lord Emsworth, and knew also his liking for fine weather, would
have imagined him going about the place on this summer
morning with a bright smile and a happy heart. Instead of this,
bent over the breakfast table, he was directing a look of violent
hatred at a blameless fish on his plate. It was August Bank
Holiday,* and Blandings Castle on August Bank Holiday
became, in his lordship’s opinion, unbearable.

This was the day when his park and grounds were filled with
tents, toys, balls and paper bags; when a wave of farm workers and
their crying children swallowed up those places of ancient peace.
On August Bank Holiday he was not allowed to wander around
his gardens in an old coat: he was made to dress like a gentleman
and told to go out and be pleasant to the people. And in the cool
of the quiet evening the same forces put him on a platform and
made him give a speech. To a man with a day like that in front of
him, fine weather was a bad joke.

His sister, Lady Constance Keeble, looked brightly at him over
the coffeepot.'What a lovely morning!”she said.

Lord Emsworth s misery deepened. He disliked being asked —
by this woman of all women —to behave as if everything was for
the best in this best of all possible worlds.

‘Have you got your speech ready?’

Yes.”

Well, make sure you learn it by heart this time and don't keep
stopping like you did last year.”

* Bank Holidays are official holidays when banks and maost businesses are closed.
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Lord Emsworth pushed his fish away. He had lost his desire for
food.

‘And dont forget you have to go to the village this morning
tojudge the garden competition.’

‘All right,” said his lordship bad-temperedly. ‘l've not
forgotten.”

‘| think | will come to the village with you. There are a
number of London children here at the moment on a Fresh Air
visit, and | must warn them to behave properly when they come
to the Fete this afternoon.You know what London children are.
McAllister says he found one of them in the gardens the other
day, picking his flowers.’

At any other time the news of this behaviour would, no
doubt, have affected Lord Emsworth deeply. But now his self-pity
was so great that he did not even reply. He drank his coffee in the
manner of a man who wished it was poison.

By the way, said Lady Constance. ‘McAllister was speaking to
me last night about that new path through the trees. He seems to
want it very much.’

‘Glug? said Lord Emsworth —which, as any student of
language will tell you, is the sound which all lords make when
struck to the soul while drinking coffee.

Concerning Glasgow, that great business and industrial city in
Scotland, much has been written. The only thing about it which
concerns the present writer, though, is the fact that its citizens are
often cold, silent men who know what they want and intend to
get it. Such a man was Angus McAllister, head gardener at
Blandings Castle.

For years Angus McAllister had had as his chief desire the
building of a path through a particularly famous group of the
Castle’s trees. For years he had been bringing this plan to the
notice of his employer, though a man from any other city would
have been made uncomfortable by Lord Emsworth’s obvious
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dislike of the whole idea. And now, it seemed, the gardener had
brought up the subject again.

Path through the trees!” Lord Emsworth stiffened through the
whole length of his thin body. Nature, he had always said,
intended the ground under the trees to be covered with grass.
And, whatever Nature felt about it, he personally was not going
to have men with Glasgow speech patterns, and faces like
drunken potatoes, coming along and spoiling that lovely stretch
of green. Path! Why not a few boards with advertisements on
them and a petrol pump? ThatSwhat the man would really like.’

‘Well, I think it is a good idea,”said his sister. ‘One could walk
there in wet weather then.Wet grass is terribly bad for shoes.’

Lord Emsworth rose. He could bear no more of this. He left
the table, the room and the house and, reaching these particular
trees some minutes later, was disgusted to find that Angus
McAllister was there in person. The head gardener was standing
looking at the grass like a high priest of some ancient religion
about to kill a human being for the gods.

‘Morning, McAllister,"said Lord Emsworth coldly.

‘Good morrrrning, your lordship.’

There was a pause. Angus McAllister, stretching out a foot,
pressed it into the grass. The meaning of this movement was
plain. It showed a general dislike of grass: and Lord Emsworth
looked at the man unpleasantly through his glasses. Though he
did not often think about religion, he was wondering why
Chance, if forced to produce head gardeners, had found it
necessary to make them so Scottish. In the case of McAllister,
why had it been necessary to make him a human being at all? He
felt that he might have liked McAllister ifhe had been some sort
of animal —a dog, perhaps.

‘I was speaking to her ladyship yesterday.’

‘On?’

‘About the path. Her ladyship likes the idea a lot.”
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‘Really! Well

Lord Emsworths face had turned bright pink, and he was
about to speak the violent words which were forming in his
mind when suddenly he noticed the expression in the head
gardeners eye and paused. Angus McAllister was looking at him,
and he knew what that look meant. Just one word, his eye was
saying —in Scottish, of course —just one word out of you and |
will leave. And with a sickening shock Lord Emsworth realized
how completely he was in this man’ power.

He moved his feet miserably. Yes, he was helpless. Except for
that idea about the path, Angus McAllister was a head gardener in
a thousand, and he needed him. That, unfortunately, had been
proved by experience. Once hefore, when they were growing for
the flower show a plant which had later won first prize, he had
dared to ignore McAllister’ advice. And Angus had left, and he
had been forced to heg —Vyes, to beg —him to come back. An
employer cannot hope to do this sort of thing and still rule with
an iron hand. Filled with the kind of anger which dares to burn
but does not dare to show itself, Lord Emsworth coughed.

Tl —er —1'll think it over, McAllister.’

‘Mphm.’

‘' have to go to the village now. I will see you later.’

‘Mphm.’

‘| will —er —think it over.’

‘Mphm.’

*

The job ofjudging the flowers in the garden competition of the
little village of Blandings Parva was one which Lord Emsworth
had looked forward to with pleasure. But now, even though he
had managed to escape from his sister Constance, he came to the
duty with an unhappy spirit. It is always unpleasant for a proud
man to realize that he isno longer captain ofhis soul; that he is in
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fact under the hig boots of a head gardener from Glasgow; and,
thinking about this, he judged the gardens without paying much
attention to them. It was only when he came to the last on his list
that he saw something that attracted his attention.

This, he saw, looking over its broken fence, was not at all a bad
little garden. He opened the gate and wandered in. And a
sleeping dog opened one eye and looked at him. It was one of
those very ordinary, hairy dogs, and its look was cold and
distrustful, like that of a businessman who thinks someone s
going to play atrick on him,

Lord Emsworth did not see the animal. He had wandered over
to some flowers and now, bending down, he smelt them.

The dog for some reason appeared to think that this action
was criminal, and jumped up to defend his home. The next
moment the world had become full of terrible noises, and Lord
Emsworthsworries were swept away in a strong desire to save his
legs from harm.

He was not at his best with strange dogs. Except for saying ‘Go
away, sirl” and jumping about in a surprisingly active way for a
man of his age, he had done little to defend himself when the
house door opened and a girl came out.

‘Hoy!" cried the girl.

And immediately, at the sound of her voice, the dog, stopping
the attack, ran towards the newcomer and lay on his back at her
feet with all four legs in the air. The sight reminded Lord
Emsworth of his own behaviour when in the presence of Angus
McAllister.

He looked at the person who had saved him. She was a small
girl, of uncertain age —possibly twelve or thirteen, though a
combination of London weather and a hard life had given her
face a sort of lined motherliness which caused his lordship to
treat her as someone ofhis own age. She was the kind of girl you
see carrying a baby nearly as large as herselfand still with enough
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strength to lead one little brother by the hand and shout at
another in the distance. Her face shone from recent soaping, and
she was wearing her best dress. She wore her hair pulled tightly
back from her face.

Er —thank you,’said Lord Emsworth.

‘Thank you, sir,’said the girl.

What she was thanking him for, his lordship was not able to
understand. Later, when they knew each other better, he
discovered that this strange gratitude was a habit with his new
friend. She thanked everybody for everything. At the moment,
the habit surprised him.

Lack of practice had made it a little difficult for Lord
Emsworth to talk to members of the opposite sex. He tried hard
to think ofa subject.

‘Fine day.’

‘Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

‘Are you’—Lord Emsworth secretly looked at his list - ‘are you
the daughter of —er —Ebenezer Sprockett?’he asked, thinking, as
he had often thought before, what ugly names some of the
people who lived on his lands possessed.

‘No, sir. I'm from London, sir’

‘Ah? London, eh? Rather warm it must be there.” He paused.
Then, remembering his youth: ‘Er —been to many dances this
season?’

‘No, sir.’

‘Everybody out of London now, | suppose? Whats your
name?’

‘Gladys, sir. Thank you, sir. This is Ern.’

A small boy had wandered out of the small house, a rather
angry-looking boy, bearing surprisingly in his hand a large and
beautiful bunch of flowers. Lord Emsworth smiled politely and
with the addition of this third person to the conversation felt
more comfortable.
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‘How do you do?"he said. ‘What pretty flowers!’

With her brothers arrival, Gladys had also felt happier.

‘Good, arent they?’ she agreed eagerly. ‘I got 'em for 'im up at
the big house. Ooh! The man the place belongs to ran after me!
'E found me picking them, and ¢ shouted something and came
runnin’after me, but | threw a stone at 'im, and e stopped to rub
his leg and | came away.’

Lord Emsworth could have corrected her idea that Blandings
Castle and its gardens belonged to Angus McAllister, but his
mind was so filled with admiration and gratitude that he did not
do so. He looked at the girl respectfully. This wonderful woman
was able to control dogs with just a word, and actually threw
stones at Angus McAllister —a thing which he had never had
courage to do himself in their nine years together —and, what
was more, hit him on the leg with them.

Ern,’ said Gladys, changing the subject, ‘is wearing hair oil
today.”

Lord Emsworth had already noticed this, and had, in fact, been
moving away as she spoke.

‘For the Feet,”explained Gladys.

The feet? Oh, you are going to the Fete?’

Yes, sir, thank you, sir.’

For the first time Lord Emsworth began to think of the event
with something like pleasure.

‘We must look for each other there,” he said kindly. “You will
remember me again? | shall be wearing’—he swallowed —4a top
hat.”

Ernsgoing to wear a straw hat that’ been given im.’

Lord Emsworth looked at the lucky young devil with a feeling
ofjealousy. He thought he knew that straw hat. It had heen his
companion for about six years and then had been torn from him
by his sister Constance and given away.

He thought sadly about the lost hat.
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‘Well, goodhye.’

‘Goodbye, sir. Thank you, sir.’

Lord Emsworth walked thoughtfully out of the garden and,
turning into the little street, met Lady Constance.

‘Oh, there you are, Clarence.’

“Yes,’said Lord Emsworth, since it was true.

‘Have you finished judging the gardens?’

Yes.’

‘I am just going into this last house here. | am told there is a
little girl from London staying there. | want to warn her to
behave properly this afternoon. | have spoken to the others.’

Lord Emsworth stood up straight. His glasses were not level,
but in spite of this he looked commanding.

‘Well, be careful what you say,"he ordered.

‘What do you mean?’

‘You know what | mean. | have the greatest respect for the
young lady ofwhom you speak. She behaved on a certain recent
occasion —on two recent occasions —with courage and skill, and
| won't have her spoken to severely. Understand that!’

*

The real title of the party which was held every year on the first
Monday in August in the park of Blandings Castle was the
Blandings Parva School Treat; and it seemed to Lord Emsworth,
watching the event from under the shadow of his tall black hat,
that if this was the sort of thing schools enjoyed, he and they
enjoyed very different things.

The sheep and cows to whom this park usually belonged had
been sent away to places unknown, leaving the grass to children
whose activity frightened Lord Emsworth, and to adults who
appeared to have lost all their self-respect. Look at Mrs Rossiter
over there, for example. On any other day of the year, when you
met her, Mrs Rossiter was a nice, quiet woman who smiled
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respectfully as you passed. Today, red in the face and with her hat
on one side, she seemed to have gone completely mad. She was
wandering here and there drinking out of a bottle; and when she
was not drinking, she was using her mouth to blow through
some child’ toy and make a terrible noise.

The injustice of the thing hurt Lord Emsworth. This park was
his own private park. What right had people to come and make
noises in it? How would Mrs Rossiter like it if one afternoon he
suddenly marched into her neat little garden in the High Street
and rushed about over her grass making noises?

And it was always on these occasions so terribly hot. Even if
July ended with snow, as soon as the first Monday in August
arrived and he had to put on a stiff collar, out came the burning
sun.

Of course, admitted Lord Emsworth, since he was a fair man,
this worked hoth ways. The hotter the day, the more quickly his
collar melted and stopped cutting into his neck. This afternoon,
for example, the collar had almost immediately become
something like a wet cloth.

A masterful figure came to his sice.

‘Clarence!”

Lord Emsworth’ spiritual state was now such that not even
the arrival of his sister Constance could add much to his
discomfort.

‘Clarence, you look a terrible sight.”

I know | do.Who wouldnt, in clothes like these?’

Please dont be childish, Clarence. | cannot understand why
you hate dressing for once in your life like a reasonable English
gentleman, and not like a beggar.’

‘[t5 this top hat. It’s exciting the children.’

‘What on earth do you mean, exciting the children?’

‘Well, all 1 can tell you is that just now, as | was passing the
place where theyte playing football —foothall! In weather like
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this! —a small boy called out something insulting and threw a nut
at it

‘If you will tell me which boy it was,” said Lady Constance,
angrily, ‘I will have him severely punished.’

‘How,’replied his lordship, equally angry, ‘can | do that? They
all look alike to me. And if I knew him, I would shake him by the
hand. A boy who throws nuts at top hats is in his right mind. And
stiff collars

‘Stifft Thatswhat | came to speak to you about. Do you know
what your collar looks like? Go in and change it immediately.’

‘But, my dear Constance

‘Immediately, Clarence. | simply cannot understand a man
having so little pride in his appearance. But all your life you have
been like that. | remember when we were children

Lord Emsworth’ past was not so pure that he was prepared to
stand and listen to an account of it by a sister with a good
memory.

‘Oh, all right, all right, all right,” he said. ‘I'll change it, Il
change it

‘Well, hurry. They are just starting tea.”

Lord Emsworth trembled.

‘Have | got to go into that tea tent?’

‘Of course you have. As master of Blandings Castle

A bitter laugh from the poor creature she was describing
drowned the rest of the sentence.

*

It always seemed to Lord Emsworth, in examining these
entertainments, that the show on August Bank Holiday at
Blandings Castle reached its lowest point when tea was served in
the big tent. When tea was over, the pain grew less, though it
became worse again at the moment when he stepped to the edge
of the platform and cleared his throat and tried to remember
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what on earth he had planned to say. After that the pain
disappeared again until the following August.

The tent had stood all day under a burning sun, and
conditions during the tea hour were such that they could not
have been more unpleasant. Lord Emsworth was late, delayed by
the necessary change to his collar. He entered the tent when the
meal was half over, and was pleased to find that his second collar
began to lose its stiffness almost immediately. But that was the
only touch of happiness that was given to him. As soon as he was
in the tent, it took his experienced eye only a moment to see that
the present meal was even more terrible than those that had gone
before.

The young people of Blandings Parva were not known as
troublemakers. In all villages, of course, there must be violent
characters —in Blandings Parva the names of Willie Drake and
Thomas Blenkiron come immediately to mind —but on the
whole the local youth could be controlled. It was the addition of
the Fresh Air London visitors which gave the present meeting its
violent nature.

The London child has a confidence which his country cousin
lacks. Years of sharp replies to angry parents and relatives have
cured him of any shyness, with the result that when he wants
anything he takes it, and when he is amused by anything unusual
in the personal appearance of members of the governing classes,
he finds no difficulty in saying so openly. Already, up and down
the long tables, the front teeth of one of the schoolteachers were
being loudly discussed. Lord Emsworth was not usually a man of
quick thought, but it seemed to him at this moment that it would
be wise to take offhis top hat before his little guests noticed it.

The action was not, in the end, necessary. As he raised his hand
to take it off, a small, hard cake, flying through the air, took it off
for him.

Lord Emsworth had had enough. Even Constance, an

30



unreasonable woman, could not expect him to stay and smile in
conditions like these. Lord Emsworth went slowly towards the
way out, and left.

*

Outside the tent the world was quieter, but only slightly quieter.
What Lord Emsworth wanted was to be alone, and in all the broad
park there seemed to be only one spot where he could be alone.
This was a red-roofed hut, used in happier times by cows. Hurrying
there, his lordship was just beginning to enjoy the cool darkness of
the inside of the hut when from one of the dark corners, causing
him tojump and bite his tongue, there came a small sound.

He turned. This was too much. With the whale park to go to,
why should a child come in here? He spoke angrily.

‘Who' that?’

‘Me, sir. Thank you, sir.’

Only one person whom Lord Emsworth knew was able to
thank him for having been spoken to so sharply. His anger died
away. He felt like a man who, by mistake, has kicked a loyal dog.

‘Good heavens!” he cried. ‘What in the world are you doing
here?’

Please, sir, | was put 'ere.”

Put? What do you mean, put? Why?’

‘For stealing things, sir.

‘Eh? What? Stealing things? Most strange. W hat did you steal?’

‘Two sandwiches, two apples and a piece of cake.’

The girl had come out of her corner. Force of habit had made
her give the list of what she had stolen in the same flat voice as
she used at school to her teacher, but Lord Emsworth could see
that she was very upset. Tears shone on her face, and no
Emsworth had ever been able to watch awoman’s tears. He was
deeply troubled.

He gave her his handkerchief.
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‘Thank you, sir.

‘What did you say you had taken?’

She told him again.

‘Did you eat them?’

‘No, sir.They werent for me.They were for Ern.’

Em? Oh, yes. O f course. For Em?’

Yes, sir.”

‘But why on earth couldnt Ern have —er —stolen them for
himself? He’ a strong young boy.’

Ern wasnt allowed to come, sir”

‘What? Not allowed? Who said he mustnt?’

‘The laay, sir.’

What lady?’

‘The one that came injust after you'd gone this morning.’

An angry cry escaped from Lord Emsworth’s lips. Constance!
What did Constance mean by changing his list of guests without
asking him? Constance, eh? One of these days Constance would
go too far.

Terrible!"he cried.

Yes, sir.”

‘Did she give any reason?’

‘The lady didnt like Ern biting er in the leg, sir.

‘Ern bit her in the leg?’

‘Yes, sir. Pretending to be a dog, sir, e was. And the lady was
cross and Ern wasnt allowed to come, and | told him 14 bring
him back something nice.’

Lord Emsworth breathed heavily. He had not supposed that a
family like this existed. The sister threw stones at Angus
McAllister, the brother bit Constance in the leg... It was too
wonderful to be true!

‘I thought if I "ad nothing myself, it would make it all right.’

‘Nothing?’ Lord Emsworth was astonished. ‘Do you mean to
tell me you have not had tea?’
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‘No, sir. Thank you, sir. I thought if I "ad none, then it would
be all right ifErn "ad what [ would ‘ave ‘ad.’

His lordships head, never very strong, swam a little in
confusion. Then he understood. ‘Good heavens!” he said. ‘I never
heard anything so terrible in my life. Come with me immediately.

‘The lady said | had to stop ‘ere, sir.’

‘Never mind the lady!"Lord Emsworth commanded.

‘Thank you, sir.

Five minutes later Beach, Lord Emsworth’s manservant,
enjoying a short sleep in the housekeepers room, was awakened
by the unexpected ringing of a bell. Answering its call, he found
his employer in the library, and with him a surprising young
person.

‘Beach!’

‘Your lordship?’

‘This young lady would like some tea.’

Very good, your lordship.’

‘Sandwiches, you know, and apples and cake, and that sort of
thing.”

‘Very good, your lordship.”

‘And she has a brother, Beach.’

‘Really, your lordship?’

‘She will want to take some food away for him.” Lord
Emsworth turned to his guest. Ernest would like a little chicken,
perhaps?’

‘Ooooh!’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.’

‘Fine! Then bring a bottle of that new wine, Beach. It some
they sent me to try,”explained his lordship. ‘Nothing special, you
understand,” he added, ‘but quite good. Put all that together in a
package, Beach, and leave it on the table in the hall. We will pick
it up aswe go out.’
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It was less hot when Lord Emsworth and his guest came out of
the great door of the castle into the evening air. Gladys, holding
her hosts hand and the package, was happy. She had had a good
tea. Life seemed to have nothing more to offer,

Lord Emsworth did not share this view. He was ready to do
more.

‘Now, is there anything else you can think of that Ernest
would like?" he asked. ‘If so, just say so. Beach, can you think of
anything?’

Beach was unable to do so.

‘No, your lordship. | added —on my own responsibility, your
lordship —some hard-hoiled eggs.”

‘Excellent! You'e sure there is nothing else?’

A hopeful look came into Gladys’ eyes.

‘Could he have some flarze?

‘Certainly,” said Lord Emsworth. ‘Certainly, certainly, certainly.
Of course. Just what | was going to suggest —er —what is flarze?’

Beach explained.

I think the young lady means flowers, your lordship.’

‘Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. Flarze.’

‘Oh?"said Lord Emsworth. ‘Oh? Flowers?” he said slowly.

He took off his glasses, cleaned them thoughtfully, put them
on again and looked out at the gardens. They contained
thousands of flowers. They were bright with flowers of all kinds.
But what about Angus McAllister? What would he do if they
were picked?

As a general rule, the way to get flowers out of Angus
McAllister was as follows. You waited until he was feeling kind-
hearted, which happened rarely. Then you led the conversation
gently round to the subject of flower arrangements. Then, at the
right moment, you asked if he could possibly let you have a few.
The last thing you thought of doing was to start picking the
flowers yourself,
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I- er... said Lord Emsworth,

He stopped. He suddenly saw himself as he was: the
unspeakably weak representative of a family which in the old
days had certainly known how to treat its employees. Long ago,
people had known how to speak to servants. O f course, they had
possessed certain advantages which he lacked. If they got angry
with a head gardener, they had him cut to pieces, and no
questions were asked —but in spite of this, he realized that they
were better men than he was, and that if he allowed fear ofAngus
McAllister to prevent this charming girl and her brother from
having flowers, he had no right to call himself Lord Emsworth.

Lord Emsworth struggled with his fears.

‘Certainly, certainly, certainly,” he said. ‘Take as many as you
want.’

And so it happened that Angus McAllister’ eyes fell on a sight
which first froze his blood and then caused it to boil. Moving
here and there through his gardens was a small girl picking his
flowers. And —this made his blood boil —it was the same girl
who two days ago had thrown stones at him and hit him on the
leg. The quietness of the summer evening was broken by a noise
that sounded like boilers exploding, and Angus came towards her
at 45 miles an hour.

Gladys did not wait. She was a London child, trained from a
young age to he brave in times of danger, but this attack was so
sudden that for amoment it broke her nerve. With a frightened
cry she ran to where Lord Emsworth stood, and hid behind
him,

Lord Emsworth was not feeling very good himself. We have
pictured him a few moments ago deciding to put McAllister in
his proper place. But truth forces us to admit that this decision
was taken because he believed the head gardener to be a quarter
ofamile away Lord Emsworth s knees shook, and the soul within
him trembled.
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And then something happened and the whole situation
changed.

It was, in itself, a small thing, but it served to encourage Lord
Emsworth. What happened was that Gladys, needing further
protection, slid a small, hot hand into his.

She trusted him.

‘He’s coming,’whispered a small voice inside Lord Emsworth.

What about it?"replied Lord Emsworth bravely.

‘Put him in his place,” breathed his lordshipt great-
grandfathers.

‘I will,'replied Lord Emsworth.

He stood up straight. He felt masterful. If the man decided to
leave his job, let him.,

‘Well, McAllister?”said Lord Emsworth coldly.

He took offhis top hat and brushed it against his coat.

‘What is the matter, McAllister?’

He put his top hat on again.

‘You appear to be upset, McAllister.’

He moved his head. The hat fell off. He let it lie. Free from its
hateful weight, he felt more masterful than ever.

‘This young lady,"said Lord Emsworth, ‘has my full permission
to pick all the flowers she wants, McAllister. If you do not agree
with me in this matter, McAllister, say so and we will discuss
what you are going to do about it, McAllister. These gardens,
McAllister, belong to me, and if you do not realize the fact you
will, no doubt be able to find another employer with more —er —
sympathy for your views. | value your services highly, McAllister,
but I will not be ordered about in my own garden, McAllister.”

A long moment followed in which Nature stood still
breathless. All the flowers stood still. From far offin the direction
of the park there sounded the happy cries of children, who were
probably breaking things, but even these seemed quieter than
before.
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Angus McAllister stood red and angry in the face. He was
confused. Angus had never thought that his employer would
suggest that he might look for another position. And now that he
had suggested it, Angus McAllister disliked the idea very much.
He loved Blandings Castle. He would be miserable anywhere
else. He made his decision.

‘Mphm,’said Angus McAllister.

‘Oh, and by the way, McAllister,” said Lord Emsworth, ‘that
matter about the path through the trees. I've been thinking it
over, and | wont have it. Certainly not. Spoil my beautiful
gardens with an ugly path? Ruin the most beautiful spot in one
of the finest and oldest gardens in England? Certainly not. No.
Try to remember, McAllister, as you work in the gardens of
Blandings Castle, that you are not back in Scotland, laying out
playing fields.That is all, McAllister; that is all.

‘Mphm,’said Angus McAllister.

He turned. He walked away. He disappeared. Nature began to
breathe again. The wind began to blow. And all over the gardens,
the birds, which had stopped singing, began again.

Lord Emsworth took out his handkerchiefand ran it over his
face. He was shaken, but a new sense of being a man among men
filled him with pleasure. He almost wished that his sister
Constance would come along and say something while he felt
like this.

He had his wish.

‘Clarence!”

Yes, there she was, hurrying towards him up the garden path.
She, like McAllister, seemed upset. Something was on her mind.

‘Clarence!”

Don't keep saying “Clarence!” *said Lord Emsworth with his
head held high. ‘What on earth is the matter, Constance?’

‘Matter? Do you know what the time is? Do you know that
everyhody is waiting down there for you to make your speech?’
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Lord Emsworth looked her in the eye severely

‘I do not,”he said."And | dont care. I'm not going to make any
speech. Ifyou want a speech, let someone else make it. Or make
it yourself. Speech! I never heard such nonsense in my life.” He
turned to Gladys.Now, my dear,"he said, ‘if you will just give me
time to get out of these terrible clothes and this devilish collar
and put on something human, we’ll go down to the village and
have a talk with Ern.’
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The Doll’s House Katherine Mansfield

When dear old Mrs Hay went back to London after staying with
the Burnells, she sent the children a doll house. It was so big that
it had to be left in the courtyard, and there it stayed on two
wooden boxes. No harm could come to it; it was summer. And
perhaps the smell of paint would have gone offhby the time it had
to be taken in. For, really, the smell of paint coming from that
doll’s house was quite enough to make anyone seriously ill, in
Aunt Beryl’s opinion.

There stood the doll’ house, a dark, oily green. Its two solid
little chimneys, fixed to the roof, were painted red and white, and
the door was yellow. Four windows, real windows, were divided
into four again by broad lines of green.

The perfect, perfect little house! Who could possibly object to
the smell? It was part of the joy, part of the newness.

‘Open it quickly, someone!”

The hook at the side was stuck. Pat opened it with his knife
and the whole house front swung back, and —there you were,
looking at one and the same moment into the sitting room and
dining room, the kitchen and two bedrooms. That is the way for
a house to open! Why dont all houses open like that? How
much more exciting than looking through a half-open door like
that? How much more exciting than looking through a half-
open door into a little hall'That is —isn' it —what you want to
know about a house when you come to the door?

The Burnell children thought it was wonderful; they had
never seen anything like it in their lives. There was wallpaper on
the walls. There were pictures on the walls, painted on the paper,
complete with gold frames. All the floors were red except in the
kitchen; red chairs in the sitting room, green in the dining room;
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tables, beds with real bedclothes, furniture, little plates. But what
Kezia liked more than anything was the lamp. It stood in the
middle of the dining-room table, a beautiful yellow lamp with
white glass over it. It was even filled all ready for lighting, though,
of course, you couldnt light it. But there was something inside
that looked like oil and moved when you shook it.

The father and mother dolls, who lay very stiffin the sitting
room, and their two children asleep upstairs, were really too big
for the doll’s house. They didn't look as though they belonged.
But the lamp was perfect. It seemed to smile at Kezia, to say, ‘I
live here.’ The lamp was real.

The Burnell children could hardly walk to school fast enough
the next morning.

‘I must tell," said Isabel, ‘ecause I'm the oldest. And you two
canjoin in after. But I must tell first.

Isabel always gave orders, but she was always right, and Lottie
and Kezia knew too well the powers that went with being oldest.
They walked through the thick flowers at the edge of the road
and said nothing.

‘And | must choose whosto come and see it first. Mother said
| could.’

It had been arranged that while the doll house stood in the
courtyard they could ask the girls at school, two at a time, to
come and look. Not to stay to tea, of course, or to come
wandering through the house. But just to stand quietly in the
courtyard while Isabel showed them the attractions of the doll’s
house, and Lottie and Kezia looked pleased.

But although they hurried, by the time they had reached the
fence of the hoys’ playground the bell had begun to ring. They
only just had time to take off their hats and get into line before
their names were called. Never mind. Isabel tried to look very
important and whispered behind her hand to the girls near her,
‘['ve got something to tell you at playtime.’
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Playtime came and Isabel was surrounded. The girls of her
class nearly fought to put their arms around her, to walk away
with her, to be her special friend. She received them like a queen
under the great trees at the side of the playground. Laughing
together, the little girls pressed close to her. And the only two
who stayed outside the ring were the two who were always
outside, the little Kelveys. They knew that they must not come
anywhere near the Burnells.

The fact was, the school the Burnell children went to was not
the kind of place their parents would have chosen if there had
been a choice. But it was the only school for miles. And the result
was that all the children of the neighbourhood, the judges little
girls, the doctors daughters, the shopkeepers children, the
milkmans, were forced to mix together. There was an equal
number of rough little boys as well. But some children could
never become friends; there was a limit. The line was drawn at
the Kelveys. Many of the children, including the Burnells, were
not allowed even to speak to them. They walked past the Kelveys
with their heads in the air, and as the other children always
copied what the Burnells did, the Kelveys were avoided by
everybody. Even the teacher had a special voice for them, and a
special smile for the other children when Lil Kelvey came up to
her desk with a bunch of cheap-looking flowers.

They were the daughters ofa hard-working little washerwoman,
who went from house to house. This was bad enough. But where
was Mr Kelvey? No one knew. But everybody said he was in
prison. So they were the daughters of a washerwoman and a
criminal. Very nice company for other people’ children! And they
looked it Why Mrs Kelvey made them wear such strange clothes
was hard to understand. The truth was they were dressed in ‘bits
given to her by the people for whom she worked. Lil, for example,
who was a fat, plain child, came to school in a dress made from a
green tablecloth of the Burnells’, with red arms from the Logans’
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curtains. Her hat, resting on top ofher high forehead, was a grown-
up womans hat, once the property of Miss Lecky, the postmistress.
It was turned up at the back. How silly she looked! It was
impossible not to laugh. And her little sister, Else, wore a long white
dress, rather like a nightdress, and a pair of little boy’ boots. But
whatever Else wore, she would have looked strange. She was a very
small child, with short hair and big, sad eyes. Nobody had ever seen
her smile; she hardly ever spoke. She went through life holding on
to Lil, with a piece of Lil’ dress between her fingers. Where Lil
went, Else followed. In the playground, on the road going to and
from school, there was Lil marching in front and Else holding on
behind. Only when she wanted anything, or when she was out of
breath, Else gave Lil apull, and Lil stopped. The Kelveys never failed
to understand each other.

Now they waited at the edge; you couldn? stop them listening.
When the little girls turned round and laughed at them, Lil, as
usual, gave her silly, embarrassed smile, but Else only looked.

And Isabel’s voice, so very proud, went on telling about the
doll’s house. The coloured chairs caused great excitement, but so
did the beds with real bedclothes.

When she finished, Kezia added, ‘You've forgotten the lamp,
|sabel.”

‘Oh, yes,”said Isabel, ‘and there’s a little lamp, made of yellow
glass, with a white top, that stands on the dining room table. It%
just like a real one.’

‘The lamp’ best of all," cried Kezia. She thought Isabel wasnt
saying enough about the little lamp. But nobody paid any
attention. Isabel was choosing the two who would come back
with them that afternoon and see it. She chose Emmie Cole and
Lena Logan. But when the others knew that they were all going
to have a chance to see it, they couldnt be nice enough to Isabel.
One by one they put their arms around Isabel and walked away
with her.
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Only the little Kelveys moved away, forgotten; there was
nothing more for them to hear,

Days passed, and as more children saw the doll's house, the
fame of it spread. It became the one subject of talk. The one
question was, ‘Have you seen the Burnells’ doll’s house? Oh, isnt
it lovely!*Haven't you seen it? Oh, dear!’

Even the dinner hour was given up to talking about it.The little
girls sat under the trees eating their lunch, while always, as near as
they could get, sat the Kelveys, Else holding on to Lil, listening too.

‘Mother,’said Kezia,'can' | ask the Kelveys just once?’

‘Certainly not, Kezia.’

‘But why not?’

Run away, Kezia; you know quite well why not.’

At last everybody had seen it except them. On that day they
were all rather tired of the subject. It was the dinner hour. The
children stood together under the trees, and suddenly, as they
looked at the Kelveys eating out of their paper, always by
themselves, always listening, they wanted to hurt them. Emmie
Cole started the whisper.

‘Lil Kelveys going to be a servant when she grows up.’

‘0-0h, how terrible!” said Isabel Burnell, looking Emmie in
the eye.

Emmie swallowed in a very special way and looked at Isabel as
sheld seen her mother do on those occasions.

It5 true —its true —it'Strue, she said.

‘Shall I ask her?”Lena Logan whispered.

‘You'e afraid to,’ said Jessie May.

‘I'm not frightened,” said Lena. Suddenly she gave a litde cry
and danced in front of the other girls. ‘Watch! Watch me! Watch
me now!’ said Lena. And slowly, dragging one foot, laughing
behind her hand, Lena went over to the Kelveys.

Lil looked up from her dinner. She wrapped the rest quickly
away. Else stopped eating. W hat was coming now?
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‘Is it true you're going to be a servant when you grow up, Lil
Kelvey?' cried Lena at the top of her voice.

Dead silence. But instead of answering, Lil only gave her silly,
embarrassed smile. She didn't seem to object to the question at
all. What a disappointment for Lena. The girls began to laugh.

Lena couldnt bear that."Your fathersin prison!’she cried.

This was such a wonderful thing to have said that the little
girls rushed away together, deeply, deeply excited, wild with joy.
Someone found a long rope and they beganjumping over it. And
never did they play so happily & on that morning.

In the afternoon Pat came for the Burnell children and took
them home. There were visitors. Isabel and Lottie, who liked
visitors, went upstairs to change their dresses. But Kezia went
secretly out at the hack. Nobody was there; she began to swing
on the big white gates of the courtyard. Soon, looking along the
road, she saw two little dots.They grew bigger; they were coming
towards her. Now she could see that one was in front and one
close behind. Now she could see that they were the Kelveys.
Kezia stopped swinging. She got off the gate as if she was going
to run away. Then she waited. The Kelveys came nearer, and
beside them walked their shadows, very long, stretching right
across the road with their heads in the flowers. Kezia climbed
back on the gate; she had made up her mind; she swung out.

‘Hullo,”she said to the passing Kelveys.

They were so astonished that they stopped. Lil gave her silly
smile. Else just looked at her.

‘You can come and see our doll’ house if you want to,” said
Kezia, and she dragged one toe on the ground. But when she
heard that, Lil turned red and shook her head quickly.

‘Your mother told our mother you werent allowed to speak
to us.’

‘Oh, well,"said Kezia. She didnt know what to reply. ‘It doesnt
matter. Come on. Nobodyslooking.’
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But Lil shook her head even harder.

‘Dontyou want to?’ asked Kezia.

Suddenly there was a pull at Lil% dress. She turned round. Else
was looking at her with big, begging eyes; she wanted to go. For a
moment Lil looked at Else very doubtfully. But then Else pulled
her dress again. She started to go forward. Kezia led the way. Like
two little lost cats they followed across the courtyard to where
the doll’ house stood.

There it is," said Kezia,

There was a pause. Lil breathed loudly; Else was as still as
stone.

‘I'll open it for you,said Kezia kindly. She undid the hook and
they looked inside.

‘There’ the sitting room and the dining room, and that$
the -~

Kezial’

It was Aunt Berylsvoice.They turned round. At the back door
stood Aunt Beryl, looking as if she couldnt believe what she saw.

‘How dare you ask the little Kelveys into the courtyard?’ said
her cold, angry voice. ‘You know as well a | do, youte not
allowed to talk to them. Run away, children, run away
immediately. And don't come back again,’ said Aunt Beryl. And
she stepped into the yard and sent them away as if they were
chickens.

‘Away you go immediately!”she called, cold and proud.

They did not need telling twice. Burning with shame,
somehow they crossed the big courtyard and went out through
the white gate.

‘Bad, disobedient little girl! said Aunt Beryl to Kezia, and she
shut the doll’s house noisily.

When the Kelveys were well out of sight ofthe Burnells’, they
sat down to rest on a hig red pipe by the side of the road. Lil’
face was still burning; she took off her hat and held it on her
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knee. Dreamily they looked over the fields, past the stream, to
where the Logans’ cows stood waiting to be milked. What were
their thoughts?

Soon Else moved close to her sister. By now she had forgotten
the angry lady. She smiled her rare smile.

‘I saw the little lamp,’she said softly.

Then both were silent once more.
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X-ing a Paragraph EdgarAllan Poe

As it is well known that the ‘wise men’in the Bible came ‘from
the East’, and as Mr Touch-and-go Bullet-head came from the
East, Mr Bullet-head was therefore a wise man; and if further
proof of the matter is needed, here we have it —Mr B. was an
editor. A bad temper was his only weakness; he did not consider
his inability ever to change his mind a weakness —it was, he
firmly believed, his strong point.

| have shown that Touch-and-go Bullet-head was a wise man:
and the only occasion on which he was not wise was when,
leaving the proper home for all wise men, the East, he moved to
the city of Alexander-the-Great-o-nopolis, or some place of
similar name, out West.

But | must be fair, and say that when he made up his mind
finally to settle in that town, he thought that no newspaper, and
therefore no editor, existed in that particular part of the country.
When he started the newspaper which he called the Teapot, he
expected to have no competition. | feel sure that he would never
have thought of going to live in Alexander-the-Great-0-nopolis
if he had known that, in Alexander-the-Great-o-nopolis, there
lived a gentleman named John Smith (if I rightly remember),
who for many years had quietly grown fat editing the Alexander-
the-Great-0-nopolis Daily News. It was only, therefore, because he
was not told about John Smith that Mr Bullet-head found
himselfin Alex —suppose we call it Nopolis, for short —but as
he did find himself there, and rather than admit to a mistake, he
decided to remain. So he did remain; and he did more. He got
out his printing press, rented an office exactly opposite that of
the Daily News, and the third morning after his arrival saw the
appearance of the first number of the Nopolis Teapot - &
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nearly as | can remember, this was the name of the new paper.

The leading article, | must admit, was excellent —and very
severe. It was especially bitter about things in general —and as for
the editor of the Daily News, he was cruelly criticized. Some of
Bullet-head’ remarks were really so strong that | am astonished
that John Smith managed to live through the experience. |
cannot hope to give all the Teapots words exactly, but one
paragraph goes like this:

Oh, yes! Oh, we can see! O, no doubt! The editor opposite is such a
clever man. Oh dear! Oh goodness! What is the world coming to?

An article as bitter and well-formed as this exploded like a bomb
among the peaceful citizens ofNopolis. Groups of excited people
met to discuss it on street corners. Everyone waited nervously for
John Smiths reply. Next morning it appeared in the Daily News
as follows:

In the Teapot of yesterday we find the words: Oh, yes, Oh, we can see!
Oh, no doubt! Oh, dear! Oh, goodness! Why, the man is all O! That
explains why he reasons in a circle, and why there is neither beginning
nor end to him, nor to anything he says. We really do not believe the
man can write aword that hasnt an O n it. We wonder if this O-infg IS
ahabit of his. He came from the East in a great hurrV.We wonder ifhe
OWES as much there & he does here? O, it is pitiful!

| shall not attempt to describe the anger of Mr Bullet-head at
these shocking suggestions. He did not seem to he as angry at the
attack on his honesty as one would have imagined. It was the
attack on his style that upset him. What! He, ‘Touch-and-go
Bullet-head’ not able to write a word without an O in it! He
would soon show Smith that he was mistaken.Yes! He would let
Mr John Smith see that he, Bullet-head, could write a whole
paragraph —even a whole article —in which that unfortunate
vowel did not once appear. But no! That would be doing just
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what John Smith wanted. He, Bullet-head, would make no
change in his style for the satisfaction of Mr Smith in the world.
The O for ever! He would keep the O. He would use O
whenever he liked.

Burning with this determination, the great Touch-and-go, in
the next Teapot, came out with this simple paragraph.

The editor of the Teapot has the honour of advising the editor of the
Daily News that he (the Teapot) will take an opportunity in tomorrow
morning’p J)Gr of proving to him (the Daily News) that he (the Teapof)
both can and will be his own masterln his written style; he (the Teapot)
will write for the particular satisfaction of him (the Daily Nevvs% a
leading article, of some length, in which the beautiful letter O shall
most certalnly not be avoided by his (the Daily Newss) most obedient
servant, the Teapot.

To carry out this terrible threat which he had made, the great
Bullet-head sat up all night, burning the midnight lamp-oil, and
busy with the really unequalled paragraph which follows:

S0, ho, John! Told you so, you know. Dont shout another time, before
youte out of the woods! Does your mother know youte out? Oh, no,
no! So go home at once, now, John, to your old woods. Go home to
yourwoods —(0! You wont? Oh, pooh, pooh, John, dont do so.YouVe
got to go, you know. So go at once, and dont go slow for nobody owns
you here, you know. You'e only a cow, a poor good -for- nothln? -to-
nobody dog Dont complain so, you foal. Oh, John, how you do look!
Told you so, you know. Go and drown your sorrows in abowl!

Tired out, of course, by so wonderful a piece of work, the great
Touch-and-go could do nothing more that night. He handed his
article to the printer's boy who was waiting, and walked slowly
home to bed.

The printersboy to whom the article was trusted ran upstairs
ina great hurry and prepared to set the article in print.
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First, of course —as the opening word was ‘So’—he looked for
and found a capital S. Pleased with this success he immediately
threw himself on the box where the little O were kept —but
who can describe his feelings of horror when his fingers came
out of it without a letter in them? Who can tell of his
astonishment and anger when he realized that the little box was
completely empty? Not a single little O was in the little-O box;
and, looking fearfully at the capital-O box, he found that in
exactly the same state —empty. He ran to his master.

‘Sirl"said he, breathlessly,l can set up nothing without no O %/

‘What do you mean by that?’ said the chief, who was very
angry at being kept from his bed so late.

‘Well, sir, there isnt an O in the office, neither abig one nor a
little one!”

‘What has happened to all those that were in the box?’

I 'dont know, sir,” said the boy, but one of those Daily News
people has been wandering about here, and | expect he’ taken
every one.’

‘I havent a doubt of it replied the chief angrily, turning
purple in the face with anger - ‘hut | tell you what to do, Bob,
thatsa good boy —you go over to the Daily News the first chance
you get, and take every one oftheir Is.’

Right!replied Bob. ‘I'll go; I'll show them a thing or two. But
what about that paragraph? It must go in tonight, you know —if
not, there’ll be trouble.’

‘Trouble enough. Is it a long paragraph, Bob?’

‘| shouldnt call it a very long paragraph.’

‘Ah, well, then! Do the best you can with it! We must get it
ready,” said the chief, who was buried in work. Just put in some
other letter for O; nobody’ going to read the man’ nonsense in
any case.’

‘Very well,”replied Bob. ‘Here | go!”and off he hurried. ‘So |
have to put out their eyes, do 1?"The fact is that, although Bob
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was only twelve years old and four feet high, he was always ready
for a fight.

The difficulty described here happens quite frequently in
printing offices; and | cannot explain it, but the fact is certain,
that when the difficulty does come up, it almost always happens
that the letter X is used instead of the letter which is missing. The
true reason, perhaps, is that X is the most plentiful letter in the
boxes, or it was s0 in old times —for long enough to make the use
of it a habit with printers. Bob would have thought it quite
wrong to use any other letter than the X.

‘I shall have to X this paragraph,”he said to himself, as he read
it over in astonishment, but it5just about the worst paragraph of
0% that 've ever seen.” So he did X the paragraph, and that is
how it was printed.

Next morning the population of Nopolis were all astonished
to read in the Teapot the following leading article:

S, hx, Jxhn! TxId yxu sx, yxu knxw. Dxn' shxut anxther time, befxre
yxu'e xut of the wxxds! Dxes yxur mxther knxw yxu'e xut? Xh, nx,
nx! Sx gx hxme at xnce, nxw, Jxhn, tx yxur xld wxxds. Gx hxme tx
yxur wxxds - gx!'Yxu wxnt? Xh, pxxh, pxxh,Jxhn, dxnt dx sx.Yxuve
OXE B OX, yxu knxw. Sx gx at xnce, and axn't gx sixw; fxr nxbxdy xwns
yXu here, yxu knxw.Yxute xnly a cxw, a pxxr, gxxd-fxr-nxthln?-tx-
nxbxdy dxg. Dxn't cxmplain s, dyxu fxxl. Xh, Jxhn, hxw yxu dx Ixxk!
TxId yxu sx, yxu knxw. Gx and drxwn yxur sxrrxws in a bxw!!
The confusion caused by this strange article cannot be imagined.
The first idea in the minds of the population was that some
devilish trick was hidden by the signs; and there was a general
rush to Bullet-head’ house for the purpose of punishing him as
he deserved; but that gentleman was nowhere to he found. He
had disappeared, no one could tell how; and not even his shadow
has ever been seen since.

Unable to find him, peoplesanger died down at last; but there
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remained quite a variety of opinions about this unhappy affair.

One gentleman thought the whole thing an X-ellent joke.

Another could only suppose that Bullet-head had decided to
X-press his anger in the most imaginative way that he could.

‘And to set an X-ample to our children,’suggested another.

It was clear to all that Bullet-head had been driven to X-treme
action; and in fact, since that editor could not be found, there was
some talk of punishing the other one.

The more common feeling, though, was that the affair was
simply impossible to X-plain. Nobody could understand what
had happened.

The opinion of Bob, the printers boy (who said nothing
about his having X-ed the paragraph), did not receive as much
attention as | think it deserved. He said that he had no doubt
about the matter at all, that it was a clear case, that Mr Bullet-
head never could be persuaded to drink like other people, but
drank beer all the time, which filled him with wind and made
him X (cross) in the X-treme.
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The Courtship of Susan Bell Anthony Trollope

John Munroe Bell had been a lawyer in Albany, State of New
York, and had been successful. He had been successful as long as
success on this earth had been allowed to him. But God had
shortened his life.

In his youth he had married a gende, nervous, pretty, good
litle wife, whose whole heart and mind had been directed
towards doing what he ordered and deserving his love. She had
not only deserved it, but had possessed it, and as long as John
Munroe Bell had lived, Henrietta Bell —Hetta as he called her —
had been a woman who was rich in blessings. After 12 years of
such blessings he had died, and had left her with two daughters, a
second Hetta and the chief character of our little story, Susan Bell.

A lawyer in Albany may succeed quite well for eight or ten
years and still not leave behind him any very large sum of money
if he dies at the end of that time. John Bell had saved a few
thousand dollars, so that his wife and daughters were left with
something, though not a lot.

In those happy days when money had begun to flow in to the
young father of the family, he had decided to build for himself, or
rather for his young daughters, a small neat house near Saratoga
Springs. He filled the house with nice furniture, and then during
the summer weeks his wife lived there, and sometimes he rented
it out.

| need not tell of the wife’ sorrow when the lord of her heart
and master of her mind was laid in the grave. At the time of
which I'am about to speak, it had already been ten years since his
death, and her children had grown to he young women beside
her. Since that sad day on which they had left Albany, they had
lived together at the small house at the Springs. In winter their
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life had been lonely enough; but as soon as the hot weather
began to drive the fainting citizens out of New York, they had
always received two or three paying guests —old ladies, usually,
and occasionally an old gentleman —persons of steady habits,
who liked the women's charges better than they liked the charges
ofa hotel.

The world knows well enough that Saratoga is a good place to
be inJuly, August and September. It is a very nice place for girls
whose fathers’ pockets are full of money. Dancing and
lovemaking come naturally, and marriage follows only too
quilrlzkly. But the place was not very happy for Hetta or Susan
Bell.

First, their mother was not a courageous woman, and among
other anxieties she feared greatly that she would be thought
guilty of trying to trap men into marriage. Poor mothers! How
often people think they are doing this when they only want their
children to be respected like all the others. She feared love too,
though she wanted as well as feared it —for her girls, | mean; all
such feelings for herself were long ago forgotten. And then she
had other fears, and among them was a terror that those girls of
hers would be left without hushands. But the result of so many
fears and so little money was that Hetta and Susan Bell led dull
lives.

| am limited in the number of my pages; if | were not, |
would describe completely the qualities and beauties of Hetta
and Susan Bell. Here 1 can say only a few words. At this time of
their lives Hetta was nearly twenty-one and Susan was just
nineteen. Hetta was a short, rather heavy young woman, with
the softest smooth hair, and the brownest bright eyes. She was
very useful in the house, good at making cakes; and she thought
a great deal, especially in recent months, about her religious
duties. Her sister sometimes laughed at the patience with which
she listened to the long speeches of Mr Phineas Beckard, a
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minister of religion. Now, Mr Phineas Beckard was not married.

Susan was not so good a girl in the kitchen or in the house as
her sister was, but she was bright in the sitting room. And if her
greatest secret were known, it might have been found that Susan
was loved a little more. She was taller than her sister; her eyes
were Dblue, as were her mothers; her hair was brighter than
Hetta’, but not always so neat. And oh, such a mouth! There; |
am allowed no more pages for this.

One very cold winter’ day there came a knocking at the door
- ayoung man. In these days there was not often much to upset
the calmness of Mrs Bell’s house; but on this day there came a
knocking at the door —a young man.

Mrs Bell kept an old servant, who had lived with them in
those happy Albany days. Her name was Kate O 'Brien. She was a
large, noisy, good-tempered old Irishwoman, who hadjoined the
family when Mrs Bell first began housekeeping; and, recognizing
when she was in a comfortable place, she had remained with
them ever since. She had known Hetta as a baby and had been
there when Susan was born.

‘And what do you want, sir?” said Kate O'Brien, not very
pleased as she opened the door and let in all the cold air.

‘I wish to see Mrs Bell. Is this not Mrs Bell’s house?’ said the
young man, shaking the snow from his coat.

He did see Mrs Bell, and we will now tell who he was, and
why he had come, and how his bag was brought to the house and
one of the front bedrooms was prepared for him, and that he
drank tea that night in the sitting room.

His name was Aaron Dunn, and by profession he was an
engineer. | never quite understood what problem there was with
the railway which runs from Schenectady to Lake Champlain in
those days of cold and snow. Banks and bridges had in some way
suffered, and it was Aaron Dunn’s duty to see that they were
repaired. Saratoga Springs was at the centre of these misfortunes,
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and therefore it was necessary that he should stay at Saratoga
Springs.

There was at that time in New York City a Mr Bell, great in
railway matters —an uncle of the now dead Albany lawyer. He
was a rich man, but he liked his riches himself; he did not feel he
ought to share them with the wife and daughters of his brother?
son. But when Aaron Dunn was sent to Saratoga, he took the
young man to one side and asked him to stay at the woman’s
house.There,’said he,‘show her my card.’The rich uncle thought
he might help the family a little.

Mrs Bell and both daughters were in the sitting room when
Aaron Dunn was brought in, covered with snow. He told his
story in a rough, shaky voice; his teeth were shaking with cold.
And he gave the card, almost wishing that he had gone to the big
empty hotel, as the welcome here was not very warm at first.

Mrs Bell listened to him as he gave his message, and then she
took the card and looked at it. Hetta, who was sitting on the side
of the fireplace facing the door, went on quietly with her work.
Susan gave one look round —her back was to the stranger —and
then another; and then she moved her chair a little nearer to the
wall, to give the young man room to come to the fire, if he
wished. He did not come, but he looked at Susan Bell; and he
thought that the old man in New York was right, and that the big
hotel would be cold and dull. It was a pretty face to look on, that
cold evening, as she turned it up from her sewing.

‘Perhaps you dont wish to take visitors in the winter, madam?’
said Aaron Dunn.

‘We have never done so yet, sir,"said Mrs Bell gently. Could
she let this young man into the house among her daughters?

‘Mr Bell seemed to think that it would be suitable,”said Aaron.

If he had not mentioned Mr Bell, it would all have been
finished. But the woman did not like to go against the rich uncle;
and so she said, Perhaps it may, sir.
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‘| think it will,” said Aaron. And then he settled the weekly
number of dollars —with very little difficulty, because he had
seen Susan s face again —and went for his bag.

So Aaron Dunn entered Mrs Bell’s house; but she was a little
anxious that night. What kind of man was he? But then what if
he was a strong honest man with a clever eye and hand, a ready
brain, a broad back, and a warm heart? In need of a wife, perhaps;
aman that could earn his own bread and another’ bread. Would
that not be a good sort of guest? Such a question as that did pass
across the mothers sleepless mind. But he might be a worse kind
of man. The worse kind was more common.

‘I am surprised that Mother agreed to take him,’ said Hetta,
when the girls were alone together.

‘And why shouldnt she?"said Susan. ‘It will help us.’

‘Yes, it will help us a little, said Hetta. ‘But we have done very
well so far without winter guests.’

But Uncle Bell said she must take him.’

‘What is Uncle Bell to us?’ said Hetta, who had a courage of
her own. And she began to wonder whether Aaron Dunn would
join in her religious work. And whether Phineas Beckard would
be glad or not.

‘He is a very well-behaved young man,’ said Susan, ‘and he
draws beautifully. Did you see what he brought with him?’

‘He draws very well, perhaps,”said Hetta, who thought this no
proofof good hehaviour. She had some fear for her sister.

Aaron Dunn’s work —the beginning of his work —lay at
some distance from the Springs, and he left every morning with a
lot of workmen by an early train - almost before daylight. And
every morning, although the mornings were cold and wintry,
Hetta got him his breakfast with her own hands. She took his
dollars, so that he was not completely left in the power of Kate
O Brien.

In the evening, leaving his work when it was dark, Aaron
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returned, and then the evening was spent together. The women
would make the tea, cut the bread and butter, and then sew;
while Aaron Dunn, when the cups were taken away, would go to
his plans and drawings.

On Sundays they were more together; but even on this day
there was cause for separation, since they went to different
churches. But in the afternoon they were all at home; and then
Phineas Beckard came in to tea, and he and Aaron talked about
religion. They disagreed a good deal, but the minister told the
women that Aaron had good ideas in him.

Things went on in this way for more than a month. Aaron had
told himself again and again that that face was sweet to look at,
and had promised himself certain pleasures in talking and perhaps
walking with the owner of it. But he had not yet succeeded in
the walkings, or even the talkings. The truth was that Dunn was
rather afraid ofwomen.

And then he felt angry with himself because he had done
nothing; and as he lay in his bed he decided that he would be a
little braver. He had no idea of making love to Susan Bell; of
course not. But why should he not amuse himselfby talking to a
pretty girl when she sat so near him, evening after evening?

‘What a very quiet young man he is,"said Susan to her sister.

‘He has his bread to earn, and so he works hard,” said Hetta.
Probably he has his amusement when he is in the city.

They all had their settled places in the sitting room. Hetta sat on
one side of the fire, close to the table. There she was always busy;
she must have made every dress worn in the house. Sometimes,
once a week perhaps, Phineas Beckard came in, and then a place
was made for him between Hetta’s usual seat and the table. On the
other side, close also to the table, sat the mother, busy, but not as
busy as her daughter. Between Mrs Bell and the wall Susan would
sit, doing a little work and talking sometimes to her mother.
Opposite them all, at the other side of the table, far away from the
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fire, Aaron Dunn sat with his plans and drawings in front of him.

Do you know a good bridge when you see it, madam?’ said
Aaron the evening after he had made his decision. This was how
he began his lovemaking.

‘Bridge? cried Mrs Bell; “Oh, no, sir.”But she put out her hand
to take the little drawing which Aaron handed to her.

‘Because that’ one I've planned for one part of the railway
line. I think Miss Susan knows something about bridges.’

I don't think so,’said Susan;‘only that they shouldnt fall down
when the cold weather comes.’

‘Ha, ha, ha! Quite right.’

‘Oh, how pretty!” said the woman, and then Susan of course
jumped up to look over her mother’ shoulder.

The clever man! He had drawn and coloured a beautiful little
picture of a bridge.

‘Well, that is a pretty bridge,”said Susan. ‘Isnt it, Hetta?’

I don't know anything about bridges,” said Hetta. The trick
was quite clear to her clever eyes. But Mrs Bell and Susan had
soon moved their chairs round the table and were looking at
Aaron’ drawings.

But he may be a bad man,”thought the poor mother, as she
was kneeling down to say her prayers that night.

That evening Aaron had certainly made a start. Before bedtime
he was teaching Susan how to use his drawing instruments. Susan
liked it and had an enjoyable time that evening. It is dull to go on
week after week, and month after month, talking only to one’
mother and one’ sister. Susan did not think ofAaron as a possible
lover at all. But young ladies do like the conversations of young
gentlemen.

Susan was happy when she went to bed; but Hetta was
frightened at the trick.

‘Oh, Hetta, you ought to have looked at those drawings. He is
50 clever!”said Susan.
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‘I dont think they would have done me much good,’ replied
Hetta.

‘Good! They do me more good than going to church; except
on Sunday, of course.’This was a bad-tempered attack on Hetta
and Hetta’ admirer, Phineas.

‘I'm sure hesbad, thought Hetta as she went to bed.

‘What a very clever young man he isl’thought Susan to herself
8 she pulled the warm bedclothes round her shoulders and ears.

‘Well, that was certainly better,” thought Aaron, as he did the
same.

In the next two weeks Aaron sometimes read poetry to the
others in the evenings. ‘He reads much better than Mr Beckard,’
Susan said one night. ‘O f course, you'e a good judge,” had heen
Hetta’s reply. ‘l mean that | like it better,”said Susan.

And then there was a great deal of talking. The mother herself
talked freely and enjoyed it. And Beckard came there more often
and talked a lot. There grew up a sort of friendship between the
young men,

It was at the end of the second month when Aaron took
another step - a dangerous step. In the evenings he still went on
with his drawing for an hour or two; but for three or four
evenings he did not ask anyone to look at what he was doing.
One Friday he sat over his work until late, without any reading
or talking at all; so late that at last Mrs Bell said,‘Ifyou'e going to
sitmuch longer, Mr Dunn

‘I've finished now,’ said Aaron; and he looked carefully at the
paper on which he had put his colours. ‘I've finished now.” He
paused for a moment, but then he carried the paper up to his
bedroom with the rest. It was clear that it was intended as a
present for Susan Bell.

The question which Aaron asked himself that night was this:
should he offer the drawing to Susan in the presence of her
mother and sister, or on some other occasion when they might
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be alone together? They had never been alone together yet, but
Aaron thought they might be.

But he did not want to make it seem important. His first
intention had been to throw the drawing carelessly across the
table when it was completed, and to treat it as nothing. But he
had finished it with more care than he had at first intended, and
then he had paused when he had finished it. It was too late now
to be careless about it.

On the Saturday evening when he came down from his room,
Mr Beckard was there, and there was no opportunity that night.
On the Sunday he went to church and walked with the family.
This pleased Mrs Bell; but Sunday was not a suitable day for the
picture.

On Monday the matter had become important to him. Things
always do when they are delayed. Before tea that evening, when
he came down, only Mrs Bell and Susan were in the room. He
knew Hetta was his enemy, and therefore he decided to take this
opportunity.

‘Miss Susan,”he said slowly, his face a fiery red. ‘I have done a
little drawing which 1 want you to accept.’

‘Oh! I'm not sure,"said Susan, who had seen the red face.

Mrs Bell had seen it too, and pressed her lips together and
looked serious. If he had not paused, and if he had not gone red
in the face, she might have thought it quite unimportant,

Aaron saw immediately that his little gift would not be
accepted easily. But he picked it out of his other papers and
brought it to Susan. He tried to hand it to her carelessly, but |
cannot say that he succeeded.

It was a very pretty coloured drawing of the same bridge, but
with more details. In Susan’ eyes it was a work of high art. She
had seen few pictures, and her liking for the artist no doubt
added to her admiration. But the more she admired it and wished
for it, the stronger was her feeling that she ought not to take it.
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Poor Susan! She stood for a minute looking at the drawing,
but she said nothing; not even aword of praise. She felt that she
was red in the face, and impolite to their guest; but her mother
was looking at her and she did not know how to behave.

Mrs Bell put out her hand for the drawing, trying to think how
to refuse the present politely. She took a moment to look at it.

‘Oh, dear, Mr Dunn, it is very pretty; quite a beautiful picture.
| cannot let Susan take that from you. You must keep it for some
ofyour own special friends.’

But | did it for her,’said Aaron,

Susan looked down at the ground, half pleased with the
words. The drawing would look pretty in a small frame over her
dressing table. But the matter was now in her mother’ hands.

‘[ am afraid it is too valuable, sir, for Susan to accept.’

‘It is not valuable at all," said Aaron, refusing to take it back
from the woman’ hand.

‘Oh, 1 'am quite sure it is. It is worth ten dollars at least —or
twenty,’said poor Mrs Bell. The picture now lay on the tablecloth.

‘It is not worth ten cents,” said Aaron. ‘But as we had been
talking about the bridge, I thought Miss Susan would accept it.’

‘Accept what?’said Hetta, who hadjust come in.And then her
eyes fell on the drawing and she picked it up.

‘It is beautifully done,” said Mrs Bell gently. ‘I am telling Mr
Dunn that we cant take a present of anything so valuable.”

‘Oh, no,’said Hetta. ‘It wouldnt be right.’

It was a cold evening in March, and the fire was buring
brightly. Aaron Dunn took up the drawing quietly —very quietly
- and, rolling it up, put it between the burning pieces ofwood. It
was the work of four evenings, and the best picture he had ever
done.

Susan, when she saw what he had done, burst into tears. Her
mother could easily have done the same, but she was able to
control herselfand only cried,’Oh, Mr Dunn!’
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‘I1fMr Dunn wants to burn his own picture, he certainly has a
right to do so,’said Hetta.

Aaron immediately felt ashamed of what he had done; and he
also could have cried ifhe had not been a man. He walked away
to one of the windows and looked out at the night. The stars
were bright, and he thought that he would like to be walking fast
by himself along the railway towards Balston. There he stood,
perhaps for three minutes. He thought it would be proper to give
Susan time to stop her tears.

‘Will you please come to your tea, sir?’said Mrs Bell.

He turned round to do so, and found that Susan was gone. She
could not stop her tears in three minutes. And the drawing had
been so beautiful! It had been done especially for her too! And
there had been something —she did not know what —in his eyes
as he had said so. She had watched him closely during those four
evenings’ work; it was something very particular, she was sure,
and she had learned that all the careful work had been for her.
Now all that work was destroyed. How was it possible that she
should not cry for more than three minutes?

The others had their meal in perfect silence, and when it was
over the two women sat down to their work. Aaron had a hook
which he pretended to read, but instead of reading he was
thinking that he had behaved badly. He was ashamed of what he
had done, and he thought that Susan would hate him. He began
to find at the same time that he by no means hated her.

At last Hetta got up and left the room. She knew that her sister
was sitting alone in the cold. Susan had not been at fault and
therefore Hetta went up to comfort her.

‘Mrs Bell," said Aaron as soon as the door was closed, ‘I beg
your pardon for what I didjust now.’

‘Oh, sir, I'm so sorry that the picture is burnt,” said poor
Mrs Bell.

‘The picture does not matter at all,"said Aaron. ‘But | see that |
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have upset you all —and | am afraid | have made Miss Susan
unhappy.’

‘She was sorry hecause your picture was burnt,”said Mrs Bell.

‘Oh, I can do 20 more of the same if anybody wants them,
said Aaron. ‘If I do another like it, will you let her take it, Mrs
Bell? Just to show that you have forgiven me.’

‘But it mustnt have any meaning, sir,” was the woman’ weak
answer, when she had considered the question for a moment.

‘No, no, of course not,” said Aaron joyfully, and his face
became happy. ‘And | do beg your pardon for burning it; and the
young ladies’ pardon too.” And then he rapidly got out his
pencils, and set himself to work on another bridge. The woman,
thinking of many things in her heart, began sewing a
handkerchief.

In about an hour the two girls came back to the room and
took their usual places silently. Aaron hardly looked up, but went
on with his drawing. This bridge would be a better bridge than
the other. He knew that it would be accepted. Of course it must
mean nothing. So he said nothing to anybody.

When they went off to bed, the two girls went into their
mothers room. ‘Oh, Mother, | hope he is not very angry,” said
Susan.

‘Angry!’said Hetta. ‘If anybody ought to be angry, it should be
Mother. He ought to have known that Susan could not accept it.
He should never have offered it

But he’s doing another,”said Mrs Bell.

‘Not for her,’said Hetta.

‘Yes, he is,"said Mrs Bell, and | have promised that she will
take it.” As she heard this, Susan’s eyes filled with tears. The
meaning was almost more than she could bear.

‘Oh, Mother!"said Hetta.

‘But | particularly said that it must mean nothing.’

‘Oh, Mother, that makes it worse.’
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Susan wondered why Hetta wanted to get involved in this
way. Had Susan said anything when Mr Beckard gave Hetta
something? Had she not smiled and looked pleased, and kissed
her sister, and declared that Phineas Beckard was a nice, dear
man? Why was Hetta being so cruel?

I dont understand that, my dear,’ said the mother. Hetta
refused to explain before her sister, and they all went to bed.

On the Thursday evening the drawing was finished. Not a
word had been said about it in Aaron’ presence, and he had gone
on working in silence. ‘There,”said he, late on Thursday evening,
‘I dont think that it will be any better if I go on for another
hour. There, Miss Susan; theresanother bridge. I hope that it will
neither burst with the cold nor be destroyed hy fire,” and he
passed it across the table.

Susan’s face was red when she smiled and picked it up. ‘Oh, it
Is beautiful,”she said. ‘Isn it beautifully done, Mother?”and then
all three got up to look at it, and all admitted that it was
excellently done.

‘And | am sure we thank you very much,”said Susan after a
pause.

‘Oh, it5 nothing, said he, not quite liking the word ‘we’.

On the following day he returned from his work to Saratoga
at about midday. He had never done this before, and therefore no
one expected that he would be seen in the house hefore the
evening. Susan was there alone in charge of the house.

He walked in and opened the sitting room door.There she sat,
with her work forgotten on the table behind her, and the picture,
Aaron’ drawing, on her knees. She was looking at it closely as he
entered, thinking in her young heart that it possessed all the
beauties that a picture could possess.

‘Oh, Mr Dunn,’ she said, getting up and holding the picture
behind her dress.

‘Miss Susan, | have come here to tell your mother that | must
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start for New York this afternoon and be there for six weeks, or
perhaps longer.’

‘Mother is out,’ said she; ‘I'm so sorry.’

‘Is she?"said Aaron.

‘And Hetta too. Dear me! And you will want dinner. Il go
and see about it

Aaron began to swear that he could not possibly eat any
dinner. He had had one dinner, and he was going to have another
—anything to keep her from going.

But you must have something, Mr Dunn,” and she walked
towards the door.

But he put his back to it. ‘Miss Susan,”said he, ‘I've been here
for nearly two months.’

‘Yes, sir, | believe you have,” she replied, shaking in her shoes
and not knowing which way to look.

‘And I hope we have been good friends.’

“Yes, sir,said Susan, hardly knowing what she was saying.

I'm going away now, and it will be along time before I'm back.

Will it, sir?”

‘Six weeks, Miss Susan!’And there he paused, looking into her
eyes, to see what he could read there. She leant against the table,
pulling to pieces a handkerchiefwhich she held in her hand; but
her eyes were turned to the ground, and he could hardly see
them.

‘Miss Susan,” he continued, ‘this is as good a time to speak as
any other.” He too was looking towards the ground, and clearly
did not know what to do with his hands. ‘The truth isjust this. |
—1 love you dearly, with all my heart. | never saw anyone |
thought so beautiful, so nice, so good; and what’s more, | never
shall. I'm not very good at saying things like this, I know; but |
couldnt go away from Saratoga for six weeks and not tell you.’
And then he stopped. He did not ask for any love in return. He
simply declared his feelings, leaning against the door.
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Susan had not the slightest idea of the way in which she ought
to reply to such words. She had never had a lover before; nor had
she thought of Aaron exactly as a lover, though it is true she had
been feeling something very like love for him. Now, at this
moment, she thought that he was the best possible man, though
his shoes were covered with railway mud, and his clothes were
rough. He was a fine, well-built, honest man, whose eye was
brave but gentle. Love him! O f course she loved him,

But what must she say? Not the whole truth; she well knew
that. What would her mother and Hetta say if she told the truth?
Hetta, she knew, would be against such a lover, and she had
hardly more hope of her mother’ agreement. She never asked
herselfwhy they disliked Aaron as a lover for her. There are many
nice things that seem to be wrong only because they are nice.
Perhaps Susan thought of a lover as one of them. ‘Oh, Mr Dunn,
you shouldnt’ That in fact was all that she could say.

‘Shouldnt 17’ said he. ‘Well, perhaps not; but there’ the truth,
and no harm ever comes of that. Perhaps it’s better for me not to
ask for an answer now, but | thought it better that you should
know it all. And remember this —I only care for one thing now
in the world, and that is for your love.” And then he paused,
hoping that perhaps he might get some sort of an answer, some
idea of her heart’ feelings towards him.

But Susan had immediately decided to agree when he
suggested that an immediate reply was not necessary. To say that
she loved him was of course impossible, and to say that she did
not was equally so. She therefore decided to be silent.

He tried hard to read what might be written on her down-
turned face, but he was not good at such reading. ‘Well, Il go
and get my things ready now,"he said, and then turned to open
the door.

‘Mother will come home before you are gone, | suppose,’said
Susan.
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‘' have only got 20 minutes,’said he, looking at his watch. ‘But,
Susan, tell her what | have said to you. Goodhye.’And he put out
his hand. He knew he would see her again, but this had been his
plan to get her hand into his.

‘Goodbye, Mr Dunn,’and she gave him her hand.

He held it tight for a moment, so that she could not pull it
away. ‘Will you tell your mother?’he asked.

‘Yes,’she answered, quite in a whisper. ‘I think it’ better to tell
her.”He pressed her hand again and got it to his lips.

‘Mr Dunn, dont,” she said. But he did kiss it. ‘God keep you,
my own dearest, dearest girl! I'll just open the door as | come
down. Perhaps Mrs Bell will be here.”

But Mrs Bell did not come in. Susan, when left alone, sat
down and tried to think. But she could not think; she could only
love. She thought of the young god whose heavy steps could be
heard upstairs as he walked around collecting things and putting
them into his bag.

And then, just when he had finished, she remembered that he
must be hungry. She ran to the Kitchen, but she was too late.
Before she could even reach the bread he came down the stairs.

‘Miss Susan,” he said, ‘dont get anything for me; I'm going
now.’

‘Oh, Mr Dunn, I am sorry You'll be hungry on your journey,
and she came out to him in the passage.

‘I shall want nothing on the journey, dearest, if you'll say one
kind word to me.’

Again her eyes fell to the ground. ‘What do you want me to
say, Mr Dunn?’

‘Say, God keep you, Aaron.’

‘God keep you, Aaron,’said she; but she was sure that she had
not stated her love. He thought differently, though, and went to
New York with a happy heart.

Things happened rather quickly in the next two weeks. Susan
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decided to tell her mother, but not Hetta. She spoke to her
mother that afternoon.

‘And what did you say to him, Susan?’

‘Nothing, Mother; not a word. He told me he didnt want it
She forgot how she had used his first name in asking God to
keep him.

‘Oh dear!’said her mother.

‘Was it very wrong?” asked Susan.

‘But what do you think yourself, my child?’ asked Mrs Bell
after a time. ‘What are your own feelings?’

Mrs Bell was sitting on a chair, and Susan was standing opposite
her. She made no answer but, moving from her place, she threw
herself into her mother’s arms and hid her face on her mothers
shoulder. It was easy enough to guess what her feelings were.

But, my dear,’ said her mother, ‘you must not think that you
are promised in marriage.’

‘No,’said Susan sorrowfully.

‘Young men say these things to amuse themselves.’

‘Oh, Mother, he is not like that.’

The daughter managed to get a promise that Hetta should not
be told just at present. Mrs Bell calculated that she had six weeks
before her; Mr Beckard had not asked Hetta to marry him yet,
but there was reason to think that he would do so before those
six weeks were over, and then she would be able to ask him for
advice.

Mr Beckard spoke out at the end of six days, and Hetta
immediately accepted him. ‘l hope you’ll love him,” she said to
Susan.

‘Oh, Twill, I will,"said Susan; and she nearly told her secret.
But Hetta was thinking of her own affairs.

It was then arranged that Hetta should go and spend a week
with Mr Beckard’s parents. Old Mr Beckard was a farmer living
near Utah, and it was thought a good idea that Hetta should
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know her future hushand’ family. So she went for a week, and
Mr Beckard went with her.*He will be back in plenty oftime for
me to speak to him before Aaron Dunn’s six weeks are over, said
Mrs Bell to herself,

But things did not go exactly as she had expected. On the
morning after the two went away, there came a letter from Aaron
saying that he would be at Saratoga that evening. The railway
people had ordered him to come back for some days’ special
work; then he would go away again, and not come back to
Saratoga until June.

‘Oh dear, oh dear!’ said Mrs Bell to herself, thinking that she
had no one to advise her. Why had she let Mr Beckard go
without telling him? Then she told Susan, and Susan spent the
day trembling. Perhaps, thought Mrs Bell, he will say nothing
about it. But then would it not be her duty to say something?
Poor mother! She trembled nearly as much as Susan.

It was dark when the knock came at the door. The tea things
were laid, and the tea cake was ready; since it would be necessary
in any case to give Mr Dunn his tea. Susan, when she heard the
knock, rushed upstairs. Kate O 'Brien opened the door, and
welcomed her old friend.

‘How are the ladies?” asked Aaron, trying to learn something
from the servant’ face and voice.

‘Miss Hetta and Mr Beckard have gone offto Utah, just like
man and wife.”

‘Oh, really; I'm very glad,” said Aaron —and so he was; very
glad to have Hetta away. And then he went to the sitting room,
doubting much and hoping much.

Mrs Bell rose from her chair, and tried to look serious. Aaron
saw that Susan was not in the room. He walked straight up to the
woman and offered her his hand, which she took. Perhaps Susan
had not told; so he said nothing.

But the subject was too important to the mother to allow her
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to be silent when the young man stood before her. ‘Oh, Mr
Dunn,’she said,‘what is this that you have been saying to Susan?’

‘| have asked her to be my wife,” said he, standing up straight
and looking her full in the face. Mrs Bell’ heart was almost as
soft as her daughters; but at the time she said only ‘Oh dear, oh
dear!’

‘May | not call you Mother?"said he, taking both her hands in
his.

‘Oh dear, oh dear; but will you be good to her? Oh, Aaron
Dunn, ifyou deceive my child!’

In another quarter of an hour, Susan was kneeling at her
mothers knee with tears in her eyes, and Aaron was holding one
ofher mother’s hands.

You are my mother too, now,"said he.What would Hetta and
Mr Beckard say when they came back?

There were four or five days left before they would come
back; four or five days during which Susan might be happy,
Aaron glad, and Mrs Bell nervous. But it was really only the
evenings that were left of the days. Every morning Susan got up
to give Aaron his breakfast, but Mrs Bell got up too. After that
Aaron was always out until seven or eight in the evening, when
he came home for his tea. Then came the hour or two oflovers
meeting.

But they were very dull, those hours. The mother was still
afraid that she was wrong, and although she wanted her daughter
to be happy, she feared to be too sure. Not aword had been said
about money matters, not a word of Aaron Dunn’ relations. So
she did not leave the young people by themselves, but waited
patiently for her wise advisers to come hack.

And Susan hardly knew how to behave with Aaron. She felt
that she was very happy; but perhaps she was happiest when she
was thinking about him through the long day, arranging little
things for his comfort, and waiting for the evening. And as he sat
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there in the sitting room she could be happy too, if she were only
allowed to sit still and look at him.

But he wanted to hear her speak, and perhaps thought he had
the right to sit by her and hold her hand. No such rights were
given to him. If they had been alone together, walking side by
side as lovers ought to walk, she could have spoken to him. But
though there was much love between Aaron and Susan, they
were not close friends yet. And her mother’ presence prevented
easy conversation. Aaron was very fond of Mrs Bell, but he did
sometimes wish that her housework would take her out of the
sitting room for a few happy minutes.

Once for a moment he did find his love alone, when he
returned to the house. ‘My own Susan, do you love me? Do say
s0 to me once.”And he managed to put his arm round her. ‘Yes,’
she whispered; but then she slipped away from him. And when
she reached her room she felt that she really did love him deeply
with a love that filled her whole life. Why could she not have told
him something of all this?

And so the few days of his second stay at Saratoga passed away
not very satisfactorily. It was arranged that he should return to
New York on Saturday night, leaving Saratoga on that evening.
And as Hetta and Mr Beckard were arriving back to dinner on
that day, Mrs Bell would have an opportunity of telling her
wonderful news. It might be a good thing for Mr Beckard to see
Aaron before he left.

They came in time for dinner, and talked about all their
arrangements. After dinner Susan disappeared immediately, and
her mother told Hetta.

‘Asked her to marry him!’said Hetta, who perhaps thought
that one marriage in a family was enough at one time.

‘Yes, my dear —and he did it, | must say, in a very honourable
way, telling her not to make any answer until she had spoken to
me. That was very nice; was it not, Phineas?’
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‘And what has been said to him since then?"asked Phineas.

‘Nothing definite,” said Mrs Bell. ‘I know nothing about his
financial affairs.’

‘He is aman who will always earn his bread,” said Mr Beckard;
and Mrs Bell blessed him in her heart for saying it.

‘But has he been encouraged?’asked Hetta.

Well, yes, he has,’said her mother,

‘Then Susan, | suppose, likes him?"asked Phineas.

‘Well, yes, she does,”said the woman.

It was decided that Phineas should have a talk with Aaron
about his worldly position, and decide whether Aaron could be
accepted as a lover.

When Beckard spoke to Aaron, the latter declared that he had
nothing except what he made as an engineer. He said that he was
well paidjust then, but would have to look for other work at the
end of the summer.

‘Then you can hardly marry at present,’said the minister.

‘Perhaps not quite immediately. In three or four months, perhaps.’

But Mr Beckard shook his head.

The afternoon at Mrs Bellshouse was sad.The decision was as
follows. There could be no promise, and of course no letters.
Aaron would be told that it would be better for him to stay
somewhere else when he returned; but that he would be allowed
to visit Mrs Bells house. If he got better and more permanent
work, of course, and if Susan still felt the same ... This was what
Mrs Bell and Hetta told Susan. She sat still and cried when she
heard it, but she was not surprised. She had always felt that Hetta
would be against her.

‘Am | not allowed to see him then?’she said through her tears.

Hetta thought she had better not. Mrs Bell thought perhaps
she could. Phineas decided that they could shake hands when all
the others were present. There should be no lovers’ goodbye.
Poor Susan!
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Susan was gentle and womanly. But Aaron was not very gentle
and he was a man. When Mr Beckard told him of the decision,
there came over his face the look which he had worn when he
burned the picture. He said that Mrs Bell had encouraged him,
and he did not understand why other people should now come
and change things.

‘It was not a promise,”said Mrs Bell sorrowfully.

He said that he was ready and able to work and knew his
profession and asked what young man of his age had done better
than he had.

Then Mr Beckard spoke out, very wisely no doubt, but for
too long a time. Sons and daughters, as well as fathers and
mothers, will know what he said; so | need not repeat the words.
| cannot say that Aaron listened with much attention.

‘Mrs Bell,"said Aaron. I think of myself as promised to Susan.
Ang | think of Susan as promised to me. And | think she wishes
to be.’

‘But, Aaron, you wont try to see her or write to her in secret,
will you?’

‘When I try to see her, I'll come and knock at this door; and if
| write to her, I'll write to the full address by the post. I never did
and never will do anything in secret.”

‘I know you'e good and honest,’ said the woman, with her
handkerchiefto her eyes.

‘Then why do you separate us?” he asked, almost roughly. ‘I
suppose | may see her before | go? Its nearly time now.’

And then Susan was called for. She came with Hetta, and her
eyes were red with crying.

‘Goodbye, Susan,” said Aaron, and he walked up to her quite
openly; his temper was hot. She took his hand and he held it
until he had finished speaking. ‘Remember this: | think ofyou as
my promised wife.”

‘Goodhye, Aaron,”she said through her tears.
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‘Goodbye, and God bless you, my dearest!”And then, without
Isafying aword to anyone else, he turned his back on them and
eft.

There had been something very sweet to the poor girl in her
lovers last words, but he seemed to feel nothing but anger for the
others. She knew that she could never, never stop loving him
better than all the world. She would wait patiently, and then, if he
did not come back, she would die.

In another month Hetta became Mrs Beckard. The summer
came and the house was full of guests. Susan was busy. Aaron did
not come hack to Saratoga: during the whole long summer they
heard not a word from him. And then the cold winter months
came, and the guests left. It was a sad winter,

They learned nothing ofAaron Dunn until about January; and
then they heard that he was doing well. He had work on a
railway, was highly paid, and was much respected. But still he
neither came nor wrote!

After that Mrs Bell thought it her duty to teach her daughter
that she would see Aaron Dunn no more. He had the right to
leave her. He had been driven from the house when he was poor,
and they had no right to expect that he would return. ‘Men do
amuse themselves in that way,’said the woman.

‘He is not like that,"the daughter replied.

And so, through the long winter months, Susan became paler
and paler, and thinner and thinner,

Hetta tried to comfort her sister with religion; but it was of
little use. She thought that Susan was wrong to grow thin and
pale through love of Aaron; so Susan in those days found no
comfort in her sister. But her mother’ soft pity and love did
make her suffering easy to bear.

‘He will never come again,’said Susan one day.

‘My dear,” said her mother, pressing her child closely to her
side. ‘I do not think he will.’
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Then the hot tears ran down Susan’ face. ‘Was | wrong to love
him?’she asked.

‘No, my child; you were not wrong at all.’

The next morning Susan did not get up. She was not ill, she
said, but very tired. Her mother’s heart was full of sorrow for her
child. Oh, why had she driven away the love of an honest man?

On the next morning Susan again did not get up —so she did
not hear the step of the postman, who brought a letter to the
door.The letter which he brought was as follows:

My dear Mrs Bell,
| have now got a permanent ﬁost on the railway line, and the salary is
enough for myselfand a wife. That is what | think, and | hope you will
too. | shall be at Saratoga tomorrow evening, and | hope neither Susan
nor you will refuse to receive me.
Yours,
AARON DUNN.

It was very short, and did not contain one word of love. But it
made the woman'’s heartjump for joy. She was afraid that Aaron
was angry, because the letter was so short; but surely he had only
one aim in coming.

How could she tell Susan? She ran upstairs almost breathless
with speed; but then she stopped: too much joy was as dangerous
as too much sorrow; she must think for a time.

After breakfast she went into Susan’s room.

‘Susan dear,” she said, and smiled, ‘you’ll be able to get up this
morning, perhaps?’

‘Yes, Mother.’

‘I don't mean at this moment, my love. [ want to sit with you
for a short time.’

‘Dearest Mother,” said Susan.

‘An! there’s someone dearer than | am,”and Mrs Bell smiled
sweetly.
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Susan raised herself quickly in the bed. ‘Mother, what is it?
YouVve something to tell. Oh Mother! YouVe got a letter. Is he
coming?’ She sat up with eager eyes.

‘Yes, dear. | have got a letter.’

‘Is he —is he coming?’

How the mother answered | can hardly tell; but she did
answer, It was hard to say who was the happier.

Aaron was coming that evening. ‘Oh, Mother, let me get up.’

But Mrs Bell said no, not yet. Her dear daughter was pale and
thin. Suppose he came and saw her and, finding her beauty gone,
disappeared again and looked for a wife somewhere else. So
Susan lay in bed, sleeping sometimes and fearing as she woke that
it was a dream. She often looked at the drawing, which she kept
on the bed, and tried to think what she should say to him.

‘Mother,” she said when Mrs Bell once went up to her, ‘you
won't tell Hetta and Phineas, will you?"Mrs Bell agreed.

When Susan got up, she asked her mother what to wear.‘If he
loves you,” said her mother, ‘he will hardly see what you are
wearing.’ But she was careful to brush her daughter’ hair,

How Susan’s heart beat - how both their hearts beat as the
hands of the clock came round to seven! And then, exactly at
seven, that same sharp knock came. ‘Oh, Mother, | must go
upstairs,” cried Susan, jumping from her chair.

‘No, dear.’

‘' will, Mother.’

‘No, dear; you have not time.”And then Aaron Dunn was in
the room.

She had thought a lot about what to say to him; but it
mattered very little. Aaron Dunn came into the room, and in one
second she found herself in the centre of a storm, and his arms
were the storm that surrounded her on every side.

‘My own, my dearest girl,"he said again and again.

‘Aaron, dear Aaron,’ she whispered. She knew that she had her
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lover there safe, whatever Mr and Mrs Beckard might say. She
was quite happy.

‘Dear Aaron, | am so glad that you have come,’said Mrs Bell, as
she went upstairs with him to show him his room.

‘Dear, dear Mother,” he said.

On the next day Hetta and Phineas came and talked about the
marriage with Mrs Bell. Hetta at first was not quite certain.
‘Shouldnt we find out if the post is really permanent?”she said.

‘I'wont ask at all,"said Mrs Bell in a decisive voice that made
Hetta and Phineasjump.‘l shall not separate them now.”

‘He is a good man,”said Phineas. ‘And | hope she will make
him a good, steady wife.’And so the matter was settled.

During this time Susan and Aaron were walking along the
road; and they had also settled the matter quite satisfactorily.
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Lord Mountdrago W, Somerset Maugham

Doctor Audlin looked at the clock on his desk. It was twenty
minutes to six. He was surprised that Lord Mountdrago was late,
since he had always been on time for previous appointments.
Lord Mountdrago’ appointment today was for halfpast five.

There was in Dr Audlin’s appearance nothing to attract
attention. He was tall and thin, with narrow shoulders; he was a
little bent; his hair was thin and grey; his long pale face was
deeply lined. He was not more than fifty, but he looked older. His
eyes, pale blue and rather large, were tired. When you had been
with him for atime, you noticed that they moved very little; they
remained fixed on your face, but they were so empty of
expression that this caused no discomfort. They gave no idea of
his thoughts, nor changed with the words he spoke. His hands
were rather large, with long fingers; they were soft, but firm.You
could never have described what Dr Audlin wore unless you
looked specifically. His clothes were dark. His tie was black. His
dress made his pale face paler.

DrAudlin was a psychoanalyst who had entered the profession
by accident.When the war started he had not been working long
and was gaining experience at different hospitals; he offered his
services, and after a time was sent out to France. It was then that
he discovered his strange qualities. He could stop certain pains by
the touch of his firm hands, and by talking to men who were
suffering from sleeplessness, he could often cause them to sleep.
He spoke slowly. His voice had no particular quality, and its
sound did not change with the words he used, but it was musical
and soft. He told the men that they must rest, that they mustnt
worry, that they must sleep; and the rest seemed to slip into their
tired bones; calmness pushed their anxieties away, and sleep fell
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on their tired eyelids like the light rain of spring on the earth. Dr
Audlin found that by speaking to men in his low voice, by
looking at them with his pale, quiet eyes, by touching their tired
heads with his long firm hands, he could calm them. Sometimes
he performed cures that seemed like miracles. He brought back
speech to a man who was unable to speak after being buried
under the earth in an explosion; and he gave back the use of his
legs to aman who could not move after his plane was shot down.
He could not understand his powers, but the results of his work
were clear to everyone, and he had to admit to himself that he
had some strange quality that allowed him to do things for which
he could offer no explanation.

When the war was over he went to Vienna and studied there,
and afterwards to Zurich; and then he settled in London to
practise the art which he had so strangely learnt. He had been
practising now for fifteen years and was well known. People told
one another of the astonishing things he had done, and though
his charges were high, many came to him for his advice. He
knew that he had done a great deal of good in the world; he had
brought back health and happiness to many. But at the back of
his mind he was never quite sure how he had done so.

He did not like using a power which he could not understand,
and he thought it was dishonest to make money from patients
who believed in him when he had no beliefin himself. He was
rich enough now to live without working, and the work made
him very tired. He had seen a lot of human nature during his
15 years in Wimpole Street. The stories that had been told to
him, sometimes easily, sometimes with shame, with anger, had
stopped surprising him long ago. Nothing could shock him any
more. He knew by now that men were liars, that they were
proud; he knew far worse than that about them, but he also knew
that it was not his duty to judge. But year after year these terrible
truths told to him made his face a little greyer, its lines a little
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more marked and his pale eyes more tired. He rarely laughed, but
sometimes when he read a book he smiled. Did the writers really
think men and women were like that? Real people had much
darker, more complicated souls.

It was a quarter to six. Dr Audlin could remember no case
which was stranger than that of Lord Mountdrago. For one thing
it was strange because Lord Mountdrago was a successful and
famous man. He had been appointed Foreign Minister when still
under forty years of age, and it was generally agreed that he was
the cleverest man in his party. There was nothing to prevent Lord
Mountdrago from continuing as Foreign Minister in later
governments.

Lord Mountdrago had many good qualities. He was intelligent
and worked hard. He had travelled widely and spoke several
languages well. He knew a great deal about other countries. He
had courage and determination. He was a good speaker. He was a
tall, good-looking man, though perhaps rather heavy. At the age
of twenty-four he had married a girl of eighteen whose father
was a lord and whose American mother was very rich, so that he
had a good position and wealth. He also had two sons. He had, in
fact, much of what was necessary to make him a popular and
successful man. But unfortunately he also had many faults.

He was very proud of his social position. For 300 years his
family had held the title of Lord Mountdrago and had married
into the oldest families of England. But he still never missed an
opportunity of telling others about it. He had beautiful manners
when he wanted to show them, but he did this only with people
whom he considered his equals. He was rude to his servants and
his secretaries. The lower officials in the government offices feared
and hated him. He knew that he was a great deal cleverer than
most of the people he worked with, and never missed an
opportunity of telling them so. He had no patience with the
weaknesses of human nature. He felt himselfborn to command
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and was angry when people expected him to listen to their
arguments or wished to hear the reasons for his decisions. He had
many enemies to whom he showed no pity. He had no friends.
He was unpopular with his party because he was so proud; but he
loved his country so much and managed affairs so well that they
had to accept his faults. It was possible to do this because
sometimes he could he quite charming. He could be the best
company in the world, and you could forget that he had insulted
you the day before and was quite able to insult you again.

Lord Mountdrago had almost failed to become Dr Audlin
patient. A secretary had telephoned the doctor and told him that
his lordship would be glad if the doctor would come to his house
at ten o’clock on the following morning. Dr Audlin answered
that he was unable to go to Lord Mountdrago’s house, but would
be pleased to see him in Wimpole Street on the day after that.
The secretary took the message and telephoned again to say that
Lord Mountdrago was determined to see Dr Audlin in his own
house and the doctor could charge what he liked. Dr Audlin
replied that he only saw people in his own room and explained
that unless Lord Mountdrago was prepared to come to him, he
could not give him his attention. In a quarter of an hour a short
message was delivered to him that his lordship would come, not
in two days’time but the next day, at five o’clock.

When Lord Mountdrago was announced, he did not come
forward, but stood at the door and looked the doctor up and
down. Dr Audlin could see that he was very angry. He saw a big,
heavy man, with greying hair, a swollen face and a cold, proud
ﬁxpression. He had the look of an eighteenth-century French

ing.

‘It seems that it is extremely difficult to see you, Dr Audlin.
I'm avery busy man.’

‘Wont you sit down?’said the doctor.

His face showed no sign that Lord Mountdrago’ speech had
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had any effect on him. Dr Audlin sat in his chair at the desk. Lord
Mountdrago still stood and looked angrier.

‘| think | should tell you that | am the Foreign Minister,” he
said sharply.

‘Wontyou sit down?’the doctor repeated.

Lord Mountdrago made a movement which appeared to
suggest that he was about to turn and leave the room; but if that
was his intention, he seemed to change his mind. He sat down.
Dr Audlin opened a large book and took up his pen. He wrote
without looking at his patient.

‘How old are you?’

‘Forty-two.’

‘Are you married?’

Yes.’

‘How long have you been married?’

Eighteen years.’

‘Have you any children?’

‘' have two sons.’

DrAudlin wrote down the facts as Lord Mountdrago answered.
Then he leaned back in his chair and looked at him. He did not
speak; he just looked, with pale blue eyes that did not move.

‘Why have you come to see me?”he asked at last.

‘'ve heard about you. Lady Canute comes to see you, |
believe. She tells me you've done a certain amount of good.’

Dr Audlin did not reply. His eyes remained fixed on the others
face, but they were so empty of expression that you might have
thought he did not even see him.

I cant perform miracles,” he said at last. Not a smile, but the
shadow of a smile, passed over his eyes.

Lord Mountdrago spoke in a more friendly way. ‘You have a
good name. People seem to believe in you.’

‘Why have you come to see me?’repeated Dr Audlin.

Now it was Lord Mountdragos turn to be silent. It looked as
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though he found it hard to answer. Dr Audlin waited. At last Lord
Mountdrago seemed to make an effort. He spoke.

‘I'm in perfect health. | was examined by my own doctor just
recently. He's Sir Augustus Fitzherbert. Perhaps you've heard of
him. He tells me I'm as fit as a man of thirty. | work hard, but I'm
never tired, and I enjoy my work. | smoke very little and do not
drink much. | take enough exercise and | lead a regular life. | am
a perfectly normal, healthy man. | quite expect you to think me
childish in coming to see you.

Dr Audlin saw that he must help him.

‘I dont know if | can do anything for you. I'll try. You're
unhappy?’

‘My present work is important. The decisions that | have to
make affect the country and even the peace of the world. It is
necessary that my judgement should be good and my brain clear.
| consider it my duty to rid myself of any cause of worry that
may prevent this.’

Dr Audlin had never taken his eyes off him. He saw a great
deal. He saw behind the man’pride an anxiety that he could not
get rid of.

‘ asked you to be good enough to come here because | know
by experience that it% easier for someone to speak openly in a
doctorSroom than in his usual surroundings.’

It was clear that Lord Mountdrago, usually so quick and
decided, at this moment did not know what to say He smiled to
show the doctor that he was relaxed, but his eyes showed his real
feelings. He spoke again.

‘The whole thing’s so unimportant that | can hardly bring
myselfto trouble you with it. I'm afraid you'lljust tell me not to
be a fool and waste your valuable time.’

‘Even things that seem unimportant may have their
importance. They can be signs of deeper troubles. And my time is
at your service.”
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Dr Audlins voice was low and serious. It was strangely
calming. Lord Mountdrago at last made up his mind to speak
openly.

‘The fact is Ive been having some dreams recently that have
been bothering me. | know it% foolish to pay any attention to
them, but —well, the honest truth is theyve begun to have an
effect on my nerves.’

‘Can you describe any ofthem to me?’

‘Theye so foolish, I can hardly begin to tell them.’

‘Never mind.’

Well, the first | had was about a month ago. | dreamt that | was
at a party at Connemara House. It was an official party. The King
and Queen were going to be there. | went to take off my coat and
there was a little man in the room called Owen Griffiths, who’ a
Welsh Member of Parliament, and to tell you the truth, | was
surprised to see him. Hes very common, and | said to myself,
“Really, Lydia Connemara shouldnt have asked him to her house.
Whom will she ask next?” I thought that he looked at me rather
strangely, but | didnt take any notice of him; in fact | did not speak
aword and | walked upstairs. | suppose you've never been there?’

‘Never.’

‘No, it’s not the sort of house you would ever go to. Its in
rather bad taste, but its got a very fine stone staircase, and the
Connemaras were at the top receiving their guests. Lady
Connemara gave me a look of surprise when I shook hands with
her, and began to laugh. I didnt pay much attention; she’ a
foolish woman and her manners are no better than those of her
relatives. | must say the rooms at Connemara House are very
grand. | walked through, shaking hands with a number of people.
Then | saw the German minister talking with an Austrian lord. |
particularly wanted to have a word with him, so | went up and
held out my hand. As soon as he saw me he burst out laughing. |
was deeply insulted. I looked him up and down, but he only
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laughed louder. I was about to speak to him rather sharply, when
the room suddenly went quiet, and | realized that the King and
Queen had come. Turning my back on him, | stepped forward,
and then, quite suddenly, | noticed that | hadnt got any trousers
on. | was wearing silk underclothes. It was not surprising that
Lady Connemara and the German minister had laughed. | cant
tell you how | felt at that moment. The shame! | awoke shaking.
Oh, you dont know how glad I felt to find it was only a dream.’

;jllth the kind of dream thats not so very uncommon,’said Dr
Audlin.

Perhaps not. But a strange thing happened the next day. | was
in the House of Commons when Griffiths walked past me. He
looked down at my legs and then he looked me in the face, and
there was something in his eyes that made me feel he was
laughing at me. A foolish thought came to me —he had been
there the night before, and now he was enjoying the joke. But of
course | knew that was impossible because it was only a dream. |
gave him an icy look and he walked on. But he was laughing.’

Lord Mountdrago took his handkerchief out of his pocket and
rubbed it over his hands. He was making no attempt now to hide
his anxiety. Dr Audlin never took his eyes off him.

‘Tell me another dream.’

‘It was the next night. | dreamt that | was in the House of
Commons. We were discussing foreign affairs and not only the
country but the whole world was waiting for the discussion with
serious interest. It was, in fact, a historic occasion. Of course the
House was crowded. Representatives of foreign countries were
there. | had to make the most important speech of the evening. |
had prepared it carefully. A man like me has enemies. A lot of
people are jealous because | have reached the position | have at
an early age, and | was determined to speak well. I rose to my
feet. When 1 began to speak, the silence was like the silence of the
grave. Suddenly, though, I saw that hateful little devil on one of
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the seats opposite, Griffiths, the Welsh member; he put out his
tongue at me... | don't know if you've ever heard a song called
“A Bicycle Made For Two”. It was very popular many years ago.
To show Griffiths my disgust for him | began to sing it. | sang the
first part right through. There was a moment’s surprise, and when
| finished they cried ‘Hear, hear,” from the opposition seats to
express their approval. | put up my hand to silence them and sang
the second part. The members listened to me in complete silence
and | felt that the song wasn't being received very well. | was
angry, because | have a good voice, and | was determined that
they should be fair to me. When | started the third part the
members began to laugh; in a moment the laughter spread.
Everyone in the House shook; they cheered, they held their
sides, they rolled on the seats. Everyone was helpless with
laughter except the government ministers just behind me. They
sat as if turned to stone. | gave them a look, and | suddenly
understood the terrible thing that | had done. The whole world
would laugh at me. I realized that | would have to leave my post
in the government. | woke and realized that it was only a dream.’

Lord Mountdrago’ proud manner had left him as he told this,
and now, having finished, he was pale and trembling. But with an
effort he regained his calm. He forced a laugh to his shaking lips.

‘The whole thing was so crazy that | couldnt help being
amused. | didnt give it another thought, and when | went into
the House on the following afternoon | was feeling good. | sat in
my place and read some papers that demanded my attention. For
some reason | chanced to look up and | saw that Griffiths was
speaking. | couldnt imagine that he had anything to say that was
worth listening to, and | was about to return to my papers when
he mentioned two lines from “A Bicycle Made For Two”. |
couldnt help looking at him, and | saw that his eyes were fixed
on me and that there was a cruel smile on his lips. I didnt care. It
was just strange that he' included in his speech two lines from
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that terrible song that I'd sung in my dream. | began to read my
papers again, but | found it difficult to think about them. Owen
Griffiths had been in my first dream, the one at Connemara
House, and | thought afterwards that he knew how foolish | had
looked. Was it pure chance that hed used those two lines from
the song? | asked myself if it was possible that he was dreaming
the same dreams as | was. But of course it wasnt, and | decided
not to give it a second thought.”

There was a silence. Dr Audlin looked at Lord Mountdrago
and Lord Mountdrago looked at Dr Audlin.

‘Other people’s dreams are very uninteresting. My wife used
to dream occasionally and always told me her dreams the next
day with every detail. It nearly drove me mad.’

Dr Audlin smiled faintly.I'm interested in your dreams.’

‘I'll 'tell you one more dream that | had a few days later. |
dreamt that | went into a bar in Limehouse. I've never been to
Limehouse in my life and I dont think 1Ve been in a public bar
for a drink since | was at university, but | saw the street and the
place | went into very clearly. | went into a room; there was a
fireplace and a large leather chair on one side of it, and on the
other a long seat. Near the door was a round table with two big
chairs beside it. It was a Saturday night and the place was
crowded. It was brightly lit, but the smoke was so thick that it
made my eyes hurt. | was dressed like a working-class man, with a
cap on my head and a handkerchiefround my neck. It seemed to
me that most of the people there were drunk. I thought it rather
amusing. There was a radio and in front of the fireplace two
women were doing a mad sort of dance. There was a litde crowd
round them, laughing and singing. | went to have a look, and a
man said to me, “Have a drink, Bill?” There were glasses on the
table full of dark beer. He gave me a glass and | drank it. One of
the women who were dancing left the other and took hold of
the glass. “What are you doing?” she said. “Thats mine.”“Oh, I'm
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sorry,” | said. “This gentleman offered it to me.” “All right,” she
said, “it doesnt matter. Come and have a dance with me.” Before
| could object, she had caught hold of me and we were dancing
together. And then | found myselfsitting in the leather chair and
the woman and | were sharing a drink. | should tell you that
women have never played any great part in my life. I've always
been too busy to give much thought to that kind of thing. This
woman was drunk; she wasnt pretty and she wasnt young. She
filled me with disgust. Suddenly I heard a voice. “That$ right, my
friend, have a good time.” | looked up and there was Owen
Griffiths. | tried to jump out of the chair but that terrible woman
didnt let me. “Dont pay any attention to him,” she said. “Enjoy
yourself,” he said.

‘I pushed the woman away and stood up and faced him. “I
dont know you and | dont want to know you,” | said. “I know
you, all right,” he said. There was a bottle standing on the table
close to me. Without a word | seized it by the neck and hit him
over the head with it as hard as | could. The blow was so violent
that it woke me up.’

‘A dream of that sort is easily understandable,” said Dr Audlin.
‘It is the revenge which nature takes on people of good character.’

‘The story’s crazy. But again, its what happened the next day
that worries me. | wanted to look at a book in a hurry and |
went into the parliamentary library. | got the book and began
reading. | hadn't noticed when | sat down that Griffiths was
sitting in a chair close to me. Another member came in and went
up to him. “Hullo, Owen,” he said to him, “you'e looking ill
today.” “I've got a terrible headache,” he answered. “I feel as if
someones hit me on the head with a bottle.””

Now Lord Mountdrago s face was grey with anxiety.

‘I knew then that the idea which | had dismissed as foolish was
true. | knew that Griffiths was dreaming my dreams and that he
remembered them as well as | did.’
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‘It may also have been chance.’

‘When he spoke, he wasnt speaking to his friend. He was
speaking to me.’

‘Can you explain why this same man should come into your
dreams?’

‘No, I cant.’

Dr Audlin’ eyes had not left Lord Mountdrago’s face, and he
saw that he was lying. He had a pencil in his hand and he drew a
line or two on a bit of paper. It often took a long time to make
people tell the truth; but they knew that unless they told it he
could do nothing for them.

‘The dream you've just described happened just over three
weeks ago. Have you had any since?’

Every night.’

‘And does this man Griffiths come into them all?’

Yes.

The doctor drew some more lines on the paper. He wanted
the silence of the room to have its effect on Lord Mountdrago.
Lord Mountdrago turned his head away from the other’ serious
eyes.

‘Dr Audlin, | shall go mad if this goes on. I'm afraid to go to
sleep. For two or three nights | havent slept. |'ve sat up reading,
and when | felt sleepy I put on my coat and walked until |
couldnt walk any further. But | must have sleep. With all the
work | have to do, my brain must be clear. | need rest; sleep
brings me none. As soon as | fall asleep, my dreams begin, and
he’ always there, that common little devil, laughing at me. | dont
deserve this treatment. | tell you, doctor, I'm not the man of my
dreams; it5 not fair to judge me by them. Ask anyone you like.
I'm an honest, good man. No one can say anything against my
moral character, either private or public. All | want is to serve my
country. | have money, | have rank, so my life is easier than other
men’s. But | have always done my duty. I've given up everything
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to become the man | am. Greatness is my aim. Greatness is
within my reach, and I'm losing my courage. I'm not that
creature that Griffiths sees. 1ve told you three of my dreams;
theyte nothing; that man has seen me do things that are so
shameful that I wouldnt tell them even if my life depended on it.
And he remembers them. He has seen me do things that no man
with any self-respect would do, things for which men are driven
out of the society of others and sent to prison. He feels nothing
but disgust for me and he no longer pretends to hide it. | tell you
that ifyou cant do something to help me I shall either kill myself
or kil him.’

It5 not a good idea to kill him,”said Dr Audlin calmly in his
quiet voice. ‘Your future would become even more uncertain.’

‘I ' wouldnt be hanged for it, if thats what you mean. Who
would know that | had killed him? That dream of mine has
shown me how. | told you, the day after 10 hit him over the head
with a bottle, he had a bad headache. He said so himself. That
shows that he can feel with his waking body what happens to his
body when he is asleep. | shant hit him with a bottle next time.
One night, when I'm dreaming, | shall find myselfwith a knife in
my hand or a gun in my pocket. | must, because | want to so
much. Then | shall seize my opportunity. I'll kill him; I'll shoot
him like a dog. In the heart. And then I shall be free.”

Some people might have thought that Lord Mountdrago was
mad. After all the years during which Dr Audlin had been
treating the souls of men, he knew how thin the line is which
divides those who are mad from those who are not. He knew
that men who seemed healthy and appeared responsible citizens
had such strange ideas in their minds, when you looked into
them, that you could only call them mad. If you put them in a
madhouse, not all the madhouses in the world would be large
enough. But a man was not mad because he had strange dreams
which had destroyed his courage. The case was unusual, but not
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unlike others which Dr Audlin had seen. He was doubtful,
though, whether his methods of treatment would be of any use.

‘Have you asked the advice of any other member of my
profession?”he said.

‘Only Sir Augustus. I simply told him that | suffered from very
bad dreams. He said | was working too hard, and advised me to
go away for awhile. But I cant leave the Foreign Office just now,
when the international situation needs all my attention. They
cant do without me, and | know it. He gave me something to
make me sleep. It had no effect.’

‘Can you give me any reason why this particular man
continues to feature in your dreams?’

‘You asked me that question before. | answered it

That was true. But Dr Audlin had not been satisfied with the
answer.

‘Why should Owen Griffiths want to hurt you?’

‘'dont know.’

Dr Audlin was sure that his patient was not speaking the truth.

‘Have you ever harmed him?’

‘Never.’

Dr Audlin saw before him a large, proud man who seemed to
think that the questions put to him were insulting; but in spite of
that he made you think of a frightened animal in a trap. Dr
Audlin leaned forward and by the power of his eyes forced Lord
Mountdrago to meet them.

“Are you Quite sure?’

‘Quite sure. He and I live different lives. I dont wish to say too
much about it, but I must remind you that | am a Minister of the
King and Griffiths is an ordinary member of the opposition
party. Of course theres no social connection between us; he’ a
man from a much lower class, so he’$ not the sort of person | am
likely to meet at any of the houses | go to. And politically we are
far apart.”
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I can do nothing for you unless you tell me the complete
truth.”

Lord Mountdrago s voice was cold. ‘I am not used to having
my word doubted, Dr Audlin. Ifyou'e going to do that, I think
that to take up any more of your time can only be a waste of
mine. Ifyou will kindly tell my secretary what | owe you, he will
send you a cheque.’

Dr Audlint face showed no expression; you might have
thought that he had not heard what Lord Mountdrago said. He
continued to look steadily into his eyes, and his voice was serious
and low.

‘Have you done anything to this man that he might consider
an injury?’

Lord Mountdrago paused. He looked away, and then looked
back. He answered in a bad-tempered voice, ‘Only if he was a
dirty, low person.’

‘But that is exactly what youve described him to be.’

Lord Mountdrago was beaten. Dr Audlin knew that he was at
last going to say what he had until then held back. He dropped
his eyes, and began drawing with his pencil. The silence lasted
two or three minutes.

‘If 1 didnt mention this before, its only because it was so
unimportant that I didnt see how it could be connected with the
case. When Griffiths became a Member of Parliament, he began
to make trouble almost immediately. His father’s a miner, and he
worked in a mine himselfwhen he was a boy; he has also been a
schoolmaster. He has the half-formed knowledge and useless
dreams of a person of poor education. He’ thin and grey-faced
and never well dressed. His clothes are an insult to the House. His
collart never clean, and his tie’s never tied properly. He looks as if
he hasn' had a bath for amonth, and his hands are dirty. But he is
a good speaker, and he has some simple ideas on a number of
subjects, and he is frequently asked to speak in the House. It
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appeared that he thought he knew something about foreign
affairs, and some people listened to what he had to say. | heard
stories that Griffiths might become Foreign Minister if another
government came into power.

‘One day | was speaking last in a discussion on foreign affairs.
Griffiths had spoken before me for an hour. | thought it a good
opportunity to destroy him, and by God, sir, | did. | tore his
arguments to pieces. | showed the faults in his reasoning and his
lack of knowledge. In the House of Commons the hest way to
attack someone is to make fun of him. I laughed at him, and the
House laughed with me. Even some of Griffiths’s friends could
not help laughing at him. If ever a man was made to look a fool,
| made Griffiths look a fool. I saw his face go white and soon he
buried it in his hands. When | sat down I had killed him. | had
destroyed his name for ever. He had no more chance of
becoming Foreign Minister than the policeman at the door. |
heard afterwards that his father, the old miner, and his mother
had come to London with supporters from his home town to
hear him speak.’

‘So you ruined his political future?’

Yes, | suppose so.’

‘That is a very serious injury that you'Vve done to him.’

‘He brought it on himself.’

‘Have you never felt at all sorry?’

‘I think perhaps that if | had known his father and mother
were listening, | would have been more gentle.’

There was nothing more for Dr Audlin to say, and he began to
treat Lord Mountdrago in the manner that he thought best. He
tried to make him forget his dreams when he awoke; he tried to
make him sleep so deeply that he would not dream. But it was
impossible. At the end of an hour he dismissed Lord
Mountdrago. Since then he had seen him five or six times. He
had done him no good. The terrible dreams continued every
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night. It was clear that his general condition was growing rapidly
worse. He was very tired. He was very bad-tempered. He was
angry because the treatment had not helped, but he continued it,
because it seemed his only hope, and hecause he found it a help
to talk openly. Dr Audlin felt that there was only one way in
which Lord Mountdrago could be free from his troubles. After
several visits the doctor managed to put him into a state of
complete relaxation. Lord Mountdrago lay quite still, his eyes
closed. Then Dr Audlin spoke the words which he had prepared.

‘You will go to Owen Griffiths and say that you are sorry that
you caused him that great injury. You will say that you will do
whatever you can to undo the harm that you have done to him.’

The words acted on Lord Mountdrago like the blow ofa whip
across his face. He shook himself out of his sleep and jumped to
his feet. His eyes burned and he poured out on Dr Audlin a
stream of angry words such as even he had never heard. He swore
at him. He shouted at him. He used such bad language that even
Dr Audlin was surprised that he knew it.

‘Say sorry to that dirty Welshman? | would rather kill myself.

‘| believe it to be the only way in which you can regain your
calm.’

Dr Audlin had not often seen a man in such a state of
uncontrolled anger. He grew red in the face and his eyes were
sticking out of his head. Dr Audlin watched him calmly, waiting
for the storm to end, and soon he saw that Lord Mountdrago,
weakened by the troubles of so long a time, had no more
strength.

‘Sit down,”he said then, sharply.

Lord Mountdrago fell into a chair.

‘[ am tired,”he said; ‘I must rest a minute and then Ill go.’

For five minutes perhaps they sat in complete silence. Lord
Mountdrago was a proud man, but he was also a gentleman.
When he broke the silence, he had regained his self-control.
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‘I'm afraid I've been very rude to you. I'm ashamed of the
things I've said to you, and I'd understand ifyou refused to see me
again. I hope you wont refuse. | think youte my only chance.’

‘You mustnt worry about what you said. Its of no
importance.’

But there’ one thing you mustnt ask me to do, and that is to
say sorry to Griffiths.’

‘['ve thought a great deal about your case. | dont pretend to
understand it, but | believe your only hope is to do what |
suggest.’

‘Itsnot my fault if I ruined him. [ am not sorry.”

It was with these words that Lord Mountdrago had left the
doctor.

*

Dr Audlin read through his notes, and looked at the clock. It was
six. It was strange that Lord Mountdrago had not come. His
secretary had telephoned that morning to say that he would
come at the usual hour. He must have heen kept by important
work. This idea gave Dr Audlin something else to think about:
Lord Mountdrago was quite unfit to work and in no condition
to deal with important matters of government. Dr Audlin
wondered whether he ought to tell someone at the Foreign
Office that it was dangerous to leave things to him just now.

But it would be difficult, and he would receive no thanks.

‘After all,” he thought, ‘politicians have caused so much trouble
in the world during the last 25 years, | don't suppose it matters if
theye mad or not.’

He rang the bell.

‘IfLord Mountdrago comes now, will you tell him that | have
another appointment at a quarter past six and so I'm afraid I cant
see him.’

Very good, sir.’

%



‘Has the evening paper come yet?’

I'll go and see.’

In-a moment the servant brought it in. Across the top of the
front page in big letters were the words: Death of a Foreign
Minister.

‘My God!’cried Dr Audlin.

For once he lost his usual calm. He was shocked, but he was
not completely surprised. He had sometimes thought that Lord
Mountdrago might kill himself, and he could not doubt that he
had killed himself. The paper said that Lord Mountdrago had
been waiting at an Underground station, and as the train came in
he was seen to fall in front of it. It was supposed that he had
suddenly fainted. The paper went on to say that Lord
Mountdrago had been suffering for some weeks from the effects
of overwork, but had felt it impossible to leave the Foreign
Office. There was more about his love of his country, and about
his skill, and various guesses about who would replace him as
Foreign Minister. Dr Audlin read all this. He had not liked Lord
Mountdrago. The chief feeling that his death caused in him was
dissatisfaction that he had been able to do nothing to help him.

Dr Audlin felt discouraged, as he always did when he failed,
and he was filled with disqust for the way in which he earned his
living. He was dealing with dark forces that it was impossible for
the human mind to understand.

He turned the pages of his paper in misery and hopelessness.
But his misery turned once more to shock as his eyes fell on a
paragraph near the bottom of a page. ‘Sudden death of a Member
of Parliament,” he read. ‘Mr Owen Griffiths was taken il in Fleet
Street this afternoon, and when he was brought to the nearest
hospital he was found to be dead. It is thought that death was
from natural causes, but this is not certain.” Dr Audlin could
hardly believe his eyes.Was it possible that, the night before, Lord
Mountdrago had at last in his dream found a weapon, knife or
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gun, and had killed his enemy? And had that dream murder, in
the same way as the blow from the bottle, taken effect a certain
number of hours later on the waking man? Or was it, stranger
and more frightening, that when Lord Mountdrago found a
means of escape by killing himself, the enemy, still not satisfied,
had followed him to some other world to continue his attacks
there? It was strange. The sensible thing was to think of it as pure
chance. Dr Audlin rang the bell,

Tell Mrs Milton that I'm sorry | cant see her this evening.
I'm not well.’

It was true; he was trembling. The dark night of the soul
swallowed him up, and he felt a strange, deep fear of something
that he did not understand.



ACTIVITIES

The Man Who Could Work Miracles

Before you read
1 Find the word miracle in the Word List at the back of the book.
Describe a miracle that you have heard about. Do you believe that
it was truly miraculous?
2 What is X in these sentences? Find words from the Word List to
take the place of each X.

a

b
c
d

Iwon a prize at the village X.

The electricity has gone off. Have we got any X?

If lwere a X, | would buy a big house, a fast car and a boat,

My X has helped me to examine my childhood and think about
its effect on my adult life,

It was an old-fashioned, formal occasion. My boyfriend even
wore a XX.

My hands X when the lion suddenly X as we passed his cage,
Have you read this newspaper X about the government’s plan
to cut taxes?

The X was in love with a waitress but he could not marry
someone of a lower X.

We bought a lot of X in my brother’s company, but we lost
everything when the company went out of business,

The servants were X to see Her X, their wealthy employer,
drinking a large glass of beer in a public bar.

While you read
3 How many miracles does Mr Fotheringay perform:

a

Q ™ o O 0O T

at his local inn?

in his bedroom on the first night?

at breakfast in his house?

during the day at work?

after supper at the gas works?

that night in his bedroom?

on Sunday evening in Mr Maydig’s study? more than....
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at supper with Mr Maydig?
outside under the moon with Mr Maydig?
outside under the moon without Mr Maydig?

Afteryou read
4 Describe:

a
b

- 0O Qo 0

Fotheringay’s feelings about miracles at the start of the story,
the first miracle he performs,

the cause of Mr Winch’s quarrel with him.

what Fotheringay believes Winch is doing in San Francisco,
Mr Maydig’s reaction to Fotheringay’s powers,

what happens when the earth stops turning.

5 ‘As a matter of fact the reader was killed... and every reasonable
reader will accept the fact.” Discuss what the storyteller means by

this statement.

The Model Millionaire

Before you read
6 Have you heard the old saying: ‘You can't judge a book by its
cover’? What does it mean? Do you agree?

While you read
7 Find this information.

a
b
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Hughie Erskine’s yearly income L
Three things that Hughie has tried to sell ...

The girl that Hughie wants to marry

The name of Hughie’s friend, the painter
The type of person the artist is painting
The sum of money that Hughie gives
the model

The cost of the finished painting

The model’'s name

The model's wedding present to Hughie
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Afteryou read
8 List Hughie Erskine’s good qualities. Then discuss whether he
deserves Laura’s love and the baron’s gift.

Lord Emsworth and the Girl Friend

Before you read
9 Traditionally, wealthy upper-class British families have lived in
large houses in the countryside, surrounded by parks and open
land. What kind of relationship do you think these families had a
hundred years ago with:
a the people who worked for them?
b the people who lived in the surrounding villages?

While you read
10 Mark each sentence T (true) or F (false) according to the story.
a August Bank Holiday is Lord Emsworth’s favourite day..............
b Men from Glasgow are often very determined,
¢ Angus McAllister, Lord Emsworth and Lady Constance
agree on the need for a path through a group of trees,
d Angus McAllister is an excellent head gardener,
Gladys and Ern are Ebenezer Sprockett’s children,
f Lord Emsworth admires Gladys because she is brave
and bold.
g Children from the village of Blandings Parva are always
more confident and less shy than children from London............
h Lord Emsworth punishes Gladys by putting her in the
red-roofed hut.
i Lord Emsworth gives Gladys permission to pick
flowers from his garden,
j  Angus McAllister gives up his job at Blandings Castle,
k Lord Emsworth decides not to give a speech at the fEte............

102



Afteryou read
11 Who is speaking to whom, and about what?

a
b
c
d
e
f

9

‘Have you got your speech ready?’

‘Her ladyship likes the idea a lot.’

‘... Ithrew a stone at 'im ...’

‘... if  knew him, lwould shake him by the hand.’
‘Pretending to be a dog, sir, 'e was.’

‘This young lady would like some tea.’

‘These gardens... belong to me...’

12 Discuss the best adjectives to describe:

a
b
c

Lord Emsworth d Gladys
Lady Constance e Em
McAllister

The Doll’s House

Before you read
13 What did you most enjoy playing with when you were 0-3 years
old, 4-6 years old and 7-10 years old?

While you read
14 Circle the correct answer.

a
b
c

© O
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The doll’s house has a strong smellof new wood/paint.
The doll's house has two/three ledrooms,

The dolls are small/big for the house.

The Burnells are happy/unhappy with their daughters’ school,
The teacher at the girls’ school is usually rather rude/very kind
to the Kelvey girls,

Lil and Else wear new, fashionable/old, worn-out clothes,

Lil and Else have a close/distant relationship with each other,
Emmie and Lena are the first/last girls from school to see the
doll’s house.

The schoolgirls feel embarrassed/ excited when Lena is cruel to
Lil and Else.

Kezia/Aunt Beryl invites the Kelvey girls into the courtyard.
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Afteryou read
15 Explain:

a
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why Mrs Hay sends a doll's house to the Burnell children,
what details of the doll’s house please the children,

why the lamp is so special to Kezia.

why Isabel claims the right to tell about the doll’s house,

why the Kelvey girls wear strange clothes,

how Lena Logan is cruel to the Kelvey girls,

how Aunt Beryl feels about the Kelvey children,

how the Kelvey girls feel after they have seen the doll's house.

X-ing a Paragraph

Before you read

16 Canyou explain how newspaper articles were set in print a hundred
years ago? What modern inventions and technical improvements
made this system old-fashioned?

While you read
17 Write TB for Touch-and-go Bullet-head or JS for John Smith,

a

Q@ ™ 0o o o0 T

He moves from the East to the West.

He has lived in the West for many years,

He has an office exactly opposite the Daily News.
He edits the Daily News.

He criticizes an article in the Nopolis Teapot.

He is angered by an attack on his style of writing,
He has sent someone to steal little O’s and capital
O'’s from the Nopolis Teapot printing office,

He has disappeared by the time his X-ed paragraph
is seen in the Nopolis Teapot,

He is known for drinking beer all the time.
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Afteryou read
18 Act out one of these conversations.

a Mr Touch-and-go Bullet-head and his chief at the Nopolis
Teapot office talking about John Smith’s reply to Touch-and-go
Bullet-head’s first article in the Nopolis Teapot.

b Two citizens of Alexander-the-Great-o-nopolis talking about
the article with all the Xs in the Nopolis Teapot.

The Courtship of Susan Bell

Before you read

19 Inyour society, how important is the approval of a young woman’s
parents of the man she wants to marry? What qualities do a
girl's parents usually think are necessary in a husband for their
daughter?

While you read
20 Write the names of the characters from the story.
a A successful lawyer who dies young ..
b A faithful wife; mother of two daughters ...,
c A short, rather fat, religious twenty-one-
year-old woman
d An unmarried minister of religion
A pretty, bright, blue-eyed nineteen-year-
old girl
f Mrs Bell's old Irish servant L
g Ayoung engineer who comes to Saratoga
Springs to repair some banks and bridges ...
h A rich, old man from New York City who
made his money from the railways .,
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21 Which character:

a
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worries about having a young man in

the house?
makes breakfast for Mr Dunn every

morning? e
visits the Bells for tea on Sundays? = .
draws beautiful pictures of bridges? e
is confident that Aaron Dunn is bad? ...
cries when Mr Dunn burns his drawing? ...
takes Hetta to see his parents?
wants to be alone with Aaron Dunn more

often?
talks to Aaron Dunn about his worldly

position?
feels angry and discouraged when he

leaves for New York the second time? ...
thinks that Susan should learn to forget

about Aaron Dunn?
becomes pale and thin?

Afteryou read

22 Work with a partner. Ask and answer questions with why from the
information in Question 21. Example: Why does Mrs Bell worry
about having ayoung man in the house? Because...

23

Answer these questions.
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What effect does Mr Bell's death have on his family?

Why does Aaron Dunn first come to the Bells’ house?

How does Aaron Dunn try to show his love for Susan?

Why doesn’t Susan accept Aaron Dunn’s gift?

Why does Susan hide her true feelings from Dunn?

What condition does Phineas Beckard put on Aaron Dunn’s
future?

What makes Mrs Bell feel good about herself at the end of the
story?
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24 Which of the two Bell sisters would you like to have as a friend?
Why?

Lord Mountdrago

Before you read
25 What do you dream about? Do your dreams ever affect you when

you are awake? If so, how?

While you read
26 Complete Dr Audlin’s notes about his patient.

Q@ ™o o o gw

i
k

NaME: e
Profession (POSItioN): e
Physical description:
Age:
Number of years married:
Number of children:
Dream 1: Place:

Strange problem:
Dream 2: Place:

Strange problem:
Dream 3: Place:

Strange problem:

Suggested cure:
Cause of death: s

Afteryou read
27 Why is Dr Audlin a very successful psychoanalyst?
28 Work with a partner. Act out a possible conversation for one of

these situations.

a

b

Two Members of Parliament discussing their opinion of Lord
Mountdrago, as a Foreign Minister and as a person,

Owen Griffiths with his parents outside the House of Commons
after Lord Mountdrago has made a fool of him.

Dr Audlin having a drink with Sir Augustus Fitzherbert after
Lord Mountdrago’s funeral.
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Writing

29

30

31

32

33

34
35

36

37

38

You have the power to perform miracles. Describe three miracles
that you are going to do.

You write articles for an art magazine. Write about Alan Trevor's
new painting of a beggar.

You are Kezia Burnell. Write in your diary about the day when you
showed the doll’'s house to Lil and Else Kelvey.

You are Mr John Smith, editor of the Alexander-the-Great-o-
nopolis Daily News. Write an article for your newspaper about the
disappearance of Mr Touch-and-go Bullet-head.

You are either Mrs Susan Dunn or Mrs Hetta Beckard. Write a
letter to your mother about your life as a new wife.

Write a newspaper article reporting Lord Mountdrago’s death.
Choose a main character who changes in an important way in one
of the stories. Describe how that person changes.

Choose one of these stories: ‘Lord Emsworth and the Girl Friend’,
‘The Doll's House’ or ‘Lord Mountdrago’. What does the story tell
us about nineteenth-century British social classes?

Did you find 'Lord Emsworth and the Girl Friend’ and 'X-ing a
Paragraph’ amusing? Give your reasons.

Which story did you enjoy most? Explain why.

Answers for the Activities in this book are available from the Penguin Readers website.
A free Activity Worksheet is also available from the website. Activity Worksheets are
part of the Penguin Teacher Support Programme, which also includes Progress Tests

and Graded Reader Guidelines. For more information, please visit
www.penguinreaders.com.


http://www.penguinreaders

WORD LIST

approval (1) agreement that someone or something is acceptable

article (1) apiece ofwriting in a newspaper or magazine

astonish (V) 10 SUrprise someone very much

awkward (ad]) difficult to deal with

baron (1) a title for an upper-class man

bless (v? to ask God to protect someone or something; a  blessings
something that improves your life

candle (1) astick ofwax that gives light when it bums

charm (1) the special quality that someone has which makesother
people like them

companion (1) someone who you spend a lot of time with

courtship (1) an old-fashioned word for a romantic relationship before
marriage

determined (ad]) wanting to do something very much, so you will not
let anyone or anything stop you

doll () atoy that looks like a child or a small person

edit (V) to prepare a book or a newspaper by correcting mistakes and
deciding which parts to keep

fete (N) an outdoor event with Pames, competitions and things for sale,
to collect money for a special purpose

gratitude (1) the feeling ofbeing grateful

inn () a small hotel in the country

lad sgip, lordship (1) a respectful way of talking to or about a lady or
or

millionaire (1) Someone who has at least one million pounds

miracle d(n) an action that seems to be impossible and is thought to be
caused by God

misery (1) a feeling of great unhappiness

nut () a Iar%e seed that you can eat, which usually grows in a hard,
brown shell

proposal (1) aplan that is suggested formally or officially .
psychoanalyst ?n) someone who treats people who are mentally ill by
talking about their life and feelings



rank (1) a person’s level of importance in society

roar (N/V) a deep, loud, continuous noise

share () one of the equal parts in which a company is owned, which
are bought and sold

shllllng (n) old British maney; there were twenty shillings in a pound

Straw ? n) the Ion thin parts of crops like wheat, dried and used for
animal feed or or making things

top hat (1) a tall hat with a flat top, worn by men in the past

tremble (V) t0 Shake because you are worried, afraid or excited
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