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    All the characters in this story are imaginary, save that of a British Prime Minister, dead nearly seventy years ago. Even the Islamic Itinerist is not historical, being only an ad hoc author who covers with equal enterprise hut slightly different outlook the journeys of the famous Abu-Abdallah Mohammed, surnamed ibn-Eatuta.
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    CANON, YOU TOO ARE TAKING A TURN.


    "Yes, My Lord, I thought I might make a little draught without adding to my own temperature."


    "A nice art on a night like this!"


    'Well, the air in my house seemed to have become another element or, shall I say, a gas non-luminous but of sufficient heat that one is surprised that it does not glow."


    "A Miltonic notion of hell! But, really, I do not recall ever experiencing a more suffocating night. And were we not of what friend Trollope calls The Cloth, I'd wager that the atmosphere in my Palace is still more dense than that in your residence. You know what a wag once said of this environment— The city is the sink of the countryside, the Close of the city and the Palace of the Close."


    'We are certain to have a storm tonight?" queried the Canon.


    The answer came in a sudden flicker on the blackness. The two speakers were silent listening. They even stopped their slow promenade. They had to wait for a considerable time, and then their ears in the stillness only just caught the growling confirmation that the flicker had been the reflection of a flash.


    'Well, that shows." the Bishop's voice continued, "that it is still under the horizon. We shall have no relief for hours. I certainly shall not insult sleep by lying down under my leaden roof and asking it to accompany me. A turn or two here, and then, perhaps, if one sits somewhere in the Close a little rest may be won even if slumber cannot be wooed."


    "Your prescription is so sound, may I follow you in your dispensing of it?"


    Evidently assent was given—at least leave was not refused. For the two pairs of feet could be heard in slow step pacing out the flag-stones. The dark was not absolute for somewhere, outside the Cathedral Close gate, the faint light of street lamps made the upper stories of the surrounding houses appear like an almost transparent overpainting of grey against the sky's dense black. The two walkers could just tell that they were on the pavement and be aware of the form of the other looming alongside. It was probably this protective darkness, this intimacy and yet seclusion, even from each other, that gave the second speaker a certain boldness. They had made hardly more than half-a-dozen of their slow turns, when the Canon remarked,


    'The Archdeacon's indisposition seems to have proved stubborn?"


    The curious condition of the night—giving, as it did, a double sense: of being alone, out in unobserved space and at the same time closeted in an intimate privacy—had evidently much the same effect on Bishop as on Canon. Bishop Bendwell was known to be what the Book of Common Prayer likes to call—it is one of its highest terms of commendation—"a discreet man." He knew how to mind his own business and to see that others respected that frontier. But now it seemed to him that there was no reason for not sharing what the Doctor had told him that noon. Accustomed to sleep well, to use most of the night for that useful if mysterious exercise and able to forget his dreamsthe moment he woke, such a man the more capable he is in the day, the more he should guard himself when awake in the night. For the night can enforce its rules even on those who feel that by wakeful watchfulness they can remain creatures only subject to the laws and reasons of the day.


    "All too stubborn, I fear," he replied, And when the other asked, more definitely, "I trust his condition does not give rise to any alarm?" he repeated verbatim the Doctor's verdict, "He may linger for a couple of months—he might still be alive at Advent—but that would be the limit."


    "Poor man, poor man." Canon Simpkins' voice even in the day-time would not be expected to show more than courtesy condolence. The Archdeacon was almost overfull of years. There can't be preferment without predeceasement and after all there is heaven. Even purgatory, thought the Canon, has been conveniently removed from the spiritual prospect of Protestants. So there was not the slightest reason for not wishing the failing Archdeacon Travers bon voyage. Archdeacon Travers had enjoyed, even to that fourscore years which the Psalmist thought could only be "labour and sorrow," a nice taste for Greek, a fine library to sustain that taste, a considerable ear for music and an equally sober appreciation of port. Life had done him well at its huge and variously garnished board. He had had a good place. And most people felt that he had given as good as he got. "A thoroughly nice man," nice people had been saying about him for close on sixty years. They found little else to say—neither had even the not thoroughly nice. Yes, things had cancelled out quite well, and, well—everyone now felt, without impatience but with no wish for delay, that a thoroughly quiet death would be nicely in keeping with such a life.


    The instep pairs of feet beat out another couple of turns before the Canon's voice closed the Travers' career with "A thoroughly nice man." The Bishop antiphoned and die Canon feltthe chance had now come for the more intimate condolence that could lead to further confidence.


    "The real burden falls on you. These choices must indeed be part of your heavy burden that you would most gladly lay aside!"


    It was a bold thing to say, of course, but the unique conditions of the night seemed heaven sent. They also made his hearer's defences relax. Few people really object to being sympathized with. But, as with flattery, the object of it must be sure that he is not being fooled.


    "There will be time to think it over," the Bishop replied warily. "Of course the Doctor may be right—perhaps we should presume it. But, after all, with men who have lived long and quietly, death seems to approach them with an equal patience. There's an old country saying 'Long in living, long in dying.' Here, in the Close, we have still another example of that—the Dean. He certainly isn't dying, but like a clear evening sun he is declining. 'Sufficient unto the day...." He paused and then added, "But, you are right, these are the real burdens of high office."


    "And," the voice beside him added, "with the highest quality of conscientiousness, the longer the choice has to be considered really the greater the strain."


    The "True" with which this was allowed encouraged the Canon to venture a further test, "Especially when so many people will expect an appointment tihat one with really intimate knowledge might feel compelled to disappoint."


    The footsteps became slower, then paused. The Bishop's dim large form was bent back. Apparently he was looking up at the wall of the house that skirted the footpath on which they were walking. "You are right," he finally conceded, having evidently decided to go on with the issue. His voice sank, "I must bind you to the strictest confidence. I have long suspected that you realized the situation which was bound to arise, sooner or later." He paused again. "Everyone will expect me to appoint Canon


    Throcton. I had not intended to raise the matter with you, but the Doctor's news today and our meeting here tonight.... Well, I need not wish to disguise from you that only two people are, as is said, in the running for the post—the scholar outside whose house we are now...and yourself. I need hardly say that you must realize how important it is that no one should suspect that we have even discussed the issue. It must reach no other ears!"


    "I assure you it will not," Canon Simpkins gave his word with solemn and indeed grateful expectancy, and certainly with every reason for keeping it. But he was answering for more than he could command or know. The wall, under whose side they walked, was tall and blind. None of the windows of this Canon-Residentiary house gave onto this quiet footpath that linked up one part of the Close with another. But not all of this high unbroken wall was that of the house itself. The house wall had been carried on to make, without break, the wall of the house's garden. Furthermore, on that dark, suffocating night another of the Cathedral body had not been able to sleep. He was sitting silent in his garden without a light, sitting precisely on the opposite side of this high wall. In the stillness and with the smooth stone to carry every sound, he coud hear the conversation as clearly as the two speakers heard each other. Like that ancient sound-trap, 'The Ear of Dionysius," that prison quarry in which the Syra-cusan tyrant kept his prisoners so that, overhearing their words, he might have evidence to execute them, these high garden walls conducted every word spoken in the lane without, to anyone sitting within.


    "Canon Throcton." the Bishop continued with the quiet relief with which we break a long-kept self-confidence, "is a scholar of which any Chapter might well be proud. . . ." The Canon beside the Bishop cleared his throat with a slight expectancy making at the same time a conventional assent. The Canon the other side of the wall smiled in the dark a smile that if he had seen itin a mirror might have caused him, as well as his unsuspecting colleagues, some little misgiving.


    "But even scholarship can be excessive and now-a-days office can no more go to the pure researcher than to the purest of blue blood. And yet, and yet he will be expected to be the next Archdeacon. I wish people realized how litde power the man at the top has. Frankly I would like you for the post. Social conscience and practical administrative capacity are what are needed to-day. But I don't know that we really can go against what is, you might say, 'in the succession.' I trust that if the social conditions of the diocese make it advisable for me to fall in with what is expected you will understand it is due to my wish to meet everyone's wishes and not to override general feeling."


    There was a pause; the two men had stopped walking. The third on the other side of the wall had risen, the better to catch every word as it came over. Obviously Canon Simpkins felt the moment had come when he must not accept defeat with victory still in the balance. ,His voice when he spoke was steady, reasonable, detached.


    "I know you will realize how difficult it is to be frank when oneself is a party involved. But now you have spoken to me I feel in honour bound to tell you that, whether or no you should feel it wise to choose me for the post, Canon Throcton is not the man who could be to you with the diocese what an Archdeacon should be to his Bishop, his sheep-dog. I am not referring to his perhaps excessive scholarship. Of that it might well be said I am no judge. What I do know is that he disturbs many people's convictions, I must bear witness to the fact that he is not orthodox. This is not the time, My Lord, as you know, to play fast and loose with principles. As I have said, I am no scholar but I know my way in the theology of our Church and to that I am unwaveringly loyal."


    "Of course Anglicanism being the via media does allow of acertain latitude." The Bishop was speaking in almost a questioning voice. He had often escaped from such issues by pleading that he was too busy for controversy.


    "And no one would support that more than myself, than ourselves if I may say so," Canon Simpkins answered. "But you know Canon Throcton's speciality?"


    "Hebrew, of course."


    "And Arabic—Indeed one might say that the Hebrew was merely a bridge to the Arabic. He is, as Aquinas would have said, a better Arabian than' a Christian."


    There was another and even longer pause. Then the Bishop's voice said slowly but with perhaps a shadow of relief in it, "I think we must pursue this further. This is an aspect to which I see I have not given sufficient weight. Come, let's go down and sit by the Cathedral lawn. Out in the open there may be a breath more air. This wall seems positively to absorb what little air there is, as pumice soaks water."


    "Certainly, certainly. As I was saying, considerably more of an Arabian than a Christian." And the feet moved off to the silence of the lawn.


    At the other side of the wall the standing figure whispered to itself, "More of an Arabian than a Christian! Well, if that is Christianity thank God I am!" Moslem or Christian might, however, have felt a doubt as to what God had been addressed, when a moment after the same whisper continued, "If ever I forgive that cunning snake ... if ever I get a chance. . . ." But at that moment there came from the horizon a sudden flicker like a signal. He paused, and while waiting, there came a roll of thunder sufficiently dramatic that with a shame-faced smile he made for the house. When, however, he had reached his study and turned up the blue point of the gas jet till the room was lit, sleep still appeared out of the question. True the air was already coolerbut the storm, which was already driving a wind before it, had taken over from the stagnant air the task of sleep-banisher.


    'Til read." he remarked to himself. "Thunder won't distract me. Better keep up my Arabic. They say I'm nothing but a Saracen, Very well it's clear I can hope for no preferment in the Church. So I'd better keep up my linguistic studies. Perhaps one of the universities might yet give me a Chair."


    He looked along his densely populated shelves. The Sufis? Junaid, al-Ghazali, Rumi? They were the best and the least orthodox! "It's too late, though, for even the most poetic and least dogmatic of theologians. Ah," his eye had lit on The Travels of Ibn-Barnuna. "That's the book to calm the mind. The blind anger of the elements, the equally stupid malice of man, he can take one away from both. A man who globe-trotted half a millennia ago through cities that are now dust heaps; and adventures that are now only exciting in his ruminative prose, yes that's my medicine."


    Like most highly trained linguists in a little known tongue Canon Throcton was a deliberate self-talker. The reader was soon engrossed. As the storm rose above, all its distractive power was spent in vain, at least in this room. Indeed as it reached its peak of violence, so that through the curtains came flashes bright enough to compete with the gas-light, the Canon seemed to become roused from easy distractive reading to real study. He reached out to his desk, took a pencil and jotted down some page notes. At last, as the sudden glares and roars grew more distant, the reader rose, stretched himself, more like one who has been asleep than in vigil, put away the volume, lit a candle and left for bed.


    2


    THE FOLLOWING MORNING A CERTAIN ABSTRACTIVESS MIGHTeasily be excused. The day was fresh and sunny but those who had gone through a night that first suffocated and then stormed could hardly be expected to show an equal resilience. Canon Throcton was no longer of the age of which a shining morning face can be expected. The surface was what photographers call "mat," the profile handsome without being good-looking. The nose was a little too large but so little so that it looked commanding, and the eyes on the small side yet so slightly that they appeared shrewd rather than suspicious.


    This morning both nose and eyes showed signs of the late weather, the one a little more bent and the other a trifle more drooped. Miss Throcton who presided over the Residence observed these past-weather signals as indicating her brother's need for silence. She had observed that need (in the observational and observant senses of that word) for fifty years and therefore had a hold upon his house that the rest of her virtues—which were considerable—might never have won her. 'We know each other below speech level," she once remarked with some finality to Canon Simpkins' wife. That lady had been employing condolence as a vehicle for enquiry—a common Trojan-horse method in the female strategy that manoeuvres across cathedral close lawns. Miss Throcton added as a quietus—for the condolence was on the grounds that too much silence was really worse than too much speech—that she was an unwavering upholder of the gold-standard.


    Her brother, however, after speaking no more at table than courtesy and family prayers prescribed, when he gained the shelter of his study became more communicative to himself than he had been last night, carrying on his concern a further step. The weather's recovery, too, was echoed in his whisperings.


    "Of course the Bishop was simply being cautious, letting libel have its lip and pretending for peace' sake to agree. Bendwell doesn't belie his name! That pompous bulk is at heart if not soft, wonderfully supple. He spoke the truth, too! He just can't go against public opinion. The Times would give him a flick of its whip if he dared to appoint such an—" he paused and changed just below speech-level "oaf into "anomaly" "—as Simpkins. All I have to do is to be a little more punctilious at Matins and Evensong and put a slightly more precise and narrow an accent into the theology of my sermons, for the next quarter. That should not be too severe a strain and I have now an added incentive—what does Rumi say? "He to whom Allah discloses the designs of his enemies, by this revelation does the Most High reveal His intention to scatter their machinations."


    Nevertheless the Canon had made a triple misreading of the situation. He was wrong in his application of Rumi's general remark to his particular case. He was wrong in his estimate of his Bishop's action. And—this added an intolerable sting to the matter—he was wrong also about public opinion. The injury seemed doubly intolerable when he saw the clerical and congregational equanimity in the face of the new appointment. Practically no comment was made when it was announced that thenext Archdeacon would be Canon Simpkins. Indeed the Bishop showed now his complete indifference to seemliness by remarking to Canon Throcton that, naturally, his scholarship demanded freedom from all administrative cares.


    Further this shepherd of shepherds so ill-read the countenance of his sub-pastor that, after such a left-handed compliment, he could remark to Simpkins: "Though Throcton may have desired the small step in preferment, it is fortunately clear that he can accept his passing over for a more practical man with the philosophic detachment of the scholar when he might have lacked the true resignation of a Christian. Perhaps also the fact that the public has accepted this solution as the right one, weighs with him."


    Whether there might have been still another reason did not occur to either of the speakers. That was not surprising, for the disappointed man certainly did not communicate it—even to his closest relation. He asked no sympathy from his sister. . . . Partly because it seemed to offer one of those rare opportunities when she might dispense herself from the self-denying ordinance which was more her defence in public than her comfort at home, partly because she not unnaturally felt some clan resentment (Mrs. Simpkins would now in Cathedral society take precedence), Miss Throcton told her brother, "It was a shame!"


    "Put not your trust in princes, nor in any child of man."


    His reply from one of the more worn liturgical antiphons did strike her as being sufficiently out of character to send her back into her silence. One of the few religious confidences which he ever reposed in her had concerned what he called the gross overuse of the Psalter. "One hundred and fifty psalms of very mixed morality and many of minor, yes even minimal poetry—why even the few which are masterpieces could not sustain the incessant, careless traffic of our tongues! Bad and good, savage dance of revengeful triumph, lashing vituperation, paean, lyric, threnody—they have been 'cast out and trodden under foot' until, truly 'there is no savour in them.' Why cannot we use some of the incomparable—I say it advisedly—poems of Rumi and Furdusi? Why Miriam and Jael when we could have Rabbia?" She had spoiled that promising philippic against the inadequacy of the Western liturgy by remarking that neither the outbursts of Moses' sister, nor the praise of Heber s wife because she broke the sacred law of primitive hospitality, were part of the Psalter. He had gazed at her as Balaam had regarded his ass. Miss Throcton was far from "dumb" but her brother was almost as far from knowing it. Concentration on books requisite to inform the mind up to the standards of high scholarship often leaves the finished scholar signally ignorant of minds whose information and insight are not bookish.


    The sister, remembering more clearly than the brother this former event, did not recall it to him. But for her own use noted the anomaly—the wise woman's rule canonized in the text "She hid all these things in her heart"—not repressing them, nor assuming as yet she could understand them, but awaiting. She did not even repeat her protest of loyalty.


    When left alone her brother, however, sought his usual relief of self-whispering. He was taking up and out a strain of thought that had evidently been flowing for some time,


    "Fantasy is a relief. The fairy-tale has its place. The wise man is surely he who knowing that all ultimate truth is myth or only to be stated so, orders his mind by distracting it from the hard fact of defeat by turning it deliberately to wishful fantasy. So we by-pass our passions."


    He had actually turned to the bookcase to take out again the volume of Ibn Barnuna, when the sound of the Evensong Cathedral bell interrupted him.


    "They shan't think of me as an Achilles sulking in his tent." He left his study and went toward the Cathedral pleased with


    his power to disguise his real feelings. Often, however, when we decide to brave things out for fear successful rivals should think us cowards, we find they test us more severely than we had assumed we should be tried. When he entered to robe in the inner clerical vestry Canon Simpkins was already there. Of course he should have recalled that Simpkins' quarterly term as Canon-in-Residence began this week. His becoming Archdeacon would not affect that?


    His unspoken question was answered by his successful rival— always a little unsettling even with a neutral acquaintance. The suspicion that another has looked into the speaker's mind is never pleasant. The whole thing was made worse by a mock friendliness. No doubt Simpkins was feeling three things: Guilty, sure that his guilt was unknown to his victim, and, so, to the dislike we have for those we have wronged, was added contempt. Certainly his opening would have been unhappy even if his second feeling had been sound:


    'Well, well, deserting the Arabians to join us of the narrower path." Then having shown his desire to snub, he added, "The Bishop thinks the installation should take place on the eve of All Saints so I shall remain as plain Canon Resident till then. After that my duties being wider may limit the time I can spare for this intramural routine."


    Had Canon Throcton not had interior knowledge of the other s duplicity no doubt he would have been startled at least into irritability. A scratch may sting intolerably: a deep cut not even be felt for the first few minutes. But now he was in the position—provided he showed no sign—of being superior to the man who was able and quite willing to show contempt for him. The other was behaving with cockscomb vanity, proud of an office because he thought his defeated rival thought that he, the winner, had won the promotion through obvious superiority.


    To the man with interior knowledge there was offered in consequence the more dangerously satisfying role. He might now feel, in return for the other's raillery, a contempt so deep that it could afford to be silent. The defeated could actually relish the feeling of being so alien to this fool—clumsy even in his deceit-fulness—that even if it were possible and wise he would not stoop to expose him. For exposed he might be driven to the grace of shame. The bitter delight rose from the thought of, year by year, being able to watch this ape in his hypocritical exhibition of piety and all the while naked to his foe. Without, of course, being aware of his condition, Canon Throcton was beginning to feel that cold hate which is of all passions the most soothing, that sedative which offers its opiate as the one escape from a condition of frustrated insult, which otherwise renders the proud man in danger of madness—the ultimate disgrace in his own eyes—nervous breakdown. The relief given by such hate is so great that recovery from the addiction to it is rare; when a high fever suddenly drops, though the patient is going to die, he feels better, and so with a severe haemorrhage, there is a sense of refreshing rest.


    Throcton felt suddenly and surprisingly calm as he turned to take his surplice. When he had pulled it over his head and arranged its folds he saw that Simpkins, who already had donned his, was now standing before a small glass rebrushing his hair which was thick, wavy, black and worn rather long. His attention was evidently wholly engaged by this and the watcher found his own unanalysed peace of mind was growing as he looked on at the grooming. He was faintly aware that he had never felt anything quite like this, some subverse of the joy that is felt by the scholar at a singular felicity of phrase. He caught a hardly focused glimpse of himself, year after year collecting ever-accumulating evidence of this creature's copious invariable dis-gustingness. Why think of trying to get some post at one of the big universities, the great laboratories of understanding, when


    here, in this quiet nook, the true field-naturalist of that odd insect, man, could find species so fascinatingly repulsive. He had always felt his fellow clergy to be invariably dull—now he had found a colleague who might be worth the most devoted attention. The more he permitted this stream of unreflected thought to flow deep down, the more the vague impression quieted him. He saw, with something like tranquil relief, that he need never— indeed must never—do anything about it. That would spoil all. The attempt to push the creature into some further absurd ineptitude might rouse it from its instinctive trance of grotesque exhibitionism. His role was that of the fully appreciative scientist, too content with his superiority even to laugh. Further at the penumbra of his thought was the realization that this new pleasure was to be essentially personal. He might—if he kept his secret really to himself, letting no one suspect it—go even further; rise to a higher point of contemptuous detachment than that of the lonely naturalist who has chosen as his study dung-beetles. He might become the master of this object as no naturalist can control the species he studies. He might, he felt sure with an unanalysed certainty, come, if he was patient, to control this creature's destiny as an hypnotist controls the after-behaviour of his trance-patient.


    Throcton did not feel that he was thinking these thoughts, putting them together. Rather they flowed out quietly as from some dark source, as ripples on a pool at dusk spread out, welling up from a palely lit centre and then spreading till lost in the sedge limits of its shore. Though quiet these thoughts must, however, have been moving fast. The thinker felt that he had surveyed years but he saw with his eyes that the hairbrush had only been wielded for a few deft strokes and was now put down smartly. Hardly troubling to face his listener, Canon Simpkins remarked over his shoulder, "I must see that the choir is ready." and disappeared into the outer vestry.


    The clock showed two fifty-seven. Canon Throcton walked slowly down to the end of the narrow room alongside of which were the wardrobes, at the end of which was a small table with a carafe and two glasses on an electroplated dish. Above that was a small cupboard and on its door hung the mirror. Canon Throcton, however, did not approach it to inspect his face, nor, had he done so in his present mood, would he have noticed a change in it. He swung open the door. On the shelf inside lay the hairbrush with its attendant comb. He took the brush out. Its dark stiff bristles were fringed and festooned with hairs as dark, but curly like suckers from a hedge too long unpruned. He turned the brush in his hand. 'Thick as autumnal leaves that strew the brooks in Vallombrosa"—the worn line was not apt, but the falling leaf theme evidently pleased him. Then he raised the brush nearer his face and wincing smiled—the smell of Macassar oil was as coarse as the hairs. He put the thing away, wiped his hands on a small towel and going out into the main vestry joined his colleague who was already presiding over the choir and the vergers drawn up to process. He and Simpkins walked together, dividing when they reached the stalls, each entering his own on opposite sides.


    The Anglican Evensong—"To be said daily throughout the year"—centuries of use has smoothed from a stately decorum, in which a style of perfect urbanity had from the beginning made vivid conviction somewhat unlikely, to a routine that now rendered fully conscious attention improbable. Certainly, to a mind as profoundly concerned as Canon Throcton's had now become, the counter-appeal of the service was insignificant. Indeed not till they all sat down to listen to the First Lesson was he aware of any words. The Lessons change (and so offer occasions for mis-readings) more than any other part of this strictly confined liturgy: the Old Testament is at its strongest—and indeed almost unsurpassed in its strength—when it deals with dramatic nar-


    rative. The folk-story being retailed that afternoon—as an illustration of the epoch of Law as contrasted with that of Grace— was the curious and brutal tale of the Hebrew Hercules— a tale of magic and violence, lust and trickery, truly as suited for melodrama and opera as it is incongruous with ritual and worship. Liturgy can, however, render the human ear and mind wholly'impervious to the most obvious and shocking sense. And no doubt Canon Throcton with many years of inurement and an immediate and rapidly growing obsession, would have caught nothing of the story had not, in one verse, the sing-song voice of the lector informed the quietly wool-gathering congregation, "If my head be shaven then my strength will go from me." Hardly knowing why he did so, Canon Throcton glanced over to the opposite stall, only to find that its occupant was glancing away, glancing away with that hurried appearance of unconcern which tells us how near we had been to surprising their inspection of us.


    A CATHEDRAL CLOSE IS IN ITSELF NO PROTECTION FROM THE


    atmospheric effects of autumn—quite the contrary. The climate on its part, adjusting the balance after the intense early August heat, had become dank, and the small gothic-girt world of the four canonical residences, the Deanery and the Palace, illustrated the Bishop's quotation about the whole site being a sink. Spring might waken the inhabitants to a certain lively asperity and expectations of summering in the Alps; autumn could only sink them in reminiscence at best, recrimination at worst and rheumatism as a constant middle and provocative term. Canon Throe-ton's short-cut hair was greying and in the darkening mornings as he shaved he saw a stubble bleaching toward hoar-frost whiteness reaped from his chin. When shaving—especially with that weapon which in his time was d,e rigeur —a Krupp hollow-ground razor—the skill of hand and steadiness of outward attention, let free, he had often noticed, a clear thaw of reverie. The deepest emotional layer would rise at that time and almost, one could imagine, would stand, like the uncanny "Red Cap Sly" of the sinister Ring Stone Ballad) at one's shoulder and almost in the corner of one's vision. Of course one could not look it straight inthe eye, and so make it vanish. For to do that he would have to take his eye off the sweeping stroke of the flat-laid blade and that would be penalized by a neat but free bleeding line. "Satire should, like a polished razor keen, Wound with a touch that's scarcely felt or seen," He could not resist ever so slightly yielding to the habit to mouth the line and, sure enough, a moment after a fine line of crimson showed where the razor's last stroke had swept away the white foam and the almost as white stubble. The faint sting of the fine wound a moment after confirmed his eye. Vexation spread like a small haemorrhage over his mood. It might take a week to heal and for a day or two he'd have to wear a silly little dab of cotton-wool on it. "1 care for my appearance," he muttered to himself as he dabbed the spot very uninclined to be staunched, "as though I were that greasy, ignorant crooked fop. . . ."


    He checked himself and swivelled his eye round the mirror's field. It was physically safe now to do that and indeed almost a mental necessity, so external had seemed the malignancy of the hatred. Simpkins was a fool, yes and a knave too. But one's privilege and pleasure was not to rage at such a creature—his r6le was to watch the jackanapes while it was blindly unaware that it was eyed and known by the one person it would be most anxious should never know. Really it was Hawthorne's The Scarlet Letter all over again. Then reflecting, as he went on dabbing, that that story hardly showed the wronged man, who took his revenge by being an onlooker, in a pleasant light, Canon Throcton shifted quickly to self-pity. He was getting old—the quick scarring and slow healing of his skin proved that. And he had nothing to look forward to, because his rightful advance had been barred by a mean, greasy little rat . . . Again he was so shaken by the overboiling of his rage that he could hardly believe that the scalding jet of it was not striking him from an external source, "I mustn't live so much in reverie," he counselled


    himself as he adjusted a final patch of cotton. "I'm a lonely man" self-commiseration again turning his major anger into a minor key. 'Well, all the more need for objectivity," he summed up.


    The Calendar caught his eye, as he turned round to finish his dressing. It hung on the wall to mark the terms in which he was specifically "in Residence" and so responsible for presiding over the Cathedral duodiurnal services and any other days—such as preaching dates—which were "of obligation." He had had none of the latter lately: the former would not start till the new year. Since the last unhappy attempt not to be accused of "sulking in his tent" he had not felt equal to facing Simpkins' smug superciliousness, however much he had thought he was certain of his own superiority. "I might," he sanctioned his withdrawal, "be startled into telling him the truth." As both his judgment as an obvious gentleman and his passion as a repressed hater confirmed this advice it was naturally taken. So the days had gone as they do: slowly each to each because of their monotony, but, for the same reason, when looked back upon with uncanny speed.


    He gazed at the Calendar, that oblong of numbers headed by the seven pagan names, and then realized where temporally he was. The Installation would be at Evensong today. As he settled down to breakfast, his sister, breaking the silence with the same words, showed that she too felt that further avoidance was impossible. She was relieved, if the relief had in it a cast of surprise, when he replied. Though a quotation it was both apt and objective—indeed almost humorous,


    " 'And the days of mourning being accomplished then shall the mourner anoint and tyre himself and go forth again among men.' You see I have complied to the date and the letter," and he pointed to his cotton-dabbed cheek, adding, 'The usual accompanying smile is pretermitted in the hope of discouraging


    further cutaneous haemorrhage." Miss Throcton felt the surface relief spread at the obvious gaiety, while being aware of an almost disquieting doubt as to its cause. There was something in her brothers tone of voice that did seem to say that not smiling was not at all difficult.


    Throughout the service, however, Canon Throcton felt a certain gladness due to a feeling that was odd but curiously pleasant —he felt quietly numb. True enough the dark end of the cold last day of the wettest month of the year was chilling enough in all conscience in the vast dank gloom of the huge weatherworn archaeological fossil in which these few survivors kept on their minimal service. But the numb that the Canon felt was not physical though it had about it the relief with which we feel a nerve anaesthetized by an injection. To say that he didn't seem to be wholly present would itself have been only half the odd truth. He felt himself, he realized, present in space, in the Cathedral. It was about Time that he found he had doubts, coldly pleasant ones—the date, that seemed quite irrelevant. Yet he did not seem to be present in any other alternative date. Time itself did not seem properly important. The ordinary unquestioned importance and supremacy of the present—and Canon Throcton was proud of his punctuality—was somehow reduced to a commonalty with past and future.


    In fact, he had found in the dusk of the vestry, prior to the service, that he could amuse himself, by perceiving a moment or two before it became actual, what was about to happen. He felt as if the Bishop had always and would always be saying, "J ust like a small family . . ." Indeed before the sentence rolled out in its slow boom he had completed it in his own mind, ". .. met together for a birthday party of their youngest," and the throat episcopal followed the prescient dictate of his foreseeing mind. So he was equally prepared for Simpkins' smirk and small spatter of sub-sarcasms. Even the happy sally that his cotton-wool


    whisker was a budding if premature tribute to St. Nicholas did not stir the slightest resentment, for he was already waiting to hear the moderately nasal snigger continue, "Of course you have been away from our dull routine, lost amid the Arabian alembics and astrolabes, studying another calendar and alien feasts." He even took the conclusion of the sentence out of his satirist's lips by replying, "So you would repeat that as you are now to be out and about our Father-in-God's wider business, I should now aid properly in the domestic duties."


    He did not even smile frostily at the new Archdeacon's look —half childish disappointment at the aborted boast, half nervous surprise. Indeed Simpkins was sufficiently disconcerted to turn nervously to the small mirror-faced cabinet and picking out the brush from behind it, to give a touch or two to his coiffeur. Perhaps the flourished surplice sleeve and the brush disturbed some dust—there was certainly enough about. Suddenly he gasped, fumbled in his robes, just in time dragged out a large pocket-handkerchief and into its crumpled mass discharged a sneeze that shook even his compacted curls. A second and a third explosion followed, leaving the sneezer gasping but with the offending particle of dust evidently discharged. He fumbled to replace under his surplice the handkerchief which had had to face and contain the three charges.


    Feeling a not displeasing disgust Throcton turned away to don surplice, hood and scarf. Once more his interest had started outrunning the present and glancing the future, as sight-seers run ahead of a procession so as to see it pass some particular street corner. And again he was able to produce for his private pleasure five-second-ahead prophecies. He whispered under his breath, in front of the Bishop's confirmatory boom,


    "Come along Archdeacon. The Dean, you know, can't be here. Gout again—it sounds like Dickens. But it's the real thing and hurts, well like what Catholics believe about purgatory. Imust see that everyone knows his position. Quite a time since an installment. Never neglect detail: see to it yourself. Canon, follow us as soon as you are robed. The two juniors are already with the choir. Special Lesson. . . ."


    The Chief Shepherd, pushing his new sheep-dog before him, went through the door dividing the shepherds' retiring room from that of their singing sheep. As the linen and lawn-enlarged figures left the inner room vacant and silent, for a moment the one left to himself found his mind blank. The next sentence, which he had been reading one line ahead, that dialogue soundtrack was vacant. Then his attention was caught by the hairbrush that had been left lying by the drinking glasses. A shudder of disgust, as strong as a rigor, shook him. He went over and lifted the object. The disgust rose to nausea, as almost under an external compulsion he touched the tangle of black hairs that now matted the bristles making a loose web in their stiff woof. It was with the relief that a sleeper feels a nightmare being broken by a noise in the house, that he heard the Bishop's boom, "Canon Throcton, Canon Throcton." Putting the brush into its place behind the mirror he hurried out, was quickly marshalled and the processional rite began.


    Again he found that he could not bring himself to attend to the words, but played instead the game of petty prevision— "Now the organist will cough: now the litany clerk's wife will sneeze." But this time it was not the First Lesson but the Second Lesson which brought him suddenly back to present-minded attention. The words that had roused him seemed to be the middle of a sentence and insignificant, if not quite senseless, "Paul having shorn his head, for he had a vow." Again he looked up blindly aware of attention. Again he found that he had been a moment too late. The now fully installed Archdeacon was examining with an interest more archaeological than religious—considering the time—the carving of his stall's canopy.


    The rest of the service Canon Throcton's mind spent wondering what was going to happea when it was over. When he tried to stretch his previsionary insight that far he could observe that it refused to work. Then his mind turned to consider his emotional state. He had heard that men severely disappointed or overstrained could get heart attacks or chronic indigestion. But it was really ridiculous for a sound scholar left to exercise his gift, to let a petty piece of caddishness not merely sour his temper but actually disturb, yes addle his mind! Like all intellectuals this fine linguist could hardly bring himself to believe that his emotions might not obey rational instruction. None the less it was his automatic reflexes that took his body safely and in seemly movement back again into the vestry. It was almost the same level of consciousness that, with the proper tone and the right excuse—the one which he had not called up and the other that he could not recall—extricated him from the Bishop's quite kindly invitation that they should all warm themselves before the big fire in the Palace hall with a cup of tea.


    Again the same levels evidently ordered that he should disrobe so slowly that by the time he was again in his outdoor clothes he found he was alone. He could just hear the sub-verger pacing about in the transept waiting to lock up when he should come out. Then his surface consciousness came back with the same unpleasant vividness that it had had, when, half an hour before, he had last been alone in this narrow dingy dim room. He felt at the same time the rising revulsion and compulsion—the drive that sent him across to the dirty little cabinet and the closing of his throat that was almost a retch. The brush was now in his hands. He raised it till he could see the flakes and clotted specks of dandruff and smell the blend of the cheap-scented Macassar oil and stale perspiration. Then he seized the comb—itself a small laocoon with the coils of hair that had wound round its


    prongs—and curried strongly the brush's bristles. The comb became nearly choked. He threw the brush back onto its shelf and with a piece of paper drew off most of the tangled hair that he had reaped. Dropping this on the table he peered again into the cupboard. In a corner he discovered a small bottle of the hair oil. The dust had made a kind of mud round where drops had spilt down the neck. He put the bottle on the table by the piece of paper and investigated again. This time, in the very corner of the shelf (it must have been hidden behind the bottle) he found a small screw of soiled tissue paper. Untwisting this, he saw with a fresh disgust a number of flakes like minute clippings of parchment. For a moment it seemed as though he would fling the whole of this routage into the waste-paper basket. Indeed he looked under the baize-covered table to find it but doing so his attention was distracted. He bent down further. His face when he rose was flushed, though the exertion had been slight. What he had retrieved was the pocket-handkerchief that had had to endure such a storm of the nasal elements, and then, when it should have been stored in its subsurplice pouch, had fallen and evidently been kicked under the table. He held it between his thumb and finger. Disgust was clearly very strong but some positive passion was stronger. He no longer tried to find the waste-paper basket. For a moment he hesitated, then was caught by a choking cough and with his disengaged hand put his own handkerchief to his mouth. He retched for a moment and his face went livid. Then, as though it were as natural a semiconscious gesture as was putting his own handkerchief back into its pocket, he thrust this other handkerchief, the small wrap of combings, the little almost dried up oil bottle and the paper twist of nail-parings, into one of the big side pockets of his overcoat. The last wheeze of his cough modulated into coherent whispering, "The Dean is now all but a dotard. The Cathedral's becom-


    ing a rubbish-Leap. And now well be ruled by an Archdeacon ignorant or contemptuous of the very rudiments of hygiene. If I leave this garbage in the waste-paper basket no doubt he would cite me before the Chapter for insubordination ... trespass on his rights and the dignity of his office."


    .4


    BACK IN HIS ALMOST STATELY RESIDENCE, KEPT THROUGHOUT AS


    though it were a museum-piece, his disgust abated. As he hung up his overcoat in the hall he took from the pocket, the barber-and-laundry debris without a return of the odd, fascinated revulsion, and going up to his study threw the clotted bottle, the two twists of stained paper and the handkerchief into his big waste-paper basket. He left the room. On returning he lifted his hands to his face. The inspection was evidently satisfying. The bell rang for tea and his sister as she handed it to him in her sitting < room where he generally took it, noticed that he seemed less tense than for some considerable time. He even began to speak to her about his current work.


    "I think during the rest of the winter I might settle down to a tractate on the Arabian Globe-trotter. Our parvenue Protestantism assumes that till the Industrial Revolution made Anglican canons mobile, ecclesiastical scholars—save for such charming eccentrics as the eighteenth century Bishop of Bristol—had never travelled just for geographical curiosity and not under the impetus of theological invasion."


    Perhaps, as in post-hypnotic patients, the remark was a ra-


    tionalization to explain or excuse to the patient his irrational subconscious urge, perhaps the source of the drive lay elsewhere. In any case when Canon Throcton regained his study he certainly tool the first step toward fulfilling his word. He went over to the book-case, shelf and volume where he had found relief when, that August night, his peace of mind had been so disturbed by what the unnatural stillness had allowed him to overhear. Indeed Canon Throcton was so careful to resume his reading that he first looked up the page reference he had made that inauspicious night and then sure that he had found the place settled down. That was the precise word. Like most accurate scholars he was never a rapid reader. Even so it was noteworthy that a quarter of an hour had been tolled off by his desk clock, and loudly confirmed by the Westminster Chime in the South-west Tower of the Cathedral, and yet he had not turned the page. It was clear that he was repeatedly reading the same passage as though he would learn it by heart.


    At last he began to smile, the smile broke into a laugh and the laugh set him talking again to himself,


    < WeU I could at least do something to buttress my decayed


    orthodoxy by rebutting the Arabian! And to do so I must not be


    . content with words but with acts. I must prove him wrong by


    experiment. And to experiment I have at hand the required


    materia medical"


    He was silent for a moment after that. The only sound in the room, beyond the quiet lapping of the fire and the discrete ticking of the clock, was the small rasp as tentatively the flattened fingers of his left hand stroked his chin rough with its evening stubble. Then the laugh broke out again; but this time more peremptorily, defiantly almost.


    'Well, heavens above, if really I am so absurd as to think such a farcical pretence of an experiment could have any result but a negative one, surely that shows that I ought to perform it


    —just to establish beyond any possibility of doubt that it is the grotesque nonsense that I know it to be. If you wale up in the night because youVe dreamt too vividly that a burglar is under the bed and your one wish is to get to sleep—well a sensible man doesn't waste time trying to argue his sleepy mind into sense—and so driving away sleep or simply bringing on again the nightmare. He settles his silliness in the quickest, most sensible way by looking under the bed and making the fool in him see that there isn't any concealed robber waiting for him to doze off again!"


    The words evidently convinced him he should take some similar action. For he rose quickly and swung round, as though not quite certain that he was alone. As he stood he held the big volume against his chest, keeping his place with a finger thrust between the pages. For a moment he looked like one of those melodramatic Protestant illustrations of The Reformer Surprised and called 'The Forbidden Bible." Then, putting the book on a small lectern by his chair, he bent down by his big desk and lifting the waste-paper basket, stood it on the seat from which he had just risen. His movements now were quick and methodical and his words confirmed that his mind was as clear.


    "It's no use fooling with foolishness. The shortest way with a sham is to take a superstition at its own pretence. So you expose it, as you best expose a liar, not by laughing at him but by asking him quietly, seriously to perform what he boasts. If I am to do this I must do it properly."


    It was his usual whisper but delivered succinctly as some one speaks who, with a clear insight as to how a muddle may be cleared up, rearranges the data in right order. And, as though suiting the action to the word, at each sentence's close, he brought out and laid in line, on the small fire-side table that flanked his chair's other arm, the waste-paper basket's upper


    layer. There was no longer a trace of his former revulsion. He was tidying up a small nuisance—such as a spilt ink bottle or an overset pin tray. He turned to some inbuilt drawers which formed the base of the bookcases that panelled the walls. On coming back he was carrying a candle and some matches, remarking as he returned, "If I am really sane then I am only accountable for five foolishly wasted minutes. If, on the other hand, I am under more strain than I recognize, I am sure I do not know a better way of relaxing. When young, and before our frocks became so long that we feared any gesture that might question our decorum, we used to 'blow off steam' with abuse. As we are too pompous to be let have that sensible relief —well, we must have it out here in private."


    He went over to the fire and raked it. It glowed cheerily. But the bed of incandescent coals was too well set to blaze, as under provocation a well-nourished elderly man smiles an easy after-dinner smile, when a younger would flash with resentment.


    The Canon stopped his stoking for a moment to listen. Then he stood up, pulling, as he did so, at the long-tassled bell-cord that hung down by the mantel-piece. After that he went over to the door and waited. When he heard the maid's footsteps stop in the passage outside, he spoke emphatically enough so that he did not have to open to convey his message,


    "Tell your mistress that I shall not be down to dinner."


    His autocracy was such that not only were no questions asked, no alternatives—such as a tray in his room—were ever offered even by the vicereine. He could hear the accentless "Very well, Sir" and the retreating steps. As they died away he quietly locked the door. Then, returning to the fire-place, he scanned the rubbish lying on the small table. Released by the warmth of the newly-roused fire, the whiff of Macassar oil rose to his nostrils. A flare of rage leaped up in him.


    "That oily-faced hypocrite—that ..." A spasm contorted his


    face, changing in a moment to a wry smile. "If I get so exercised it shows that I need to exorcise myself! An auto-da-fe, an act of faith, as the Spaniards euphemistically called cremating the living, well I'll perform it with my occasions of outrage. Now for what my Arabian anthropologist has to tell us."


    He began to read aloud in a low, rapid voice from The Travels of Tbn Bamuna.


    When I was travelling on the inner borders of Cathay, I found much witchcraft, or, should I not say, the fear of it, lying like a fog over the countryside. Every village lived in terror of wizardry. All these distant parts being still at the very frontiers of the Faith, where, on the boundaries of the habitable world, and not far from the final ocean, the Power of Evil makes its last stand against the dawn of Allah's Light, the spear of Islam is piercing but, as yet, its sword does not wholly rend the shroud of Iblis. I confess that when in the cultured world of the Prophet, where the clear light of the Koran shines, I had often doubted whether such things could be true. And even when among these depraved creatures, I still thought that all they said was but the foul imaginings—the horrid wish of their darkened hearts. Falling in, however, with a learned Sufi, who had lived for years, wandering in these deserts for the sake of the Faith and the honour of his Order, he assured me that the local magicians, called Bon, commanded powers of evil now by Allah's Mercy unknown to us. They commonly and as a matter of professional traffic, practised the overthrow of their enemies, and indeed the destruction of those whom they accept payment to molest, even to death, through their skill in sorcery,


    "Of course that's sheer nonsense." The Canon paused to comment on his text. "Childish superstition as far as hurting any other person is concerned. But I see it could well be quite a sound, if rather a quaint therapeutic method, for destroying a grotesquely repulsive and compulsive idea that has rooted itself in one's own mind. Like as not, our poor verbal-inspirationist Sufi and our charmingly credulous Ibn Barnuna mistook, when


    studying the superstitious and despised Chinese, an advanced psychology for an atavistic magic."


    He continued to read aloud to himself,


    The general method whereby they compass their evil end is through a process of two parts. They first collect such personal fragments of their intended victim as they may secure. If they may not obtain his blood, then sputum or a seminal or menstruous cloth is much favoured. Should even these be lacking, they will make shift with skin, hair, nail-parings, or indeed any object that has been about the person of their prey. Then they wait until the moon is gibbous. . . .


    The reader smiled, remarking, 'Well, I'm so ignorant of astronomy or astrology that I can't answer at this moment as to where or in what phase Selene may be. Indeed am I quite sure that I could say off-hand what gibbous actually indicates—the waning moon, I rather think? Anyhow let's get over our cathartic play. It certainly won't depend for its efficacy on precise knowledge of the lunar calendar."


    The first night that this is so, they take their spoil, dividing it carefully into two parts. For I should say that their theory being that the citadel of man must be assaulted warily, because God has strongly defended the seat of the soul, their blind ingenuity leads them to try—and I fear full often to obtain—a first purchase on the exterior parts of their victim. They therefore put in one division anything that may have to do, or has had to do, with the external area of the body. This is generally—for it is obviously most easy to secure—some hair. And they give another reason for this, which I will set down later, and which has reason, were we to allow—as I must—the method in their madness. As I have said, then, they place in one parcel every hair they have secured and any skin, from the scalp especially.


    Canon Throcton glanced sideways, touched gingerly the ranged debris, putting on one side the soiled handkerchief.


    While doing this his voice hardly checked in its flow of commentary:


    They take this wisp and with the aid of some aromatic gum— my informant told me that he himself had generally found them using (for which they paid highly, as they well might, considering the distance it had to he brought) the oil shipped from the city of Macassar, out of the spice island of Celebes. I say, with this gum or oil they will make out of the hair, nail-parings and such skin as they may have secured, a small object, a model, rough and miniature, of the human head. This made, they burn it, claiming that thereafter, as the moon begins to wane, so the hair of their enemy—or victim—will fall, and his scalp will become not only naked, but afflicted. Further, they assert—as above I said I would show at this point—that this, though seeming a trivial punishment, and a surface affliction, is a preliminary and essential step in their larger and implacable design. For, by destroying the hair, the vital strength of man is assaulted. And the power of the mind—which it is their ultimate intention to overthrow (and thus lead their victim to destroy himself, so flinging his own soul into hell) cannot be struck at, until the vital strength has been undermined and sapped.


    Canon Throcton ceased for a moment his recital, in order that, smiling to himself, he might whisper, 'We may be thankful that our Church has retained for us so much folk-lore through its fancy that the Old Testament is a divinely inspired collection. Why, it cannot be so many days ago that our liturgy was recalling that queer sun-myth of Samson shorn of his hirsute halo. I'm sure I recall it—a pretty illustrative coincidence."


    He shrugged his shoulders, as though already feeling more at'his ease, "Yes," he added, a rising note of content coming into his voice, "Yes, one knows enough of superstition to know that particular mistake. We are now on the firm and open ground of manifestly false analogy. At this pace we shall be well out of the wood by bedtime. This now is certainly nothing but subjective symbolic therapy: destroy the object associated with your


    irrational, but not wholly unhygienic disgust, and you will find the clear, male reason once again easy master of the female, vapourish emotions."


    He turned at that. Leaving the "book, he snatched up the combings and taking the candle flung it, the clot of hairs and the contents of the small bottle onto the glowing bed of coals. For a moment the red flush, chilled by the new objects, went an angrier, deeper tinge. Then, with a sudden sputter, the candle-wax melted, the oil caught fire, the hair sizzled and flamed. A dense mass of oily smoke poured up. At that moment a cold draft, perhaps set in motion by throwing the objects on the fire, came down the chimney. All the soot-charged fumes poured out into the room, an impenetrable, whirling fog.


    The smoke-pall, striking the ceiling, spread, and began to curl down over the whole room. It sank to the level of his eyes and stung them till he could hardly keep them open, stung also his nose and throat so that he began to gasp and cough. The green-shaded colza-oil reading lamp and the low red light of the fire—the only lights in the room—glowered through the murk, like the port and starboard lanterns of a ship that suddenly looms ahead, running you down in a fog. Feeling almost panic, and having to choke back the impulse to shout <r Fire! Fire!" he stumbled past his desk, ran into a table, but at last made the window, tore aside the curtains and dragged up the sash. Outside the night was cold and clear. He looked across the quiet, wide Cathedral Close. The great lawn and the sheer front of the Cathedral's West Facade were clearly enough lit. He raised his eyes to the sky. The mist of the afternoon was quite gone —there would be a frost. The moon was fairly high up and of fair size—in fact, he noticed, about three-quarters big—it would be full in a few days. Now it looked as though it were made of two convex curves. You might have fancied that it was a white visor held by an invisible hand obliquely before an invisible


    head. A verse, he couldn't remember reading when or where, floated through his mind—


    That Presence which broods in the gloom of a Yew, Or in vacant glades at the sun-soaked noon; That unseen being that looks at us, through The Ivory Mask of the Moon.


    "Of course," he remarked to himself in his usual whisper, "Of course, 'gibbous' is the late second quarter. That means that in a few days it will be full—and after that waning."


    These obvious remarks seemed to settle his mind. He pulled down the window-sash and turned again to the room. The smoke had settled back almost as quickly as it had poured out. Evidently opening the window had sent a good draught up the chimney. Except for a smell of singeing and here and there a greasy spot of soot, the room appeared normal. He blew a couple of these smuts off the open pages of the Ibn Barnuna volume, closed the big book and put it on his writing desk. Then, turning to the fire-place, he somewhat hastily picked up the box of matches and put it back in the drawer where he kept such "ignitia" as he called them. As he shut the drawer, he glanced back at his desk. He saw that the small fire-side table still had on it the dirty bottle and the soiled handkerchief. He strode back, snatched them up and, for a moment, seemed about to throw them on the quiet glowing bed of coke that the fire had now become.


    'The bottle would break in the heat and then might cut the maid's fingers. Besides, she would ask herself why I should be incinerating flasks? Queer gossip, especially in a place of such perfect acoustic properties as a Cathedral Close, can start up from far less significant sources."


    While this was said above them, like a committal service, both bottle and handkerchief found themselves stowed with the


    match-box. Obviously, if a burnt bottle could start rumours, a fortiori an unburnt one accompanied by some one else's overused handkerchief might be the fruitful seed-bed of enough suspicions to incriminate an archbishop. The drawer then being finally shut, was locked and the very key put behind a row of quartos standing sentry above. Then he went over to the door and with the other key which had guaranteed his privacy for all this psychological therapy and catharsis, he released the lock, turned quietly the handle, and looked out into the passage. He felt quite strongly that he did not want anyone to know that he had locked himself in. He sniffed the air, too. He wanted to test whether any of the fume had stolen out ahead to rouse olfactory enquiry and then, maybe, suspicion.


    The first inhalation seemed to signal All Clear. The second reassured him that there was no hint of burning. Thank heavens for that. "Fire is always an excuse for suspecting smoke." he smiled to himself. He sniffed a third time. No, there wasn't a hint of anything scorched. . . . But wasn't there a smell of some sort— a tang, a whiff of ... what could it be? Ammonia? The passage was only lit by a lamp on the stairs, round the corner and hidden from where he stood. He could, however, see the main objects. And, indeed, at the upper end of the passage, near the floor, he could pick out a couple of gleams given off, no doubt, by some facet of the well-polished furniture, reflecting the lamp, itself out of sight.


    "Laetitia certainly has the house kept admirably," he re-marked with sudden appreciation of his well-run home. Then the twin points of polish moved and a shadow followed after them. He chuckled, "The cat! Perhaps her keen nose suspected that I might be infringing on her tithe by incinerating a mouse!"


    CANON THROCTON CLOSED THE DOOR OF HIS STUDY BEHIND HIM,


    went down the passage and joined his sister in her drawing-room. He paid this last call often enough for her not to be surprised, seldom enough for her not to be tmpleased. To-night, as he had absented himself from dinner, she ought to feel that this was a gracious amend. He was naturally not tmpleased to see what he wished to do in the light of a courtesy to another.


    The sense of settled security which her housekeeping care gave to the whole place here, in its citadel, found, its central calm. He never enquired about her views or feelings, but, though he did not even turn the matter over in his mind, he was aware in an uninterested way that she had grounds. Her peace of mind no doubt was an atmosphere. And atmospheres arise from grounds yielding rather than firm. It would then be not only waste of time but an irritating futility to encourage her to give her reasons for a condition which, pleasant to them both, might defy the analytic power of even a fine intelligence such as his own. So he excused himself from finding out anything more about her spirit. She was profoundly and indeed graciously convenient, as convenient as perfect health and basic con-


    veniences such as these are better not tampered with, had best be taken for granted. He looked at her with something approaching appreciation but which he was sensibly selfish enough to stop short of admiration, for that might end in a sense of obligation. She was the picture of uncritical peace and that was enough.


    Miss Throcton resembled her brother in that strange modulation of features wherein family likeness is unmistakable while distinction of character is emphatic. His features, transposed from male to female, might easily have produced a forbidding face. But the long nose, which in him expressed curiosity always narrowing into contempt, in her only appeared to indicate an over-sensitive aloofness. So, too, with her eyes. The same grey that in his was cold, in hers suggested a quaker quiet. Her mouth, where his became sardonic, showed no more than a restraint that could set in habitual repression, or, possibly, might come to express a completely peaceful resignation. There certainly was no prettiness—nor ever had been—in her long oval face. She was polar to that Rubens-ampleness of cheek, chin and figure which the many-childrened Sovereign made the popular outline.


    '"You are a born sister," her brother several times had remarked to her when he wished to be pleasant. And she was not unpleased with her station. Hers were the looks and outlooks that improve with age. Marriage without very considerable restraint, she had lived long enough to see, could prove more exacting on a woman than all the denials of spinsterhood. And socially she was proud of her family position. No man had ever offered her a station comparable to that she enjoyed as hostess of her distinguished brother. Her sense of family made her feel the learned world's appreciation of his scholarship as a tribute to her clan— a tribute in which she would share far less had she taken another name.


    As he now paused before her he noted that her naturally pale face was touched by the fire-glow to the very temperate warmth of tinted ivory. She sat, he thought, with that graceful relaxation which expresses a quiet mind and with which (as the Greek sculptors knew) a woman, though over-tall when standing, can give a sense of composed beauty. He waited for a moment until a phrase could come, a phrase to appreciate her yet emphasize his superiority.


    'Women don't have views: they have attitudes," he smiled to himself. She turned her head, glancing up, content with the evident half of the truth that he was pleased to be with her. She was knitting, a volume—pretty certainly of sermons—on her lap. Before her a bright copper kettle, seated on an equally bright brass trivet, attached to a polished steel grate that held the bright well-kept fire, made flashes of warm but not garish colour. Sound confirmed sight. The fire lapped peacefully as a small lake in summer. The ketde hummed its simmering tune. Its sub-piping, he thought, was no more meaningless and far more restful than the intoning of a minor canon. Her feet were on half a large hassock. The other half of this little mesa was made even more comfortable for her toes by being occupied by a large cat just not too sleepy to purr an accompaniment to the kettle and the fire.


    "You look a classic monument put up to the Spirit of Domestic Peace. Eirene Pallas!"


    'Will you not then sit with us over a last cup of tear 1 Tissa-phernes"—she pointed to the cat who had been given in honour of the head of the house, a classical Persian name—"Tissaphernes will take his with us; but without the suffusion of the China leaves that for him spoil the cream!" The miniature tiger seemed to understand. For it stretched, extending formidable claws.


    "The cat is. a savage at heart," the Canon remarked, sitting down and taking the ball of soft fur on his lap. "A moment ago


    I glanced him a-prowl round the upper wainscots for any unlucky mouse."


    "Oh, you couldn't. . . ! No, I don't mean that Tiss would not rather have meat than milk and fresh meat to the richest cream. But, as it happens, she s been with me all the evening."


    "But I saw her, I'm sure "


    At that moment there broke out muffled but distinct what could only be called a hubbub. It came from the direction of the servants' quarters.


    "Laetitia! What are they . . . ?"


    But the Canon's inquiry was answered by one of them.


    "Ma'in, Oh, Ma'm," cried a domestic face, pushed round the edge of the door before the knock of requested-entry could be answered.


    "Oh, Ma'in . . . Oh, excuse me, Sir ... But Cook's had quite a turn and Carlo is just beside himself."


    This was clear from such wild barkings that even Tissaphernes felt that a back should be raised and a premonitory hiss of censure be given.


    "Cook says that she was just going to the pantry down by the back door. When suddenly she saw it was ajar and that at that very moment, as you might say as she had her hand on the latch, something pushed past her and ran quick into the yard and then Carlo suddenly dashed out of the kitchen and as good as took her off her feet and did take the door out of her hand and he giving tongue (if you will forgive the expression, for Cook was with hunting people before she, if I may say so, came up in the world) as though he were on a breast-high scent (another -phrase from Cook's past and again I ask your pardon) and Cook avers as she was with hunting people (and of that there's never a doubt) there was an, an aroma as nothing but— it's her word not mine—but a dog-fox could give."


    The reflect narrative and its actual image began to subside


    together. Angry dog and loquacious maid were abating. Laetitia Throcton closed the subject and so, too, the door by making the head withdraw, dismissing it with,


    "The incident might well have waited till my visit to your quarters tomorrow morning. Good night Kate. Remember, put Carlo on the chain."


    Tissaphernes' fur tippet sank to its proper proportions. The Canon said nothing until his sister handed him his cup. Before tasting it, he paid the tea the compliment of breathing its bouquet. "Almost too fragrant." He bent his head to catch again the vapour. Then smiled almost apologetically.


    "I didn't think," his sister forestalled him, "it could be the tea. When last in London I told Hawkins that we cared only for a little Orange Pekoe and not to put any Jasmine with the black Ichang."


    'Tes, yes," he agreed, "Hawkins might almost be called an artist in his blending trade. He knows how to give personal service for individual palates."


    He sniffed again, this time raising his head, as animals will when questing, and his smile became more agreeable even to the borders—usually far away even from his amiability—of con-fidentialness.


    "Of course it wasn't the tea! How odd our sense of smell is? Do you know the despised and hardly civilized Arabians—denied spiritous liquors and such palate-destroying drink—actually made an art of scent—as our tea-tasters on a lower level have of course made a trade and a lucrative one—an applied science. I recall when in my studies I first came across this Moslem refinement I began to notice my own ignorance—the first step to any knowledge."


    His sister, delighted at this double sign, of ease in himself and with her, ventured,


    'Tfes, I've often been amusedly surprised by something like


    that. Once I thought that my ever so precious rubber hot water bottle must be scorching through the housemaid leaving it too close the kitchen range, and hastening out to save my treasure I found that Cook was preparing a delicious veal Milanese! The frying red peppers did, as it happens, smell just like burning rubber. Yet the moment I saw the succulent dish in a flash I liked the smell which till then I'd thought disgusting!"


    "Very interesting: very apt." He took her domestic illustration not only well but generously and added, "And have you found that a weak, bad scent may actually be pleasant and vice versa?" Not waiting for her confirmation he concluded, "I thought it was the tea that was too scented. But now I perceive that the smell did not come from the cup and was not a too strong spice of tea but a mercifully weak aroma of fox!"


    "I didn't catch a whiff, I'm glad to say. I'm the door side of the fire-place, you see."


    The amiability flowed on, each playing each easy card as it was offered—both, behind their placid pleasure, a little surprised, questioning, almost uneasy. "Why," he wondered, "am I almost courting company?" "Why is he being so intimate?" Her question remained merely an undefined doubt for she could not in any way confirm her misgiving with a reply. To the best of her knowledge, and she certainly had not been unobservant, the service of installation had gone off without exacerbating her brother's sense of humiliation. The whole atmosphere of the moment, the feeling of irrational intimacy, seemed in its way as odd and meaningless as a fox managing to get into the back premises of the house.


    His question disturbed him more because he was not sure there was not an answer. Could he be chatting away in this aimless manner because he really felt some need for her company, because he didn't want to leave, because he didn't want to be


    alone? He had only to raise the question where it could be cross-questioned and it was promptly dismissed as absurd.


    "Perhaps you're right" He broke the silence in which they had both been searching their minds so as almost to have forgotten each other. "Perhaps you are right; I don't really see how I could have caught the 'odour vulp.' The brute could only have poked his nose round the unlatched back-door, trying to have a look at the larder."


    "Yes, I will tell Mrs. Binyon she must see that the door is always locked after dark—a tramp might have slipped in. From the back lane it is quite easy to approach unnoticed even during the day."


    "I expect," her brother resumed, "it was just a small case of mind-influence, as the benighted Arabians call it. They claim— and claim it with a persistence perhaps worthy of sounder support—that if a Sufi Sheik, one of their Mystics, a sort of abbot of a free moving flock of monks—if he tells one of this his flock to smell a rose and the object to which he points his disciple is in reality a dead dog the trained novice, even, will draw deep and appreciative breaths of the foul gas of decay, certain that not attar itself could be as fragrant. Contrariwise the disciple can be presented with a cloth dipped in attar itself but told that it is a cere cloth of a leper and reeking of corruption he cannot restrain his nausea— a pretty example of faith!"


    "How repulsive!"


    "But surely highly convenient! I hope next time I come too close a fox I shall be able, as our organist would phrase it, to modulate its ammonia into rose-water." He chuckled. "Superstitions, if they work, we should be ready to reconsider. Then we are not dealing with a pharmacy filled with bottles empty of everything but high-sounding labels, but with drugs, perhaps o£ great potency. The trouble is that the labels have become mixed."


    "I am not sure I follow you."


    "I am not sure you should. No doubt after abstinence the essence of the tea and the tang of the wild have combined making my fancy take leaps which reason would say are impermissible." He felt there was a certain quaintness in accusing himself of fantasy and approving her rationalism. It was a good note to close on. Any uneasiness that he had felt seemed to have evaporated in the good humour with himself that his mild joking gave. He rose, wished her good night, and leaving the room went along the wide-panelled gallery which led to his bedroom. Once or twice, as he walked with his candle, he did stop and sniff the air. Nothing came to him but the faint smell of the potpourri placed by his sister in a large Crown Derby bowl on the broad window ledge that ended the passage.


    Next morning his sister did not expect the almost-intimacy of the night before to have endured. Nor was she incorrect. But the retreat was not so far as she had prepared herself to face— there was nothing that could be called a reaction. The lightness, true enough, had gone, but when he spoke, after they had finished their formal greeting, the family prayers, the glance at the mail and the choice of food—all which procedures always were gone through before any general remarks were made—what he said was both confidential and cheering,


    "It would be most unhappy if, to this strange and possibly mistaken appointment, I should contribute the additional mistake of an ineffective and obvious disapproval. Even when there is a right to protest, it may, and I believe should, be waived, when, in order to lodge it, the protestor would have to seem to advance his own claim and urge an injured prestige. You would, then, oblige me if, even at a little inconvenience to yourself, and maybe some slight affront to your personal feelings, you would, as I purpose to do myself, attend regularly Evensong, at least every day until the new Archdeacon goes out on his visitation."


    Miss Throcton agreed, again pleased in her intelligence but slightly disturbed intuitively. It was right: it was generous even, considering her brother. But considering him she was bound to own that it was out of character. She was aware that characters can change, and some with a sudden volte-face which may almost be called instantaneous. But that, surely, belonged to Methodists and other Nonconformists—people given to emotion and not, as her communion was rightly famed, to reason, good sense and good taste. She had never known of anyone "converted"—indeed the very phrase had about it something alien. Deeply religious herself she had, when their partnership was younger and she less learned in that "discreetness" of which their Bishop was so perfect an example, tried sometimes to question her brother on spiritual matters. Indeed she had once ventured to ask him what he would call his own religion—High, Broad or Low—the three types recognized in the Church of England. He had replied, "That wise old Banker-Poet Samuel Rogers, a true critic of good-taste, once said when asked that question, 'What is my religion?' 'The religion of every sensible man.' And, when questioned further as to what that might be, he concluded the matter with, 'That is what every sensible man keeps to himself.'" Well, that was "mate" in their quiet game of conversation and like a cornered chess-player, she had "resigned."


    Evensong in late autumn seldom mustered a quota of the Cathedral garrison. Several evenings (except for the "skeleton crew" of vergers, choristers, organist and minor canon) the new Archdeacon, his unsuccessful "runner-up" and Miss Throcton composed the entire congregation. Even the new Archdeacon's wife, who might have been expected to attend if only to manifest her elevation, was absent, pleading the nineteenth century's more precisionist tide for die vapours—a palpitation.


    This small team of regulars, however, was bonded strangely. It had not assembled more than a couple of times before the twomen became aware that they were covertly observing each other from their canopied stalls—each uneasily aware—yet not absolutely certain that he was being watched and that his counter-watch was perceived. They were even more uncertain as to which had started it—to decide that would have been as difficult as to prove which of two Powers began an armament race. All that the new Archdeacon could be sure of was that some strange surveillance had started and with an irrational intensity he realized that he disliked the sensation this surveillance aroused. He felt a rising exasperation because it was ridiculous that he should be disturbed by such a matter, even if it were true. It was his own helplessness that vexed him so sorely— that he could not help stealing a glance time and again; and how always, as he did so, he could not help feeling that the Canon had just finished taking a quick look at him. Once or twice he looked at the third member -of their trio-congregation. But that only sent him back to his old covert peering. Miss Throcton, whenever he looked at her, was watching her brother. He began —as the service wore on—to feel absurdly like a cat which becoming conscious that it is being stared at, is driven to groom itself to demonstrate to itself its own unconcern. Suiting the act to the fancy, he began to smooth his hair with his palm. It seemed only to focus his nervousness; his whole scalp began to feel uneasy—creepy was the unpleasant word—yes it was a kind of crawling itch. He longed to be able to scratch the skin. Irritation of that sort, he thought, can be more exasperating than pain.


    In the vestry, even before unrobing, he went straight over to the mirror-faced cabinet, took out the brush and groomed his curls heavily. That not proving enough, he added a vigorous combing. Indeed he only stopped when, looking past his own image in the glass, his eye was caught by the sight of Canon TVocton watching him from behind. That made him swing


    open again even more hastily the little door to replace brush and comb. But as he put them back, his observer saw him hesitate and glance a moment. Then, hastily, he disrobed and murmuring only a "Good evening" over his shoulder, left the room.


    Canon Throcton had also reclothed himself but paused a moment. His colleague clearly had excused him from any necessity to accompany him and by attending Evensong he himself had certainly shown that on his side he was doing all that could be required to keep up appearances and avoid any show of offense. As he waited for the retreating footsteps and their sinking echoes to signal that the Archdeacon had left the vast echo-haunted building, he himself took a turn along this narrow duct of a room built in the giant carcass. Coming to the end he flicked open with his finger the mirrored cabinet and glanced inside for a moment. Then remarking to himself, "It served no purpose to clean those utensils. Thick as ever. I had better have minded my own business and been content to disregard our sanctimonious squalor." Swinging the hinged panel shut, he turned and left.


    Such was the afternoon pattern of the next fortnight. Except that Canon Throcton wisely observed his resolution not to add to his own inner irritation by looking at the objects that roused it so strongly, the rest of the routine repeated in curious detail that set in the first two days: The congregation of three that played throughout the thirty-minute service their silent unacknowledged game, 'Tm watching you: Are you watching me?"; the steadily mounting irritability in the senior in rank and junior in age, and that tension's conveyance to the skin and its expression in ineffective hair stroking; the whole rite ending in an ever longer and rougher brush-and-cornb drill the moment the freedom of the vestry was regained.


    The last of the autumn had now yielded to manifest winter. The last gleam of incongruity had passed from the term Evensong


    applied to a late afternoon service. Canon Throcton noticed as he walked back from the closed Cathedral, as the second week also approached its close, that the grove of tall lime-trees on his left were now so completely defoliated that he could see the rising moon sailing clear, its disk only laced by the bare thin twigs. The round, full silver face had already on it what suggested a slight bruise on a damaged fruit.


    A couple of days after a slight contretemps disturbed or relieved the office, attended by so few and by them so slightly attended to. The minor canon had a slight catarrh. To spare his voice which had to sustain the chanting and prayer-intoning, he asked Canon Throcton whether he would help by reading the Lessons. It was, of course, the duty of the head verger to find, open at and mark on the great Bible the Lesson to be read. Still wondering whether from the lectern he would be able to see if the Archdeacon were watching him, the Canon adjusted the pair of reading candles, his pair of spectacles and began to read where the marker, with its crimson red stitched arrow, pointed that he should begin.


    "And Satan said to God. . . ." He glanced at the top of the page. Yes, the beginning of the Book of the Patriarch Job. Was Job now being read? Late in the Sundays after Trinity? He wondered. But far wider incredulities had long ago made him doubtful of such details in ritual correctitude. In fact, his extensive doubts regarding the whole of the ancient system that gave him his ample daily bread and so few (he glanced at the gaping black stalls—like a cavernous mouth all of whose teeth are nearly gone) so few their spiritual bread, obviously helped to keep the place empty. He went on, in that echoing aloudness, so much more empty than any silence,


    "Skin for Skin! All that a man hath will he give for his life."


    "Did anyone?" ran the unspoken commentary in his mind. "Could anyone now believe in the Devil? A Principle of active Evil that plagues man tod thwarts God?"


    "And God said "


    "For that matter," added the inner commentator, "did anyone now in that way believe in God? Values, no doubt. And, maybe, Plantonic ideas. Yes, just possibly the Aristotelian Theos, moving all, Himself unmoved. But a Being you came across personally in your individual life, who confronted you, who individually tested, tried, wrought, fashioned and tempered you for Himself?"


    The sound of his voice again caught his wandering thought: "And Job cast off his garments.. . ."


    "Satan the cause of cutaneous sepsis! Yes, such was superstition's unhygienic misexplanation."


    Suddenly his attention, left unguarded by his speaking one thing and vaguely thinking another, received a twitch. His eyes seemed to be flicked up from the lit page. Faintly, in the hardly half gloom of the candle-dotted choir he could see, in a coffin-shaped panel of black, a pale disk. Of course that was the arch-idiaconal stall and that palish blob was the present occupant's face. And that face, he was sure, was fixed on his with far more attention than anyone who has listened to "the Order of Evening Prayer to be said throughout the year," for a score of years, could be expected to muster. Then, as a waking man comes to a moment when he realizes that a "glimmering square" is his bedroom window, Canon Throcton remembered that he'd been caught red-handed or at least wide-eyed. He lowered his head and fixed his eyes firmly on the page and continued gently to rouse the echoes with the superb prose in which a past magic and folk-lore have, like Oligocene ants in amber, found a translucent, jewelled, ceremented immortality. .


    As he left the vestry that evening, after the other's grooming had been perhaps a little longer and the departure more hurried, in the gloom of the transept a shuffling step came beside him:


    'Very sorry, I'm sure, Sir, very sorry indeed. I permitted the sub-verger to find the places and would you believe it, Sir, for


    some reason that only Heaving can say, he chose wrong! Of course, Sir, it couldn't be Job's beginning now, as everyone knows. One only hopes to Heaving no one noticed. Though I had I must own to you, Sir, an upsetting moment when I spied his new Venerableness a-peering across at you. And you obliging Mr. Minor Canon what with his catch in his throat—and those things must be watched at a time of year such as this, with your post depending on your voice, as one might say. And I don't know, man and boy but I might count on the fingers of one hand when such a thing has fallen out. And I can't say how I feel over it. What are we coming to I ask. P'raps you was too gen'rous to note but there was a like slip over Samson not so long back either."


    The voice wheezed along beside him in the gloom, full of a vague solicitude, a wounded amour-propre at the breaking of a record of so many years, and these dismal moods floated like mists on too rich a tide of malt-aroma. By the time they reached the South-west Porch he was able to dismiss the familiar who fell behind to lock up into its millennial silence the eroded building. Before he won to the open, however, another figure slid out from the arches on his right, as in a rocky aquarium a hidden fish suddenly intercepts another.


    "So kind of you, so considerate. This slight catarrh. . . ." The tenor voice half cleared itself.


    "Very pleased to oblige." Canon Throcton's tone was clear, though it more clearly indicated dismissal than pleasure, "Good night, Mr. Harvre."


    "So he didn't notice," Throcton's mind went over the exchange as he turned again to the doorway. "Well, naturally, he's only thinking of his health and his daily bread. Words, to a salaried cantor, what can they mean! 'So kind of you, so considerate'." Throcton's mind shifted into a closer gear. "Am I ever kind? Well, if 'Foresight is the fondness of kings' Truth is the kindnessof scholars, I can't be kind with my unequals in any other way. We only have facts in common, not taste. I can tell them the truth they can't or won't perceive."


    The small thick postern door pumped into place behind him. He breathed with relief the damp cold air smelling only of wet grass and fallen leaves. The latter were now so thick on this path that ran under the lime-tree grove that the old Close gardener had not been able to keep up with their descent and the walker's feet threshed through their drifts.


    "As is the race of leaves, so is the race of men." he quoted. "Yes," he self-commented, "perhaps, after all, when the Hebrew Canon will have shrunk to the inner shelves of the depositories of dead languages and the files of archeologists, and these great crumbling arches, that the worship of that odd assortment of books helped erect, shall have fallen in ruin, and canons and archdeacons been long gone, Homer and his story of man, budding and falling incessantly from the dark Tree of Life, will remain. And Homer's deeper, darker faith, of a Blind Fate? I wonder," said the Canon.


    He hesitated for a moment in his hall—for as far as that had his habit-trained steps taken him while his mind floated back along the dark river of Time. "I wonder!" Then with that sigh which is released as life turns away from thought, he went in to tea with his sister.


    6


    THE ARCHDEACON WAS TO HAVE GONE FOR HIS FIRST VISITATIONround the diocese when the two weeks were up. It was important that he should. The diocese was a small one and so one archdeacon was enough, but he needed to keep busy to complete his rounds. But he did not go. Neither, however, had the Canon to keep up his courtesy choir attendance. Archdeacon Simpkins went neither on visitation nor to choir but to bed and on doctor's orders.


    Laetitia Throcton gave her brother his tea and this information, when he came in after Evensong on the thirteenth day and before he could ask her, as he was meaning to do so, whether the Archdeacon's absence from the afternoon service meant that he had been called away to start his new rounds a day before that appointed. Laetitia, of course, heard Close news earlier than he. His inaccessibility warned gossip-loaded minds that this was no nest for their egg of information. His sister was no more anxious to be kept up to date: but the mere fact that she was reserved in her case meant that the silence exposed her to such deposits when the gusto of her brother's egotism blew way the alighting rumour.


    "The Doctor," she began in the conventionally cheering tone with which medical information is generally dispensed, "declared that it was nothing serious. ... A stitch in time. . . . prevention the truest therapy. . . . Just one of those little troubles that yield best to care and rational foresight. . . . Quite likely the symptom of a general condition. . . . Indeed quite possibly the end-process of some all-over, . . ."


    "That surely wasn't his word, my dear, if you wish to employ oratio recta" "Could it have been syndrome?"


    "No. Oh I do now remember—some disturbance of the circulatory system provoked, just possibly, by fatigue, nervous in nature. Rest indicated. Travel contra-indicated."


    The Canon showed his sister that comment, too, was contra-indicated. Indeed in silence he took his tea and then himself off to his study. His sister listened to his retreating steps. Then bent and took Tissaphernes on her lap. The cat responded with obvious pleasure.


    "I suppose that's why we old maids keep pets." She counter-pointed the purring. "If you try to please them they are nearly always pleased and when so don't mind showing it. How complex are our refractions. If Charles were a wild animal he'd be pleased that the score is being adjusted now. If he was a tamed animal he'd be sorry now that one of his group is lamed. As it is? Perhaps he's sorry that he's sorry~3f"even pleased that he's displeased. And they call women baffling! Oh, why are we so complex and always tangling and matting everything!"


    The cat on her lap began to groom itself contentedly. Its self-assured ignorance soothed her. She settled down to enjoy her limited content. "Sufficient unto the day"? Might one then not add, sufficient unto the place, this quiet place by the fire? A knock at the door did then disturb her growing calm. The interruption was too apt.


    "Mrs. Simpkins, Ma'am, and are you At Home?" The maid looked quite neutral.


    It would have been quite safe to say the magic word "Out" that would banish not only the maid but the caller. And "Out" when you were really ensconced by your own warm fire in precious solitude did not involve a fib. It was the acknowledged courtesy way of saying without hurting feelings, "Need we meet today?" She had indeed almost said No when the thought of her brother checked her. His aloofness—it had not made him less immune—rather more. The further he retired the more he was vexed by possible intrusions. If she herself wanted to have calm simplicity why not produce it herself. You either raised the crop yourself or went without. Besides, Mrs. Simpkins might be worried and this was not the time to be distant with her.


    "Please ask her to come in, and bring another cup."


    She had been right. Archdeacon Simpkins, as the Close was fond of commenting, owed everything to his energy. The "recessive" phrase to this "dominant" was, of course, that he owed nothing to "breeding." And to breeding, the Close held, with considerable truth, that the rest of the Cathedral dignitaries owed considerably more than to brains. Further, Archdeacon Simpkins, when he had chosen a helpmeet, himself chose, or was chosen not by breeding but by energy. The dress of the day suited Mrs. Simpkins' She bustled. But today the vigour had largely gone out of her fuss. Nevertheless she kept up, for the initial courtesy exchanges, the required comments on general events. Had Miss Throcton seen the opera troupe that had been performing at the city's small theatre? Yes, she herself had gone to Figaro. The music and acting carried you along, didn't it? One does not need to know actually what the words mean, does one? "Indeed I sometimes think foreign languages were invented for opera. Such tongues, so unlike our English, were obviously just madefor singing when what you say doesn't really matter. It's all sentiment and no real sense, isn't it?"


    Miss Throcton smiled at the philological theory. She could now surely inquire.


    "I hope the Archdeacon is feeling better?"


    "Oh, well that would be a little sudden wouldn't it? The Doctor thinks it may have been coming on for some time, you know?"


    "Sometimes, however, when such things come out, the worst is really over—in jaundice, for example?"


    "Yes, yes, you're right and jaundice is a horrible upset, isn't it?" Mrs. Simpkins paused. "Jaundice, the old wives used to say, is caused by jealousy. . . ." She hesitated again. "But Wilkins— I mean Mr. Simpkins—was never a jealous character. . . ."


    Miss Throcton could not check her mind's noting, "Surely no grounds?" Then her thought glanced again, "Can she be suggesting that someone else's jealousy has 'wished' on her husband his attack?" She felt inclined to titter and so turned the topic slightly by remarking aloud how fortunate they all were in having a Doctor so up to date and free of any ancient medical dogmas. "Tradition is needed in the Church but not in the hospital." But the attempt to shepherd the conversation onto the comparatively safe ground of physiology failed. The slight coolness that she had felt, she was now sure was growing.


    "I am glad that you feel that in these times we should be very firm about our Faith." Laetitia Throcton felt that the "you" was meant to except "him who is not in this room but in this house." She was annoyed with herself to find that she was getting annoyed and then smiled in a nettled way to find her mind up to those complex refractions and counter-reflections that so disturbed her in her brother.


    Her guest obviously could not follow these ramifications. But she sensed well enough that she was vexing her hostess and thus


    was added another in that long series of inferior feelings toward this lady who was very clearly one. Ever uncertain of her own status and now tired and filled with deep anxiety, she could only then rise stiffly.


    The other rose quickly enough to convey a certain relief. Even the real cordiality with which she tried to let things part on a note of amiability, did not carry over. Her "You will let me know how things go, won't you?" was met with "The Archdeacon really doesn't like any indisposition he has talked atout. He is so singularly free of such weaknesses—in a spot where ill health seems all too common."


    The maid had answered the hell to show Mrs. Simpkins out. They shook hands, hut Mrs, Simpkins as she smiled and bobbed to the other remarked to herself with no wish to censor her reverie, "She thinks herself so well bred that we have to come to report to her instead of her calling to enquire."


    On the floor above Canon Throcton had been at work arranging some references for his promised essay on Arabian Religious Travellers, He had often found that so doing would set his pen running. Now it might also set his mind afloat from this dank Close—well had the Bishop christened it a sink—out over the Hindu Kush, the Altai, the Kuenlun and others of those fabulous frontier ranges that these indefatigable footmen had stepped up and over and beyond. He had climbed among the Alps fairly often as a younger man and had found that the poet who was contented with his Sabine Farm was mistaken in one of his most quoted psychological remarks. Changing your sky—at least if you did it in the right way—vertically—you can quite often change your self, or at least your mood. "Of course, it's all a matter of oxygen," he remarked in his usual soliloquy whisper. "In this place there isn't real air but something that wants to change into water but hasn't either the weight or the clarity to do so."


    He picked up another section of index cards. "For people whose one Faith was One God and one far more inaccessible than the summit of Everest, these thirteenth century tourists, one must own, did quite a lot of shrine-grubbing. I suppose they had to believe that holiness was an atmosphere rather than an attitude. Our muscular Christianity could beat them there, if we weren't so damned narrow." The word of final sentence slipped out, driven by some expletive force. And, as that worn epithet still had at that date and on such lips some tang of its former sulfuric awfulness, for a moment he checked. 'Well anyhow." he appended as an apology to any unseen listener, "there's no 'Upper atmosphere' in this worn socket of religion—only the mustiness of a book given over to silver-fish, or a tree eaten out with dry-rot. Even this house, in spite of Laetitia's constantly directed massage of polishing, has mould in its bones,"


    He shrugged his shoulders, as if with his own shoulder-blades to chafe his spine: then sniffed the air. Was the fire smoking? No: and the smell wasn't ordinary smoke but smoke more like the cheap incense of a Roman Catholic chapel—smoke, fume, with an undertow of some ammoniacal flavour. How typical was incense of that corrupt religion—the blend of mental fog, cheap emotionalism and the rank sudor of the unwashed ignorant masses.


    He got up and raised the window. Yes, it had turned mild. The room was too hot and the air had become stagnant. Perhaps the fire had smoked a little. Mary, when she laid it in the morning, to save herself trouble may have put a little paraffin on it, though she had been told repeatedly not to do so—it was dangerous, might set the house on fire. Perhaps part of her forbidden oblation was only now vaporizing. He stood at the open window using his lungs more than his eyes.


    However, as he gazed idly on the narrow empty road that separated the line of the Canon's residences from the broad lawn


    that spread right across the West Front of the Cathedral, his eye was caught by one small moving object. A large cat—too low-slung for a dog surely—was slinking along near the curb— "seeking whom he may devour." He could just pick out the prowler as it appeared a faint black blur wherever the light of some window made a pale band across the little road.


    His lungs full of air, at least cold if not clear, he felt cooler and pulling down the sash, went back to his seat. "Seeking whom he may devour?" What was the quotation? Who devoured? Oh, the Devil, of course. Well an Everestine God no doubt existed. But the Devil? Yes, he certainly was a projection of the very unhygienic horror, hate and holiness of that queer mixture the medieval mind—and the latter fought the former with septic holy water and fusty incense. Well, scholarship is our weapon. If we can keep the Tractarians at bay—and they fear history as the Devil is supposed to hate holy water—in another twenty years just the weight of evidence will have carried us to a lighter, cleaner religion.


    It was his turn next morning, when coming in from a short walk in the midget city, to run into the Doctor. Dr. Wilkes, like most small-town physicians, was not unwilling to be seen at talk with one of the persons of importance.


    "Our new Archdeacon," the Doctor began at once, "well, weVe seen that kind of attack before. D'you know, Mr. Canon, that quite often when a man comes into new office—even when admirably suited for it . . ."—and he glanced for a moment to see by this sounding whether he had sufficient depth of water to sail nearer the rocks—"even when particularly suited"—and he saw it was safe to smile, at least with one's eyes, before passing on—"often, far more often than a layman, if I may use such a term, would suspect, shows what I might call rightful diffidence, especially...,"


    There was, no doubt, a question in his voice, a request whether


    he might go still a little further. It was clear that the face he was watching refused the concession, and the diagnostician wisely retreated to the obvious, "... especially when the recipient of new responsibilities may have been a little tired before entering upon them."


    Dr. Wilkes might not know very much more about that mysterious bag, the body, than was known by what he called "his friends of the Cloth." but his profession had taught him more than the clergy seemed to wish to know about the human character that hovers and forms over the humours of that uneasy still. Of economic necessity his chief study (all the more sedulous because largely unconscious) was to acquire that nice judgment which ruled when blunt truth could be borne; or there was prescribed the prevarication that brought temporary relief to the patient and the fee to the physician. Dr. Wilkes was an honest man. He was trusted, and he was not mistrustful of others, still less suspicious. But his profession had taught a heart that liked men and a mind that cared for their bodies. How sadly little they could stand the truth about themselves and therefore how mercifully slight were the certainties of medical knowledge. To state the case as it seems to you, the doctor, who knows that death is always at the door and today may have decided to cross the threshold, is not really to state it to the patient. You have come from a death-bed and are going to another. You have the death-certificate book in your bag with a blank form ready, sooner or later for every one of your patients. But the immediate patient lying before you in his bed, he sees you as Health Incarnate come to put him on his legs. And it is just as likely as not that he will get a reprieve this time. Further, if you can encourage him enough, it is more likely to come than not. After all it is always the vis medicatrix naturae (not medicf) that won the battle and postponed the ultimate defeat. But the medicus had to know how to put into the right, believable words the par-


    ticular patient's will-to-believe-he-would-be-well. The hearty, rousing challenge given, say, to an ailing squire: the careful summing-up of the points-in-favour, advisable with a sick fellow-physician—why, there were as many styles of encouragement as there were people who could sicken. The first step, and often the conclusive one, was to recognize the type you were facing and to take care to try and talk the language (yes, indeed, and employ the style and accent) that it understood and approved.


    Of course you liked to be taken for a gentleman; but it was not merely the snobbery of the times that made Dr. Wilkes try to frame his sentences like Canon Throcton's. He would, he knew, help the Close's health more if he spoke their tongue (and so made them concede he might be worth their respect) than if he simply looked at theirs, shook his head and silently scrawled a prescription. But it was a nice art and a slow, exacting study this winning of confidence. He often remarked to his wife that Sugar of Sympathy incautiously administered to one who was suffering from what the Psalmist calls a "proud stomach," would often cause so violent an acid reaction that your soothing sweet would be thrown up in your face as though you had offered a bitter insult,


    "Pride lives in constant fear of Patronage." He remembered the saying as now he watched. True enough, the Canon did not wish to be sympathized with. Very well, another tack must be taken. Yes, that would do, he must be informed. Even a Pope will listen with attention to a spy.


    "Yes, yes, as I was saying, quite a normal reaction. And, to a medical man, interesting in one way, and clear sailing in another. Just a cutaneous reaction."


    "You mean that you will have him on his feet and out on his rather larger rounds, quite soon?"


    "Oh, Mr. Canon, please don't quote me as a prophet. That, again ? is your province."


    "Humph: the Prophets and the priests never got on well, as far as I know. And, in the end, we seem to have put them out of business—to put you in!"


    "Oh no! Non digni swmus. Besides, all science shuns forecast-ing."


    "But you can foretell somewhat—after all you have to gauge probabilities, don't you?"


    "Well, if I were a betting man, I'd take a modest wager that if the patient will follow the regime I have proposed hell be out and about in a week, ten days or a fortnight. You see I can't be definite, but such are, I'd put it, reasonable hopes. Things run their courses, you know, and illness and health have their cycles."


    They parted with that. The Canon was therefore a little surprised and almost as much displeased when that very afternoon as he was crossing the Close he should be buttonholed again by Dr. Wilkes. A distant bow was quite sufficient. Because they had had a fairly long exchange on what was almost a matter of business there was no need for a man hardly a gentleman to try and enlarge the acquaintance.


    "I feel I owe you an apology." The well-chosen words smoothed a little his not really very ruffled mood, especially when to them was added,


    "I really wanted a word with you because, I own, this morning, in good faith, I made a mistake. You asked me to forecast; and, within the limits to which you permitted me to confine my views, I did feel fairly sure. But it shows how dark the future is even when one tries to be informed."


    "Yes, yes!"


    "In fact the Archdeacon's state puzzles me. And I'm speaking in confidence because, as the Bishop is up in London and the Dean is so largely bedridden, you are the person in control."


    The appeal had gained attention. The "I trust there is nothing


    grave to report?" certainly showed interest (the Doctor was glad, with his quick eye and really kind if cautious heart, to notice) and something like real concern. "That's fine" he said to himself, "Yes, Fll trust him, for he might well have shown some slight satisfaction. He must have heen quite sore about his passing over."


    Aloud he continued, "You know how puzzling to us—as I said this morning—and interesting, are all mind-body relations. The queer connection between, for instance, the nerve ends just under the skin and the moods and mental states of the man as a whole. Many, how many we really can't know, are just disturbances caused by just nervousness, you recall my saying that?"


    'Yes, yes." The two further assents showed rising impatience. Though the Doctor was nervous himself, for some reason, he now tried to hurry on.


    "And others are infections—some again quite slight; one or two, on the other hand, quite grave—for instance erysipelas— quite. Well, Mr. Canon, I'm mentioning all this rather confidential and professional matter to you, because it seems to me just possible that the Archdeacon may have picked up some infection."


    "How?" The question had an edge of sharpness on it.


    "Oh, in a dozen different ways—using someone else's toilet articles, leaning on a cushion in a railway carriage compartment. Once there is a strong strain of infection, well anyone might pick up such a thing anywhere. For example, one of the choir might, by touching the same towel or something of that sort, pass on the germ. It would probably fail to make a lesion on the hand. But who can avoid for long touching their head with their hand. An infection of that sort, of very little virulence in its liost' (if I may use our technical term) invading a system in a state of some strain—well, we don't know anything about resistance, really—


    once such a toxin gets hold it may suddenly flare up and the condition become, well, baffling."


    He felt he was talking too much, but evidently his listener was not impatient yet. He hurried on hastily—apologetically. "You see I thought I ought to ask—and you are the proper person—that all towels and such things be carefully washed. Of course, if there is no further trouble in a week or so, we shall know that, whatever the danger was, it has at least spared everyone else."


    He was getting ready to take his leave on the bright note, the well-known exit line of successful doctors, so much more important even than the bright entry. But the Canon actually held him with, "I shall certainly give orders that what you have suggested shall be done—a very right request and I share your hope that we shall all escape the contagion. But I would like you, as we are acting in this matter now in something of a joint capacity, to tell me something of the actual condition of the Archdeacon?"


    "I'm hopeful, yes, I'm hopeful ... for the face is still clear— it is certainly not the usual erysipeloid syndrome. But, but the top of the head is severely attacked. Of course.. .," Now that he was speaking freely he had begun really to speak to himself; the censored confidence is of all human communications the hardest to achieve for we are either secretive or quite unguarded. "Of course, you will say, why not suspect herpes? But there again, has one ever known a herpetic case which brought about such swift and complete alopecia?"


    Had he not, by then, been looking at the ground, as men do when they are turning over their thoughts, had he thought that the Canon could really help him in his diagnostic doubt, he certainly would not have been helped. On the contrary, he would have been considerably distracted. For his really quite considerable psychological knowledge would have found itself faced with quite another question.in the face he would have seen.


    'Well, well" He roused himself and raised his eyes looking across the lawn to the house of his patient. "We are now doing all we can and must wait, wait on the vis -medicatrix naturae, always by far the greatest of our allies, the organism's basic will to live."


    He bowed and left. But the Canon himself did not move for a few moments. Then he said to himself in clearer tones each time, three times and slowly with summary earnestness, "Pure coincidence, absolutely pure coincidence." Then he turned and began to walk toward his house. But he still found it necessary to say a fourth time, as he had reached the door and was putting the latch-key into the lock, "Really one of those absurd coincidences. It is the kind of contingency which makes the ignorant and credulous mind,—the uneducated that has never had a grounding in mathematics, still less in the calculus of probabilities—imagine that there is evidence for such fancies as thought transference. My poor old Sufis, it is true"—he was now in the hall taking off his great-coat—"thought such things could happen. But we must defend them so far that even they confined such action to great wizards and great saints. Besides, they had the transmitting or refracting medium in the thickly opalescent atmosphere of faith."


    As he washed his hands—and with something more than his usual careful cleansing—he looked at himself in the mirror that hung over the basin. He scanned the features carefully and then smiled deliberately at the rather grim grey face that was looking out at him.


    "You really must polish up your sense of humour," he remarked to the reflection. "This is one of those events on which all humour is based. Luck, or as we who have had the advantage of an education at Cambridge know to call it, contingency, working at its great loom of probabilities, spinning its great wheels of causality, brings opposite to each other two completely unrelated


    events: We are amused, not surprised, still less dismayed. Dermatitis appears in Case A shortly after, or really in point of fact quite a number of days after, a purely private and personal psychotherapy is worked by B to humour his own emotional sense of fun. Post hoc, fropter hoc, the commonest diagnostic mistake of half-trained minds. How my medico consultant would laugh at the superstition of the Church, still lurking behind a front of scholarship. I should lose all status in his eyes."


    Then he put the smile a whole wrinkle wider until it was almost a grin. "And you must confess," as he turned from his leering reflection, "that as a joke it is really an uncommonly good one, in that perfect ill-taste that makes retailing forever impossible and private consumption all the more to be relished. Humour to be good can never be too extravagant and this gets its flavour because it is about an absolute impossibility, pure fantasy, pure farce."


    The last words were said with an emphasis that made the slam of the door come as a fitting close.


    7


    THE SUBJECT, HOWEVER, FOLLOWED HIM IN TO TEA. HE OUGHTto have suspected that the news of the Archdeacon's involuntary tonsure would already have circled the Close, at least on that inner circuit of the Cathedral ladies. But his sister's rather quickly sympathetic comment and sigh, "Poor Archdeacon." roused, like a cat's-paw gust on a lake, a sudden resentment.


    "A good verbal inspirationist such as he ought to see some fulfillment of prophecy or a return of the plagues of Egypt because of our infidelity." He added a chuckle as an alibi'against charges of uncharitableness.


    "Oh don't say that!" Instead of warning him that he had not succeeded in disguising some malice, her rejoinder only made his ill will break out on her.


    "Oh don't be a fool, Laetitia! Can you really be taking my jest seriously! 'Oh don't say that.'" he parodied her tone. "You would think that this wasn't nineteenth century England. How thin is the layer of culture. How few set minds compose the rock of reason covering the lava flow of superstition. And then women venture to say they should be given the vote!"


    His sister sighed again. Though this time it was more silentlyit was certainly not less sincerely. She was sorry for the Simp-kinses. Her conscience upbraided her for not having understood that the Archdeacon's wife had been gauche that day she called because she was already anxious. She, as hostess, should have put her guest at her ease—all the more if she felt herself to be her visitor's social superior. But in any case her brother would not have been likely to maintain the intimacy they had been enjoying. After all, she reflected, the fair weather was too good to last, like their summer climate described with some wit by a French scholar who had visited them the year before—"Three lovely days and then a thunderstorm." Well, she had had, during this spell of mental weather, rather more than that and she could be thankful. Her admiration of her brother was as deep as it was wisely silent and her sympathy was not less. She still suspected that his disappointment over the Archdeaconry had been all the more severe because suppressed and she was sure that both his past amiability and present outburst were successive symptoms, though there was something in the whole matter that puzzled her to the verge of constant uneasiness.


    He had left the room after his outburst, leaving tea and toast untouched. As he strode along to his study he muttered, "J ust a small experiment that was really negative—though it would seem to the uneducated to be positive. The therapeutic value failed to emerge, through one of those one in a decillion chances. Well the thing was first to last really a joke. And there's certainly not the slightest need for a sane man to draw false conclusions and see utterly unreal connections. Exceptions prove the rule and disprove and discredit the fool."


    He had reached his room. The curtains were drawn, the fire well settled, the quiet green glass shade of his reading lamp set on his desk inviting him to come into port He could berth himself securely between these two reassuring lights. Here he might enjoy undisturbed that pleasant play with words which the literary are allowed instead of the tedious limitations of "Patience" with which the unliterary lonely must pass their empty time. The scene was both tempting and soothing. True, he hesitated a moment by the big bookcase with the built-in drawers under it, but only for a moment. Then he drew up his chair and began his game with the ever-growing index-cards—so much richer than the weary limitations of the playing-card pack.


    Dr. Wilkes' faith worked, or his prophecy was sound. It is unlikely that his physic had much to do with it. An astrologer could quite as well have said that the amelioration was due to the change in the moon. Certainly as soon as the sickle, cold and thin as a curved icicle, was seen low in the sky, where the west was still red from a frosty sunset, the Archdeacon was up and about. His hair, however, did not return. Bishop Bendwell who had been away throughout the little crisis, now back at the Palace, tried the joke about the tonsure. It was wise that a Father-in-God chose to be the laughing comforter. His advances were received so stonily that his second card, about God tempering the wind to tie shorn lamb and hence we might expect a mild Christmas, was wisely left unplayed.


    Canon Throcton was wary enough to avoid a meeting. Certainly, whatever the queer coincidence might mean or develop into, his clearly was a waiting game. And in two days the Archdeacon had left on his visitation circuit. Dr. Wilkes was of course not a little pleased at the recovery but also a little more puzzled than usual. So, as the Canon had evidently been interested by his diagnosis—if it could be so called—when they next passed in the street, he made to stop, and the Canon consented to be brought to a stand-still.


    Further, to the Doctor's 'Well, we had an even swifter recovery than we hoped!" the antiphon, "And no further outbreaks— the plague seems to have been stayed, satisfied with one victim?" Heshowed an obvious agreeability, even a certain lightness of humour.


    Dr. Wilkes therefore added, "I let him go on his rounds. He was so anxious not to begin ill—as one might say—the first step, you know, how often it sets the pace, free or halting. But. . . ."


    By the speed of the rapid reply question, "But what?" the Doctor saw it was safe to add, "I confess I would like him to go carefully. I am inclined now to think—you will recall it was one of the links in the sequence as I diagnosed it—that there may be a general blood condition. There so often is—and in this case perhaps—a potential anaemia of a none too benignant aspect, aggravating, if not causing such a severe and, I fear, final alopecia. The relationship of the hair to the general vitality—well the extravagancies of folk-lore have frightened off investigation. The fact however remains, there's no better criterion of the curve of vitality than the condition of the hair"


    The Doctor pushed back his high black hat and rubbed his temple on which like a sundial his age was well marked by the retreating shadow of his hair line. "Yes, he must take care. That's my prognosis and prescription, reasonable care. Yes, I believe in the old adage, 'After forty a fool or a physician.' We are rightly called medical advisers—as you are spiritual directors."


    Pleased with his reception and that he had been able to close the interview leaving the Canon in no doubt of the precedence that medicine was prepared to grant theology, he did not attempt to hold his honoured guest longer. But when left, the Canon walked away with no symptom of relief at being set free for his own reflections.


    By the time that the Archdeacon returned from his circuit the Doctor had ventured to speak in the same tone to the Bishop. Dr. Wilkes had been summoned to the Palace for the humble duty of examining the inflamed throat of the second kitchen maid. Mrs. Bendwell, ample, kind and shrewd, wisely did notlike infected throats bending over food to be served shortly after at the high episcopal board. She asked that the Doctor be told to wait on her when he left after his visit to the patient. As he left her salon, after reassuring her that it was no more than a slight catarrh that had affected the larynx, the lord of the Palace entered.


    Bishop Bendwell was rightly more popular with the laity than with his clergy, for the latter he had to control while the former it was his duty, as well as his taste, to persuade. Sure of his own position with all but the nobility he was kindness itself, affability incarnate to the professional classes. "They are our problem and our objective," he used to remark to the Chapter meetings when discussing diocesan strategy. "Hold them, or at least do not alienate them, and then there is nothing to fear from the masses going Socialist or Catholic. Always, my brethren, you will perceive throughout history it is because the clergy and the aristocracy lost touch with, lost the respect of, the professional classes—that now like to call themselves the intelligentsia, as we once liked to call ourselves the spirituals and still are called divines—always it was that loss of contact that was the first and the irretrievable step toward revolution.


    So finding the Doctor in the door leaving conference with his wife, the Bishop took him by the arm bringing him back into the drawing room. His wife remarked,"Dr. Wilkes has reassured me about Emma's throat. There is no danger of infection."


    "Good, good," the Bishop replied perfunctorily and then thinking how he might leave an impression of friendliness on the summoned visitor, who otherwise would not be invited to the Palace, he thought of Archdeacon Simpkins.


    "Well, Dr. Wilkes, we owe another piece of competent repairing—if I may so phrase it—to your skill. I am glad to hear that our new Archdeacon was so soon on his feet again and hardat his new work so soon after the strange little upset that somewhat inauspiciously marked his initiation into his overseer-office."


    To be held in conference by the Bishop in the Palace was of course even a higher pleasure, considerably higher than to be seen in the street talking at some length to one of his Canons. Besides there was no reason why he should not tell the Bishop what he thought of the case. Perhaps it was his duty.


    "Yes, My Lord, a very encouraging beginning of convalescence. . . ,"


    "Beginning? But then was it wise to let him go out so soon?"


    "Often, My Lord, to restrain a man who is fretting under a nervous condition brought on by some strain, is a mistake. The balance between the rest of work and the rest of lassitude—I mean, the doctor's task is very difficult when he has to judge whether stimulant or sedative is the right course. It all depends on the diagnosis."


    Bishop Bendwell was listening—he generally did—as human beings really interested him. But now he.pricked his inner ear. This little leach was no fool. Perhaps he might not be able to diagnose—who really could?—where was spiritual direction in the Church, but he could observe. A few moments more would not be wasted. Anyhow he would see some of his alien intimates —as to his wife he sometimes called the Chapter—from another angle. The appointment of Simpkins to the Archdeaconry was of course right. Still he did not enjoy the fact that he was sure of Canon Throcton's resentment and the otter fact that Simp-kins, though with a perfectly good case, had influenced things in his own favour.


    "And the diagnosis in this case? If, of course, you choose to confide in me to what might be taken to be a professional limit of discretion. , . ."


    "Oh no, My Lord. In any case are you not the Shepherd of all of us in this county and to whom should the veterinary report but to the guide and overseer of the flock? Archdeacon Simpkins is undoubtedly tired and the little trouble is lurking, possibly, still in the system. But change of place, of air, of occupation— these three so often can rouse the organism, turn it as it were, on another facet. No, My Lord, you will never find me among the materialists—as long as I observe human beings as they actually behave and respond. . . ."


    "Well then?"


    "Well, my Lord, I wish you could see our patient on his return. I would value highly your impression. I still stick to my faith that exercise in this case is the thing, change and meeting new people and—if I may put it that way—the evidence that he is at work and"—he hesitated—"is respected. I mean everything that tells against introversion, against moping, and takes his mind off himself. These nervous conditions, and I still think this at base is one, these nerve-ending irritations, they are such delicate adjustments, responses. Often I feel that something—how shall I put it?—is being balked in the patient and that this blind invisible force can find expression either in outward activity or in some inward and, in the end, morbid frustration."


    The Bishop had been increasingly interested. But though he gave quite a handsome share of his attention to anyone who gained his ear and was giving over-weight in this case, like all born administrators he never became engrossed. He had two perspectives out over which he was looking as he spoke and listened: as a preacher he knew you must never forget the clock, and as a discreet holder of confidences he knew the need to remember where you are. While they had talked he had steered Dr. Wilkes out from his wife's presence chamber and down the broad stairs. Both the time-table and the area of private conference were being kept in view and observed.


    "Well"—they had now reached the big hall and were by its massive door—"you would like me to have a conference with Archdeacon Simpkins as soon as he returns? Yes, I think I can just manage it."


    And with that the two wary men parted each pleased with each other and with what he had gained and given.


    Bishop Bendwell kept his word without any reluctance. He postponed a couple of days his going to London and to his fellow Lords Spiritual in order that he might have the promised interview with his new Archdeacon. True, he did not suffer much from intuitions but in this case he could not help feeling that there was present some element of potential conflict which he himself had not yet even to diagnose. His kindliness was more composed of a native sense of kinship and insight into human motive than of the theological virtue of pure charity, but it too was roused when he saw his lieutenant. The man looked undeniably tired. Of course sudden total calvine baldness does give an effect of rapid aging. Further, no doubt, to go straight from a sick-bed to a full round of new work might easily prove severely fatiguing. But the man's colour didn't look right: his lips were a grey only subtinged with red; his skin a curious waxen tint and his teeth—he still had as fine teeth as once hair—were still as even. But they looked more as though made of dull glass than of ivory.


    "Yes, you must take my advice and go quietly, for a little."


    "Hardly possible, My Lord, when you rightly put me in because my predecessor had gone too quietly for too long."


    "Well, better a little now than nothing soon!"


    "My Lord, it is not for us to say, as the Scriptures put it, 'I shall go softly all my days."


    His wife asked the Bishop how he had found the new Archdeacon. "Oh, a bit tired, but, as I suppose one of your householdstaff would say, A new broom is bound to lose a few of its hairs at the first attack it makes on what the old one has neglected." She smiled and seeing that he was not going to tell her more, nor feeling much wish to do more herself than express a casual interest, she changed the subject.


    8


    RETIRING TO WORK IN HIS STUDY BISHOP BENDWELL FOUND HISChaplain-Secretary. "Just a few papers, Sir, for your work in London. May I run through them with you?"


    "Halliwell, you serve the unleavened bread of legality and politics made palatable by efficient sympathy!"


    The young confidant smiled. The Bishop had picked him as his squire because he saw that he was one of those boys who under a cheerful healthiness disguised uncommon adaptability and method. In the ancient atmosphere of a Close it was good to have at least one contact with the energy of youth.


    The Bishop's mind was still running on his last interview. He was not unnaturally concerned that his sympathy should have been judicious, kind, of course, but stimulating not enervating.


    "The main aim of my policy," he remarked to Chaplain Halliwell, "is to keep the Diocese up to average."


    "Yes, Sir, and the average is rising all over England."


    "It should, of course, it should. Ecclesiastical efficiency has been scandalously low. You can have little idea of the laxity in many parts when I was your age. But we must advance on a


    balanced front: efficient organization, sound scholarship, sane devotion—that is the triad the Church should aim at."


    "And the order in which they should be achieved?"


    "Well ours is the great Church of the Middle Way and IVe always held that our service and our forte is to appeal to the educated through reason. Emotion lies at either end—social reform and its fanatics—and private salvation and the fanatics of the extreme low and the extreme high. Yes, it is a nice problem of balance, of balanced advance."


    "One of the problems, is it not, Sir, is that of the wonderful longevity of Chapters?" Young Halliwell ventured the slight pleasantry and seeing that it was well received added, "It sometimes looks, doesn't it, Sir, as though the Church of the Via Media was rewarded by heaven for its faithfulness in avoiding extremes by being granted an uncommon extension of life in this world?"


    "Yes, I suppose that would have been the blessing that the saints of the Old Testament would have asked and as the school of thought we serve does not stress either heaven or hell, magic or mysticism, perhaps you are right. An eminent vital statistician whom I met at the Athenaeum when last up in London, was certain of it. Maybe we have the reward of longevity granted specifically to us. Beneficed Clerks in Holy Orders, he told me, had far the longest of all the expectations of life."


    Their minds were running on the same example. "I don't think there will be any change in the Dean's condition, while you are away," the Chaplain remarked.


    "His condition is just the same, isn't it?" questioned the Bishop.


    "I have a feeling, Sir, that his family is a little more concerned for his health. Of course one has now to judge of his condition almost entirely in the mirror of their looks. I don't know who saw him last."


    "I confess I have not. They have not asked me to call. And you will find when you reach a station like mine that you never have time to make any casual visits. Besides, even when I last called on him, which was some time ago, it was like using that new notion, a speaking tube, you shout something down and then switch your ear round trying to catch an answer as incomprehensible to you as your shout was to the distant listener."


    Another couple in the Close was also discussing the Dean and his scarcely measurable decline from decrepitude, through bed-riddenness, to final decease. "A perfect example of suspended animation." Canon Throcton was remarking to his sister. "He has now achieved the pace of that problematical tortoise which swift-footed Achilles himself is supposed to have striven in vain to overtake. Time himself seems now to be unable to gain for good on the Dean."


    But in point of fact the Canon, as the Chaplain, had been equally observant of the minute "signs of the times." though not equally communicative of what he believed was to be perceived. He was sure that the Deanery family was not as much at its ease as is the habit of those who fear no disturbance. The replies to the constant convention of inquiry as to the Dean's health had a slight overtone of defensiveness. That tone confirmed the Canon's suspicions, suspicions tinged like the eastern horizon of late night with the first faint hint and hope of dawn.


    The only indication that he gave to his sister (a clue which her generosity mistook for an improvement in his own condition) was to remark, "The Bishop is shrewd, as indeed many men who have no pretence to learning often are. I believe, after all, he may have been right to prefer Simpkins to the Archdeaconry."


    To her "He certainly is working hard." he nodded, "A plough horse takes kindly to the plough," and left her with that.


    "How fortunate we are." she reflected with a sigh half of relief,half of regret, "who aren't clever. The able seem to have to feel as insults what we take for granted—the fact that we may be passed over. But surely his wound is healing?"


    Had she asked her brother instead of herself, even had he wished, it is very doubtful whether he could have answered. His interest was swinging over from past disappointment to future hope. He hadn't forgiven; it is doubtful whether in the whole of his far from unsuccessful life he had ever forgiven anyone. The few injuries he had suffered he either revenged, and so discharged from his mental system, by holding up the injurer to a quite effective contempt, or he used a method perhaps not less dangerous, of refusing to mention the matter again, repressing the memory by the powerful concentration of attention which as a scholar he had learnt to command.


    In his study, though his notes and index cards passed through his fingers, under his eyes and before his mind, his reverie was hardly disturbed. For now he was free to attend to the issue of his ambitions. He need no longer either repress or generate counter-spleen. It could well turn out to have been the best thing for Simpkins to have been shunted into the Archdeaconry— put out to grass. He felt he had been a little crude, even. For the Bishop may really have meant it, when he made the quite true remark that just having to do administrative work was absurd waste of a true scholar's time.


    He owned that he had never thought of the Archdeaconry as a post in which he could stay and shine. No, not if it meant that a mitre might be added to crown the apron and gaiters; he could say honestly nolo episcopari. For him it meant a step to the Deanery—this one or one of the greater—perhaps the "Peculiar" of Westminster. Here even the Archbishop of Canterbury, the Primate of All England, had, when he came within those central walls, to walk only alongside the Dean. Yes, the Archdeaconry was not a step but a shelf. And, further, it was now filled by aman who the more he suited it, the more he proved he was un-suited for the higher office of Dean.


    "Of course it is a Crown Appointment, while the Archdeaconry lies in the direct gift of the Bishop" His reverie ran on. "But Bendwell himself was an appointee, and a staunch supporter of the Government, indeed more than once of considerable use to them in The Lords. This time he could make no slip. He must put his best—in fact, his only ranking scholar—in the scholar's post and stall. Besides, the very thing that these oafs have brought against me—my Semitic scholarship would tell with the Prime Minister, himself an Oriental. Yes, it is all opening out into the plainest of plain sailing, 'pon my souL"


    His voice was now quietly cheerful, "I'm amazed at my own pettiness and lack of foresight! But," he added with that philosophic leniency that is nearly always extended to one's own past extravagances, "after all, I've probably been able to make this quick and good readjustment to the shock of a very unpleasant insight into a colleague's character—a man never a gentleman but who had been mistaken for being a Christian—by not being ashamed to take the matter seriously,"


    That was certainly a satisfactory way of putting it. His voice ran on giving him the conviction of another opinion confirming his thought. "Yes," he summed up, and began to smile with an even more generous self-leniency, "and then there came that ridiculous coincidence which I can now see turned the whole thing into a joke, all the better for being all for myself and, indeed, I can maintain, wholly against myself and at my expense. Yes, I can own now, I haven't an iota, not a jot of resentment against that poor fellow, whose natural ambition and ignorant prejudice thought the post he now has should be his and not mine. I wish to allow that he's filling the job quite well and I'd add as a parting blessing that his looks are actually improvedwith the cleaning off of those locks far more suited to the stage than the choir."


    It is possible that certain kinds of hope-can transmute themselves into a form of working faith. Whether that was so in this case or whether another cause was in action, there is no doubt that a result much desired by the Canon soon became known to him. He was particularly glad that he had not snubbed but even encouraged Dr. Wilkes when one March day the general practitioner came over to him on the street.


    "I am just From the Deanery, hardly more than a routine visit, and of course nothing that might cause misgiving, I agree, should be done, such as requesting prayers. So I have said nothing to the family save to advise a little more quiet and a slightly lower diet. There is a slight congestion at the base of one lung. Puts a strain on the heart. And gout is quite enough for that organ after it's been beating almost a score more years beyond the 'three-score-and-ten.'"


    Then cocking his head on one side as a sparrow will sometimes glance at a solemn rook, the speaker added differentially, "Of course in all big, slow-moving institutions there has to be a good deal of foresight. In this Close, as indeed in the Government itself, many eventualities have to be considered. Forewarned is, is it not, foreappointed?"


    The slight flavour of general compliment and deference, referring to the Church as part of the ruling of the realm, made the really quite delicate sugar-coating for the otherwise possibly resented assumption of inner confidence almost amounting to intimacy. The Canon was therefore able to take the tip, as his informant might have put it, had he been calling on one of his hunting or racing patients.


    The two parted with something approaching friendliness based upon private confidence. For the Canon, no less than the Doctor, wished to keep the information of a change for theworse-better, or better-worse, in the Deanery to himself. There should be nothing precipitate this time if he could prevent it; everything as far as he could manage it should be put in the most favourable posture.before the final bolt be drawn back and the moribund obstacle be slid out of view and its stall left vacant. As far as inconvenient rumour was concerned he felt safe in regard to the Dean's family itself. They would keep as quiet as he and the Doctor.


    The weather was doing its part by proving exacting, at least to lungs whose reactions were getting slow. Looking out of his window at the racing dark clouds Canon Throcton quoted, "He blew with His winds and they were scattered." West and east kept up a shuttlecock game across the heavens. For three days the west would send in roaring rain-gales, and then, as "February Fill-Dyke's" excess must be balanced by March's "Peck of dust, worth a King's Ransom," the east, with what seemed staunchless breath, would hiss cold dry gritty air—no doubt necessary for the water-logged land but "neither good for man or beast."


    Miss Throcton, with her feet on the fender and her fingers grooming Tissaphernes fur (that stood electrically on end in the dry wind and became tangled and matted in the wet), thought she should enquire about the most vulnerable of the Cathedral healths. She. had heard nothing through the distaff side of Close communications. Her brother, however, seemed without concern or interest. "It would take more than a whirlwind straight from the mouth of Boreas to budge our leading limpet from his carved rock."


    Then sitting back in his chair he smiled easily, "For that matter for all we know his Very Reverence may have already breathed his last but by his imperceptible dying have cheated decay and turned into a fossil, not a cadaver. Is a funeral necessary for a fossil? A nice point for Cathedral casuists to follow up, when they have settled die moot question When is a stall vacant?


    When the actual stall has been unoccupied for a number of years, when the occupant has lost two and a half out of the five senses (or to be generous, three), or when the sanitary authorities demand that his residence shall not be used as a sarcophagus?"


    Her "My dear should we mock at their grief?" only brought the reply-raillery, "Why, I'm congratulating the family on their possible luck! The Arabians say of some of their Sufi Sheiks that they don't decay or indeed die when they stop breathing. They pass into a potent state of what I suppose our lively little leach would call catalepsy perpetualis. And they are treasured, in the diadems of sanctity, as gems of the first water, though dry, of course, as the dust. What a jest if our Church of England, with its most malleable motto, 'All things to all men' should here produce on its own an imperishable Dean—to be shown on pilgrimage days like the head of Siena's Catherine, I wonder how our Anglo-Catholic wing would take such a queer answer from heaven to their wish for miracles and relics!"


    Again Miss Throcton attempted to check his exuberance. She found the subject macabre and even more disquieting the jaunti-ness of his humour. A word taught her by her Scotch nurse came back into her mind, "Fey," those irrational and unsteady high spirits which attack the mind when it is approaching a crisis in its fate.


    He was checked by the slight offence he felt at her mild censure, and retired to his study.


    When they met again he was his normal self, neither friendly nor unfriendly but aloof, treating her as another species which shares one's-house but not one's thought. They were, it appeared, back at their normally distantly tepid relationship. It seemed, the more she thought of it, that her disquietude had been as groundless as the other extravagance had been any hopes of a growing intimacy and confidence.


    As it happened everything was favouring the secrecy the Canon desired: Even to the point that the Bishop came back into Residence and the Archdeacon was away again on his widespread diocesan duties: Even to the point that the Bishop asked the Canon over to tea at the Palace to discuss the Easter services. And these ever finer points came to the needle-fineness of perfect opportunity—of an opening as natural as it was inviting.


    When they had closed their business session and decided what should be yielded to the demands of the Ritualists in way of new vestments and what retained for the Evangelical Lows in regard to postures and attitudes, the Bishop relaxed to a cigar. While drawing on it quietly he remarked with that easy geniality and apparent frankness that his critics allowed was his chief asset,"I'd like to say, Canon, that you took that disappointment very well" He looked through a fine wreath of blue smoke at his visitor as an intelligent octopus might view, through the skein of sepia, a diver rather uncertain of his ground. "No, don't try to deny it: I felt it in my way as much as you—that disappointment about the Archdeaconry, well, very well. I am a Father-in-God as well, thank God, as just the rather weary administrator of too much patronage. And I did for a moment fear that the— the postponement of preferment might cast a cloud of embitter-ment over the bright quiet field of pure scholarship. But it didn't, and I'm grateful to God that your natural resilience, your pure interest in learning and your religious exercises have stood you in good stead."


    To this statement both bland and wary, for under its assumptions there was surely a question which he was meant to answer with reassurance, the Canon presented a mien of dutiful acquiescence. He was ready to make his submission. But his mind had ceased following the sermonic flow when it had turned into its peroration. For it had been arrested by the Bishop's hesitation over one word in the easy run of the practised verbiage, the word"postponement." All this talk, yes without a doubt it was to sound out its hearer as to whether he was suitable to be put forward for the Deanery. If he was still sulking, why then no doubt he would be passed over just to teach him not to flout authority. It was clear that the Bishop would not place closer to himself any man that would not second that geniality and general adaptability which had brought him his preferment and might raise him still higher. Clearly everything now turned on his making exactly the right impression at this moment.

  


  
    He looked up with quite a convincing assumption of frankness. 'Thank you, My Lord, for your counselling. I see that your eye is over your sub-shepherds just as much as over the more general and larger flock. I'll confess—and you have shown that denial would be of no use confronted with your diagnosis—that I was disappointed, wrongly disappointed. I see now that you were not only wise to the diocese but kind to me—a gracious and statesmanlike blend, if I may say so. I would not have been suited to the duties of maintenance of structure and inspectign of parochial administration: that work would have suffered and my own work, which is my vocation, that would have lost too. May I then, as a dutiful son, thank you for your wisdom and kindliness not only to all of us in this our big family of the diocese, but to me in particular."


    He looked up. The large kindly face of the Bishop (who like the aging Caesar liked to have men about him "that are fat, sleek-headed men and such as sleep o j nights"— and sometimes even to take a nap after lunch), that handsome round of wide brow and large smooth jowl, beamed like a mild September sun. It was a real relief to his soul, which remained honest enough because of its limited objectives and moderate dreams, a real relief that once more he might feel the Precincts were free of malice and envy. Maybe not a high ideal, but alas, as he very well knew, harder to achieve than could be imagined by those


    who lived far from what seemed the easy sleep of Cathedral closes.


    Indeed he was so pleased that he actually went further than he intended. He, too, had been aware that he hesitated over the word "postponement." He could have said "passing over" or simply "loss." But those words had about them a flavor of finality that might depress his hearer. He was truly a kind if adroit man. And now that his wishes had been fallen in with by the man who had undoubtedly suffered, now that the matter was closed and at last taken well, surely would it not be safe to give him a little encouragement—in a most general way? Throcton knew as well as himself that the actual gift of the Deanery was in the hands of the Crown, Yes, it was a position where something was to be gained and nothing lost by good wishes that higher authorities in the end could overrule. And now that the quiet, proud man opposite him seems to have been relaxed by the hope, it might be wise to take the opportunity to learn something of his outlook and work. After all, for all one knew, he might very well be the next Dean, the political situation being what it was.


    "How goes the work?"


    "I believe that there is increasing evidence that Arabic studies are being perceived as an essential correlate to Hebrew—indeed as much as Hebrew is to Greek."


    "I expect you are right. Indeed when last in London at the Athenaeum I had the pleasure of passing the time of day with the Prime Minister. And of course I need not tell you that, as he is of a stock which has come within the Fold, he has hopes that if we will strive to understand them better, the 'Jews, Turks, Infidels and Heretics'—as we shall soon be praying in the Good Friday Collect—may yet be brought within the one Flock."


    Canon Throcton now felt that he might safely, with advantage and indeed ought out of courtesy, take the opening that was being offered. He could now be more particular as to his studiesand show their relevance to religion. Now, with a clear conscience he could remove the least fear from the Bishop's mind that, should he advocate him as Dean, there might be a peril of paganism. An explanation that he would have despised himself for offering to Simpkins and indeed would have denied to the Bishop a few months ago when he felt that Bendwell had betrayed his rightful hopes, now could be offered to aid his prospects and yet not to lower by a jot his amour-propre. Indeed what he would now say might be passed on directly to the real Fount of all Preferment, the Head of the Government.


    "The local Fold and the world-wide Flock, yes, my particular studies have often kept that key passage from the Theological Gospel before my mind. Again and again I am impressed with the extent that Christian thought permeated Islam."


    "I once read that at an early age Mohammed himself was instructed by a Nestorian monk?"


    "Yes, I believe it to be true. And we must remember that Nestorianism was cast out of the Church because of its Protestant refusal to consent to that new and temerarious title for the Virgin, Mother of God."


    This, too, was well said. The Bishop, like most of his colleagues, was being given more trouble by his Anglo-Catholic clergy than by any other of those sectional semi-schisms which the Establishment combined and contained, more through a common endowment than by a common obedience. Bishop Bendwell therefore continued interested, more interested than he had expected, in what he was hearing,


    "But, surely, as our German theologians say (and then those Tubingen rascals do the very thing), Mohammed emptied out the baby with the bath?"


    "True, My Lord, true. But, to go to true culture for a motto— Eocpellas Naturam a furco tamen usque recurret. The saints of Islam, and such I can't deny many of their Sufis seem in the


    past to have been, these men appear to have restored many practices which would go far to redeem the religion of the Koran from its original superficiality—or at least aridity."


    "Oh, I thought Sufi was just the accurate name for Dancing Dervish—fanatics like the Holy Rollers of the Commonwealth times and the Revivalistic frenzies among the Nonconformists now?"


    "It is a natural mistake. I understand that the many orders of devout Sufis have—as in the Church of Rome and, for that matter, as you have said in our Protestant sects—fringes of 'enthusiasts.' But the main bodies deserve attention and, as far as I know, respect."


    There was a knock at the door and it was opened by the Chaplain.


    "Oh, come in Halliwell. Canon Throcton is bringing me up to date in his advanced studies."


    The Bishop felt it would be no harm that his Secretary should act as a second listener now that there seemed an opportunity of getting the Canon to explain his position unguardedly. If the Deanery should become his, then young Halliwell could answer any such questions about the new incumbent's views on theological matters. It would be better than that the Bishop should have to say anything in his defence.


    "Take a chair." Then turning to the Canon, "You won't mind my Chaplain being in on this informal instruction, will you? Remarkable, what you were saying in regard to the Islam devotees and their widening of their rather narrow religion."


    The Canon was certainly not displeased to have an audience, if only of two, if the two were the Bishop and his confidant. "Yes, remarkable, because, though Islam is so severe, yes in a way such an obvious religion, these Sufis have added to it a depth which one might suppose to spring from a profounder metaphysic."


    "Have they elaborate rites on their own?"


    "To the best of my knowledge, no. Their liturgy, as far as I have read, strictly conforms with the Koran. It is their type or quality of what I suppose would be called meditation or contemplation that is said to be the reason for their spiritual prestige."


    'Weren't the greatest Persian poets nearly all mystics?"


    It was HalliwelTs question, and, pleased that the junior was showing interest on his own, and not merely attention by command, the Canon agreed with some cordiality.


    "Yes, I believe it is an exception for any of the authors of the great classic period of Persian verse not to be a Sufi. Indeed I owe such knowledge of Persian as I have acquired to the fascination of this poetry. Even as an outsider—and I certainly have as little claim or wish to be a mystic as to be a Persian—I do not find it hard to understand the Persian pride in this work. They assert that it is the equal of any poetry in the world."


    Then with a slight hesitation, "Of course it is strange to take as the theme of lyric love, devotion to Deity, and to such an unqualified Transcendence as Islam preaches." He paused again and then added, "And surely even odder to use the simile of intoxication to describe the state of mind such . , . such prayer produces!"


    He felt that he might have wandered too far into speculation, lured by the wish to make his case, to show the religiosity of his subjects and at the same time his interest, informed but restrained. It was awkward even to mention in comparative privacy such emotionalism even when, as in the case he had been discussing, it gave rise to a literature that for polish and power could compare with the Greek—and surpass the Hebrew—and rose from men who were evidently, apart from the extravagance of their devotion, of the highest respectability, intelligence and most careful theological severity. Partly to deflect the subject and possibly even to gain support, he turned and asked the


    appreciative Chaplain, "How did you happen to hear of these very neglected devotees?"


    "Oh, my father was, when at Cambridge, inspired by the example of Henry Martin. After that pioneer in the mission field had died my father went out over his tracks. And, like Martin before him, he was surprised when he reached Persia to find these strange but to him really quite sympathetic people. He used to say to me that he thought they must be more like what the first generation of Quakers seem to have been, and he'd quote Robert Barclay, the early Quaker apologist, about there being no true Quakerism without quaking."


    Both the elder men looked at the younger who now also felt the need to take refuge in a question. "Mr. Canon, have you come across—I suppose you must have, in your reading—the, the . . . well, what I suppose we'd call the fairy-tale side of their records?"


    "Of course, of course! Spiritual, and indeed scholarly prestige —we see it from our own mediaeval record—among an uneducated people, always is refracted as thaumaturgy. The white light of Reason, falling on the scored surface of the popular mind, breaks into iridescence. Besides, as I've said, they were themselves often superb poets and the rainbow metaphor of the lord of language can only be translated by the vulgar into the materialism, both gross and fantastic, of 'the pot of gold.'"


    "But, but my father used to tell me of some very odd things he himself had seen. Once in Pars, an ancient and now largely ruined town—I believe Persia is named after it ... ?"


    The Canon allowed that. But it was dear that his guard was now mounted.


    'Well, three Sufis, with whom he used to meet on Fridays for silent prayer . . . they knew, he was sure, a great deal. . . . He said the atmosphere was very remarkable at such times. One day


    be had a fever, a troublesome one. It went while he was at the meeting. . . ."


    "Such fevers are notoriously undulant."


    "Yes, but they laid their hands on him."


    "The commonest—I had almost said the vulgarest—way of impressing anyone." The Canon tried a little to soften his sceptical scorn with a smile. The contempt, however, only roused his unsuccessful informant to continue.


    "But the next Friday, or the one after next, a beggar came in. They never latched the door of their unfurnished meeting room. He had a horrible sore on his shin. He did not ask for money or food, but settled down quietly behind them as they sat in their little square. As the group broke up, the leader leant back, quietly and quickly putting out his hand behind my father who was seated next him, and my father, glancing, saw the Sufi's first two fingers touch the sore's centre. He was shocked, and then grateful that as they only bowed when parting he did not have to touch that hand. Then, next Friday, the same tramp walked in and sat with the group. As he sat cross-legged my father saw the lesion was completely healed."


    "Typical story, if I may say so. I could from my authors quote you a score such and a hundred even more entertainingly impossible."


    "But would that actually prove that HalliwelTs father was completely deceived?"


    It was the Bishop driven to defend logic, not psychical research. Then, seeing the Canon bridle and hearing him utter, "Post hoc, propter hoc —the very gateway of superstition," he tried to soothe. After all, the subject was the Canon's speciality. So retreating to his home-base and putting the accommodating flavour of a question into the reference, he remarked, "After all, as far as we can judge, St. James and his church apparently believed, didn't they, in the laying on of hands?"


    "My Lord," the Canon suddenly challenged, "you have had, these last Lenten weeks, to add the round of Confirmation Services to your other heavy duties. May I ask (and I do so for instruction), is the additional labour of the administration of the rite evidentially worth your time and fatigue?"


    The Bishop felt that with Halliwell present, this small conference, as it had become, demanded that he should answer unequivocally. How could he in honesty sound the Canon unless he himself would be sounded because he was sound? "The Greek Orthodox Church permits all priests to practice the confirma-tional laying on of hands. I do not see why we should not. As it is, you are right, it puts a strain on the Diocesan."


    Halliwell rose, evidently aware that his master might soon be put in a difficult position. Loyalty to his father and his present Father-in-God moved him to break up the small meeting. "My Lord, might I—as soon as you and Canon Throcton have finished your business—see you about some small diurnal questions?"


    He withdrew and as he did so the Bishop rose. "Very well, Canon. Thank you for this interesting discussion. I feel I am now up to date in your researches and can share, in general outlook, your point of view. And thank you for your help. Whatever we may personally think of the physiological aspect of the charismata—and I think that we of the Church of England are permitted a certain very considerable latitude of view—we know that the sharp points of ritual are not getting any easier to accommodate. Easter is always a busy time and I own the Lenten Confirmation visits—having to be discharged and intercalated with one's presence at Westminster—have taken it out of me considerably. And Easter always gives us a staff depleted by some form of catarrh. Catarrh and choirs have naturally an affinity. And the Dean really compelling me to put his office into commission, I have to look upon you as a kind of temporary and de facto Dean, don't I? I am sorry to encroach on your work...."


    "Not at all." The answer was more than genial, it was said from the heart. "At any time ... at any time."


    They were out from the mists of speculation and controversy into the bright sun of actuality and future firm hope. Canon Throcton dismissed from his mind the silly boy s talk and the Bishops kindly wish to protect his lamb. The Bishop waved genially to him as he left the spacious Carolingian study in which they had met. With real lightness of step he went down the fine carved stairway with its wide shallow steps. As he made his way across the lawn the high Cathedral clock chimed "Ding, Dong, Bell!" and to his mind set the words "De facto Dean."


    "As good as done," he murmured to himself. "And all by keeping one's temper, swallowing one's disappointment and waiting cheerfully for the best which is the real substitute for the good."


    When his mind, now fully at ease, ran back over the past highly-satisfactory conversation. He had made a good case for his studies and his standpoint. Not only was he clearly useful to the Bishop, he had now been able to show that he was sound, soundly within Anglicanism's ample bounds. But—his mind ran back onto the silly subject again—how odd young Halliwell had been fostering his father's folk-tales. The mission field—what a strange and indeed presumptuous vocation. They pick up more tares than they sow our own wheat. And what was it that used to be said at Cambridge of the three types of ordinands? Yes, that was it—the picked few who had fine enough intelligence to have succeeded in the lay world never went to parishes—they were given—like himself—dignities either in the Universities or in the Cathedral closes. The large middle lot became the ordinary parish clergy. The simplest of all that could only get a pass degree— they went out as missionaries, yes, to such places as Persia and China. Unteachable, and so unwaveringly convinced they would teach others.


    He smiled to himself as he paused before his own door. Quite apart from reason, common sense proved that there was no need for the compensations of superstition in a world where a rational insight, an understanding of men and sound scholarship made a clear path to preferment. As for health of the body—well there, as science went on, increasingly the medical profession could cover such risks and cancel such distresses. Dr. Wilkes was a lively enough mind. He smiled still further—"I wonder whether he is interested in the nice problem of euthanasia? I suppose we 'of the Cloth' would fight him, if he ventured to hint it—-but we have much to gain. When one is hale then one should be in office. Does that poor half-corpse in the Deanery really want to be kept living? Anyhow isn't it clear that my pleasure in the place while I am sound in wind and limb would add more to the sum of happiness than his semi-miserable semi-consciousness?"


    The Bishop had scarcely had time to settle himself at his desk before the door opened and Halliwell, his regulation black frock-coat breast-plated with a fan of papers, entered. But for a moment his master saw him as more and other than a messenger of business.


    "Halliwell, don't think I'm unaware of what St. Paul calls 'the mystery of Godliness.' Indeed it is the mystery, the profound mystery of it that keeps me, I sometimes think, among the moneychangers and the sellers of doves in the outer courts of the Temple!"


    "You think, Sir, there are real, direct experiences that are as authentic, perhaps more so—I mean more convincing than ever authority, by itself, can be?"


    "Ah, there's the rub. Mysticism ends in Rome or Rant. Oh, yes, there's something there. One day, if you become a Dean you'll have time to read William Law. He can certainly help our style. But our vision—I'm not so sure. Yes, there's a power of


    some sort to be found in, in the non-liturgical, non-verbal forms of prayer. But it's dangerous and we don't know how to handle it. Steam was a wonderful discovery but even when I was young steam-engines were always blowing up and killing people. Even in this Close of ours, look at some of them, the more zealous— queer, very queer. More religion, you say. Yes and no. Yes, if we knew more about it. No, if we only know what we now know. I know we ought to know. The Church of the Via Media is the Church of Knowledge—neither Authority nor Emotionalism. But look "


    The Chaplain glanced at the level eyes that questioned him, so clear in what they saw, so puzzled by the beyond which would not come into clear focus. Halliwell dropped his own to the papers he was holding just under his nose, "Yes, Sir, I see. I'd like to think it over. Anyhow," and he raised his eyes to his Lord and the corner of his mouth with a smile, while he fluttered the correspondence, "y ou will instruct me how to soothe the flutterings of some of these dovecots."


    The Bishop chuckled. "Perhaps, you know," he threw out as they plunged in, "perhaps humour may not be so far from holiness. It's certainly an ingredient of humility!"


    9


    THE SPRING WEATHER HAD NOW DECIDED DEFINITELY TO BEGIN—after a number of rather exasperating false starts. The whole Close therefore was far more cheerful—almost at its best. Indeed it was "A lovesome thing, God wot!" Poetry of such a calibre was at this time almost too much quoted by its inhabitants as crocuses took the place of snowdrops, then daffodils that of the crocuses, and hyacinths, narcissi and the first tulips completed the cycle of the bulbs.


    Miss Throcton felt the happiness too. She felt, also, that she might have real grounds, based on something more assured than an English spring. Her brother now seemed almost purposely trying to make up for his quick and sharp retreat into estrangement. Now with the brighter days their relationship seemed to have reached a degree of ease—if not of intimacy—that she never remembered before. She sometimes felt that he must almost consider her as his friend and companion. Day after day he would come and sit with her. He would stay on over their tea telling her of his work. And now a couple of times he had gone so far as to hint that the political sky being what it was, the Deanery expectation of life being what it was (and therefore it


    must ultimately be limited), and his work promising to be more widely known and appreciated—well, putting the three trends together you might almost extrapolate the line caused by the parallelogram of forces and see the formation of something that soon would be practically inevitable. And what would that mean for her? Well in other words this trajectory might move her out of the house she had so beautifully appointed—but not too far.


    To all this she kept a smiling, non-committal, unquestioning face, knowing too well to ask him to explain or enlarge, and feeling for him too deeply to let his hopes take form in actual words. She was really more of a realist than he and she felt that his mind was less armed against disappointment than her own.


    Certainly nothing outwardly seemed to point to the issue being decided one way or the other. The Dean seemed once more, with that infinite capacity for shamming death that sometimes characterizes nonagenarians, to have stabilized on a new low. Yet this pause on a still lower rung of life's ladder did not discourage the Canon.


    The Archdeacon continued zealous in his outlying work—"A true sheep-dog racing over the outlying pastures." said the Canon to his sister and she noticed that, though satirical, the voice was not ungenial. On his side, since his talk with the Bishop the Canon gave plenty of attention to the Cathedral. By nature commanding and able to manage well enough anything that he thought worth while mastering, he had no difficulty in keeping the queer team under him at the pace and in the step he thought right. Everyone looked upon him now as being virtually in command and, as most people who are routineers like being managed and only give trouble if not controlled, he was on the whole approved.


    "If you know your own mind people will save themselves the trouble of consulting their own," he remarked to his sister.


    'Well," she consented, "I suppose if anywhere a hierarchy should rule it would te in a Close."


    Himself he often counselled, 'It may he a little tedious, hut detail now mustn't he neglected. With the prize at one's fingertips it would be criminal carelessness to neglect any precaution. Every small efficiency goes to build up inevitability. The place has not been so well run for fifty years—perhaps never. And when the end comes to this long hiatus why the transit will hardly be noticed. What has become actual will merely he formalized and the services which I've rendered will merely be given their recognition—after which I in turn will be able to rest in my scholarship and appoint someone else as my vicar!"


    Even when the Archdeacon was home he was pleasantly passive and never challenged what was being done. He seemed too tired, or preoccupied, by his extramural work to pay attention to what was taking form in the Precincts themselves.


    Nor could Dr. Wilkes, sounding for impatience, be sure that he detected any increase in congestion of temper. He and Throe-ton nearly always stopped and spoke as they passed now-a-days. So the physician on being found coming from the Deanery saw an opportunity for taking, as he put it to himself, that pulse of spirit that can be read in the face. He remarked with a humour meant to appear as a disguised condolence while in reality to provoke a possible reaction, "I have never known such a staunch-less fund of suspended animation! Wherever the Very Reverend soul may now be, the animal vitality now at hay and bed is certainly managing to keep the decanal body still undecomposed."


    The Canon was not to be drawn either into theological speculation or human self-pity. His mind, that when unsettled had made him give way to that outbreak with his sister, was now certain of itself because so sure of its prospects, With something like supple geniality he then side-stepped the suggested condolence by turning the conversation on himself.


    "I believe I am the one resident of these Precincts who consistently keeps you 'professionally at a distance."


    The tone might "be taken for that of easy friendship and certainly caused the Doctor grateful pleasure. But his gratitude did not move him to become unsteadily indiscreet. He was aware that, though he had not been rebuffed but rather welcomed, his probe had met resistance under the genial surface. His counter-move was clear. It would still be well and wise to share every detail of the superslow descent of the Dean to decease. Yes, there was no doubt about that. But it would be wiser not to speak of another's condition which interested and puzzled him far more —that of the Archdeacon. It was a hunch, but of the sort that he had never found at fault. And if the Canon, au fond, was not going to trust him, well it would certainly be wiser to keep this stranger issue to himself,


    As he went on his way he too indulged in what he would call a piece of social diagnosis. Rooks were already squabbling in the tops of the lime-trees for favourable nest sites. "Mr. Darwin is right." he remarked aloud alone. "There's not merely the vitality of each individual but there's the struggle between the individuals in the group—the group is a kind of body and generally in poorer shape than its constituents because the members war one with another as St. Paul, isn't it? says. There's still 'an unreduced dislocation between those two important members of this queer Cathedral body, I suppose I ought not have spoken to Canon Throcton first about this. But then I didn't realize this inflammation, and the Bishop was away. Now it would serve no purpose ... do harm. You can only give true inside information if you are giving it to a true insider, not to one alienated by ill will. Yet someone ought to be told. The Bishop is available now."


    His steps had taken him out of the Close and by a lane that skirted round the garden walls of the Palace, He had no more patients to see that morning. Why not ask if the Bishop was at


    home and would be able to see him for ten minutes. He felt a little shy and even clandestine. Well it would be all the better to get over it. If the Bishop said he could not see him then he would think over further what should be done.


    But the answer came down that he should go up. And the interview turned out well, confirming his hope. Bishop Bendwell was gracious, concerned, thanked him for coming and agreed that they should keep the matter "entre nous"


    "And what do you think should be done, Dr. Wilkes?"


    "Rest, My Lord; when the body is showing signs of hesitancy in its resilience then we must give it more time. Every fatality begins with fatigue."


    "But no archdeaconry can be a rest-post, though men have no doubt turned such mobile commissions into sessile wards and even cubicles and not been removed. I cannot have it held again by one who is not strong enough to do the work. I don't understand . . ." he went on, almost to himself, "I don't understand. I picked him because he was still youngish and seemed a man of outstanding energy—a better choice for the hard work of die office than any—that could have been suitable. Then that curious indisposition as soon as he took office. And now again, according to you, he seems to be ailing?"


    "I don't know, My Lord, if I would use quite so strong a term as ailing. But certainly not now with his full energy .. . depleted , . . enervated . . ."


    "Well what is your diagnosis?"


    "I think, My Lord, I would rather not yet define my views to that extent. I am observing, not as yet prescribing. And if I may say so, I have come to you not merely as a possible informant but to ask for your insight. Still I might offer a prognostic. You know that there are preconsumptive, precancerous, preanaemic conditions when a touch may send the organism one way or the other, when some slight shock or strain may suddenly precipitate amanifest morbidity, which rest and peace of mind would have permitted to dissipate. That's the state I hold him to be in. You see it is on the very borders of my field and, if I may say, where it adjoins that of the Church. Alas we are usually called in when the enemy has already taken all but the citadel and then are asked to oust him."


    "In brief you mean that prevention is better than cure?"


    The Doctor nodded a trifle crest-fallen that the man of the pulpit should have been more succinct than he of the pharmacy. The Bishop was silent. Then he rose. "Thank you again for coming. Please say nothing of this to anyone. I will see what can be done. It is difficult Of course . . ." and now he was again almost talking to himself, "There are others through the diocese; two or three that might fill the post—but, but. -..." Then turning to the door, and giving the Doctor his hand, 'Well, good-bye. We will no doubt have time for another consultation on this matter. There is nothing to be feared at once?"


    "Oh no. We have time, certainly. It was because I wished that you, My Lord, should have the earliest advices that I ventured to call. Thank you for granting me this consultation when we can see ahead."


    But they could not. There was not time. True, the Archdeacon remained much the same. But not the Dean. Without word or warning while one of his great-nieces was reading to him—or to be more exact reading in the presence of the body on the bed— for the hundredth time Jane Austen's Emma, she noticed as she rose quietly at the ending of the usual evening portion that the coverlet was no longer being raised and let fall however slightly.


    The Dean was at last undeniably, certifiably dead.


    The Archdeacon was naturally back in the Close for the funeral, and, as at such times the worthies of the city liked to make prophecies as to who would go next, his pale appearance gained him quite a few votes for this ultimate preferment TheBishop eyed him too, and solicitously agreed, when asked to give an interview. "Come over at once," he replied, as they unrobed in the vestry, and Canon Throcton had gone out to see to those minutiae of routine which everyone now took for granted were his concern.


    In the Palace the younger man turned to his superior, "I should never have taken the post. I have tried to do my duty..."


    "You have; you have," The Bishop was both concerned and embarrassed. Was there going to be a nervous breakdown? As were most of those men who survived to reach the higher levels of Anglicanism, he was bland. Blandness is a curious and rather fine glaze which to the casual eye is assumed to have a base of dullness or indifference. The reverse is the truth. It is generally the patina or exprecipitation produced by a sensitive and waxy nature exposed to situations in which a frank response is impossible. It is their defence against "the corrosion of the world's dull stain." A double price is paid: the bright, clear response to events is lost—that unguarded reaction of the innocent—and also, under this crust of circumspect culture, the repressed sensitiveness hurts the man, making him dread any show of emotion. The tougher the nail, the quicker the quick. Perhaps then the Bishop's only passionate revulsion was for what he called with a monosyllabic emphasis, alien to his pulpit style, "Scenes." But he was not to be spared.


    "I should never have taken it," the voice rose to that thin whine that in a dog's distress immediately precedes the full howl.


    "But you have done well. YouVe simply strained yourself a little too much—that's all—the willing horse, you know. Just learn to take it in your stride. You'll get the pace...."


    "No, no, I must tell you; you are our Father-in-God. Do you, My Lord, remember that night last year when I dared to counsel you against making the appointment which you thought might be required of you. I was wrong, very wrong. The office belongedto him by a certain prescriptive right—and you were right...."


    "I don't think I can enter into that now." The Bishop felt that he might and should let his immunity of position he known unmistakably. Health was one thing; policy quite another. "Besides"—as he saw the poor man's face draw into an even deeper mope—"Besides, I can assure you that the person to whom I presume you are referring bears not the slightest hard feeling. I cannot of course infringe even on the frontiers of confidence but I must ask you with my authority to believe that."


    The appeal for faith was not well received; indeed it led to something like a resumption of the storm. Perhaps the man was going to have a real bout of hysteria, here in his study. It was the incongruousness of the thing that made Bishop Bendwell feel something like gooseflesh under his gaiters. He could meet crises as well as any man provided he felt himself on familiar ground. But Anglicanism has naturally never thought of having an answer to insanity. Its success, and it was not inconsiderable, lay in its power to disregard the abnormal.


    The voice rose in its thin intensity, "I beg you, My Lord, I beg you to let him have what I know he desired, this wretched office."


    "But what of you?" the Bishop asked with that kind of kindliness that is at the edge of exasperation. The Canonry that Simp-kins had evacuated when he took the archidiaconal stall was already filled by one of the deserving diocesan clergy. The other man simply hung his head. He looked like a chased animal completely spent, not caring whether it is caught or no. After a pause he did speak but mainly in a mutter and to himself.


    "It all started the moment I took office. I had a guilty conscience, I could feel his resentment and had to own I deserved it—a guilty conscience, fatal for any religious work. I am ready to resign."


    The Bishop's concern became acute enough to overcome his


    suppressed fear of emotion. Something must be done. The man couldn't be let drift till he was no use to himself and had gone outside any help that the Bishop would be at liberty to grant. There was one thing that could be done. It was really not out of the question and this crisis made it necessary to break through conventions—after all David did eat the shewbread and the Highest Authority condoned the breach of ecclesiastical order. He got up and put his hand on the huddled shoulder of the man who was still crouching in his chair. His sympathy grew as he felt the thinness of the muscle and the poor tone of the sinews. "Believe me, it will come all right and trust me as your Father-in-God. I will do all I can to get the matter settled satisfactorily."


    As the Archdeacon had gone into the Palace his wife had called at the Throcton residence. When brother and sister had come in from the funeral the Canon had gone straight to his study saying that he would not be down to tea as he must now settle a number of pressing details. He was already having to give a considerable part of his time to the Cathedral's agenda and the actual death of the Dean had rapidly increased the dependency that the staff now put on the accepted successor, The organist, naturally the last of the crew to be reduced to obedience, had now—as often happens—become a constant asker for interviews. Indeed Canon Throcton was discovering that it may be less fatiguing to carry on campaigns against rebels than to manage every detail for slaves. Now, however, that it must be a matter of no more than a fortnight before the prize was awarded him, he was determined to finish with finish. Once appointed, once de jure, then let who will manage the finicking detail. Till then if the sub-verger couldn't light a candle or mark the right Lesson without the match being lit for him or the marker put in the proper page—well he would be at every underling's shoulder. He would oversee every detail right up to the


    day on which, with the effrontery of Absolute Power, "The Crown" (whose real name happened to be Benjamin ben Israel) informed the Chapter that it was free to elect the person chosen for them to choose.


    The organist proved as long-winded as his Voluntaries. The Canon began to wish quite strongly for his tea. He would not, and by his social station was indeed forbidden to, offer the organist any refreshment. Miss Throcton was, however, on this occasion relieved that he was detained. She felt determined to remedy the unkindness into which at the last visit she felt she had drifted. Besides, surely Mrs. Simpkins would not have called again in so short a time and after so "short'' a parting, had there not been a sufficiently unusual reason. Perhaps she needed help. The putty-coloured face of the Archdeacon came into her mind—not an attractive impression but not without appeal. In her resolution to do better she was, however, more than taken at her word. Miss Throcton began to find that she was losing sight of her objective, indeed really losing sight of her guest, as she became involved with herself, contemptuous of her own contempt. Why did the poor Archdeaconess (what.a dismal tide and yet no doubt her guest would like it), why did the poor woman grate qn her? From the moment her ill-shaped button-boots squeaked across the floor to that other equally protracted moment when she had equally noisy trouble with her veil and the tea, those small, wordless contretemps that feed contempt and prepare us for overt acts of ill will, followed without relief. So when the visitor —the preliminary speech-conventions exhausted—volunteered a remark it was inevitably unhappy.


    "What strange tea!—almost like stale pepper. It quite caught my breath!"


    "It's China."


    "I always say to my husband, 'If we have been given an Empire and have given India the Gospel, we owe it to them to drink their tea."


    "I don't quite see the inference?"


    The subacid reply-question led to a succession of ever-widening exchanges. From tea to theology the steps were short and swift. "My husband has found a shocking state of affairs in the diocese. It has worn him down. It seems that we who live a sheltered life can't have any notion. . . ."


    "Of what?"


    "Why, Romanism among the clergy and, in consequence, open infidelity among the laity. That is what we pay, for letting our Protestantism go out of our preaching. Scholarship may have its place, but it can't win souls. What then is it doing in the pulpit!"


    "I thought that SL Paul said we were to give a reason for the faith that is in us?"


    "If we have one!" The Archdeaconess ruffled her magenta plumes. Her taste in colour was aniline. Her hostess preferred Pre-Raphaelite tones. Suddenly Miss Throcton's sense of humour won respite from complete break-down. The nodding purple bonnet—giving a culmination of apoplectic colouring to the flushed face from which it reared—the poor Archdeaconess looked like a cornered hen. A hen with its back to the wall loses a great deal of its normal silliness for it is usually defending its chicks. Humour often rouses interest and interest may warm into charity.


    "Yes," Miss Throcton found herself saying, "faith is the crux, isn't it? St. James says faith can heal not only the soul but the body also, doesn't he?" Her surface mind felt that she must have said this to lead her ruffled guest off controversy and to ground on which they could agree. For the Close had lately closed ranks when one of the most troublesome of the ritualistic parish clergy had begun to anoint his sick with consecrated oils. Her deep


    mind was signalling up to her some stranger significance when she was distracted by a sudden change in the fat homely face confronting her. It wasn't relaxation: it was increased tension. Fuss had been replaced by fear. Through the show of defiance was now emerging the real reason for the visit.


    "You don't believe that stuff!" Then feeling that this Anglo-Saxon brevity was crude, "I mean—oh I don't know!"


    The fat face went into a third phase and by far the most surprising of the three it had registered. It actually became dignified. Miss Throcton stared. Some basically powerful emotion had risen and, as the tide floods the shore, all the petty confusions were gone. Further it was evident that the emotional tide was a double one, a blend of the two most powerful feelings, love and fear. Mrs. Simpkins was not going to break down or up. Under some extreme pressure the commonplace carbon of her normal temperament was becoming crystal.


    "Can I be of any help?" Mrs. Simpkins' call had been so clear though unspoken that her hostess felt no hesitation.


    "Thank you, and forgive my being so upset. I don't know why I came to you. I don't know about healing but I do feel sometimes sure about guidance. I had to come here—as you see against my will, I don't know if you can help, help . . . but you could, maybe, help me."


    Miss Throcton went over and put her hand on her guest's shoulder. The other looked up and Miss Throcton was struck by the dignity of the face raised to hers. True, the eyes had tears in them and pouches under them. But the lifting up of the head removed all heaviness from cheek, jaw and chin. It was not beautiful but it was tragic. And the whole cast and turn of feature expressed a real strength—all the more convincing because quite unsuspected. The voice, too, agreed now with the expression, "I am sure my husband is gravely ill. That is what I came to say last time but hadn't the courage. And now it's worse. I haven't


    any doubts about it. His father died—some mysterious condition of the blood—at his age. He won't face it yet but I know he knows. I love him but I'm frightened, too. I know it's wrong. I mean I'm frightened in the wrong way—about the wrong thing. We're poor. He made his way. His father was a carpenter, I was, I was a small governess, I mean I went to poor families who could pay very little. We have no savings. My mother was ill a long time before she died. . . ."


    Miss Throcton knelt beside her guest's chair. Mrs. Simpkins now looked down at her own hands in her lap. They were finer, more descriptive and more worn than her face. She had taken off her gloves. The fingers had been well and strongly shaped and also well and heavily used. "If my husband fails now we have nowhere to go. I am sorry, but it frightens me. The Close has always despised us. My husband, if he is to recover, needs my faith, I know, and it's going. I have no friends."


    Miss Throcton put her hand on the hands that lay folded before her.


    "You are wondering why I came to you. Perhaps it's harder to tell you than it would be to ask for, for help. Of course it's an appeal for help but not for the kind of help people usually ask for. I came here because I was sure I had to. I didn't want to. I knew you could help. But, you see, I wasn't sure you would. No, listen to me now and then judge. I've said, my husband's ill—more ill than he dare face. But also more ill—ill in a different way than he knows. He had, you may remember, a very nasty attack in the early winter. He was more ill than the doctor knew. The skin trouble was only a symptom. I know. I slept with him—at least he slept and I was kept awake by his talking in his sleep."


    The speaker's voice, too, had become thin, monotonous as though reciting aloud a reverie rather than addressing a listener. But at this point Mrs. Simpkins roused herself, withdrew herhands from under the other's and looking sideways at her asked, "Do you know what he said again and again. 'He hates me: he will have his revenge. Skin for skin. Perhaps I'm wrong but I was frightened. For the words, though they sound silly, oh they were said with such fear. So I asked him, What's wrong?' I thought at first he might he awake. But you know sleep-talkers answer if you speak to them. He rambled on, 'He hates me. He won't forgive me. He always despised me. I took what he claimed. And now he'll be revenged!"


    She stopped. The two women looked at each other. Miss Throcton took again the hands that lay in the other's lap. "You want my brother to stop disliking your husband."


    She looked steadily into the slightly bloodshot eyes, past their weary commonplaceness to their profound anxiety. "I will be frank. My brother was, was upset by the appointment. But please believe me, he has now quite overcome the feeling. I can give you my word for it. He has in fact told me that he considers your husband as the man for the Archdeaconry, and not himself."


    The other looked at her first with doubt, but doubt in which relief began to struggle with growing success. Miss Throcton was a person hard to mistrust for long.


    "Then, after all, it may clear?"


    "I am sure you may reassure him completely on that score."


    Mrs. Simpkins gave her hostess' face a last searching look, then turned her hands to hold the one that rested on them and rose.


    "I am deeply grateful."


    For the first time the voice was unsteady. Miss Throcton took the two hands in hers. They went to the door together.


    Returning to her seat after the maid had let her visitor out into the street she sat doing nothing, until round the door her domestic's face appeared at what physiognomists call the angle


    of enquiry, "Oh yes, Mary, you may take the tea things. The Canon is detained by a caller."


    Then her mind went back to consider her own caller. Well, she had wished, yes, she had asked—and to be frank she had asked out of wounded self-love at her own failure in what she prided, her courtesy—she has asked that she might have an opportunity to remedy this faux pas. And her wish, her rather perfunctory prayer, had been answered? She smiled, recalling the Scotch story of the minister who prayed for rain and, a cloudburst following, was heard adding, "But moderately, dear Lord, moderately." She could not deny that it was an opportunity. But she doubted whether she would have asked for one so considerable. What an odd and really rather unpleasant incident had emerged. How her brother would laugh with more force than pleasantness at what to him would be an utterly farcical story. She was glad that he would never know this new evidence of the uneducated vulgarity, the uncultured weakness toward superstition that still vitiated minds such as the Simpkinses. But the poor woman was in real enough distress and had needed reassurance. She was glad she had been available: particularly glad, yes thankful, that she had been able to reassure the poor thing—in fact had been able to quote her brother. It proved beyond a doubt, even to the frightened woman, that the morbid fear of, obviously, a highly nervous man—with some constitutional weakness—had been quite groundless. She had heard that such reassurances, when they can be given with complete sincerity, often prove the decisive factor in dispelling quite grave states of mind. She was resigned that now she must show something more than conventional courtesy to Mrs. Simpkins.


    "Poor things," she thought, "with all their nervous reactions and anxieties: so uncertain of themselves and their future! One isn't grateful enough for the security that birth, health, education and position give. One takes too many good things for


    granted. Well, I can show some gratitude by being kinder to them. I did fear at one time that Charles might show his disappointment by loruscjuerie of some sort. But, thank heaven, that's all past now. And it's an odd little finish that I should be let put the matter right and close it. We women are thought to be touchy, taking to the vapours and hysteria when offered marriage or any distinct attention and to our beds and consumption when we're not But men seem just as emotional."


    The Bishop would not have disagreed with her had she stood beside him as he watched the drooping figure of the Archdeacon pass across the Palace garden and go out of its gate. He, too, suspected with the Doctor that there might be quite as much emotion, as infection, in the Archdeacon's debility. Well, all the more reason for putting his plan into action. Practical sympathy, doing for the ailing something that showed your consideration, could often do more for them than most of the pharmacopoeia. What he had planned was no doubt difficult but would serve very neatly if it could be effected. He certainly wasn't a timid man and he knew that once you had made up your mind about a plan, the sooner it is put into effect the better. He would make the whole approach as gracious as possible—an appeal for cooperative assistance, not an instruction. He wouldn't, therefore, send for his colleague in this negotiation. He would himself call.


    Ten minutes after his decision he was in Canon Throcton's study. The organist was still with him as the Bishop was shown in. The Canon was pleased. He could rid himself of his too dutiful captive: the captive would see the Bishop coming to consult him; the Bishop would see the de facto Dean indefatigably in action, unwearyingly attentive to Cathedral detail.


    He waved the musician out of the door and led the master of the Precincts to a chair. The Bishop also saw, in the little scene, an opportune opening.


    "Ah, Canon, I see I've come on one more item of fresh evidence of your gift and care for administration. Everything in the Cathedral is now overseen, and everyone feels they have a real rector to keep them in line." The Canon smiled. "Do you know," the Bishop sat back in his chair and gave his voice that tone with which we convey that we may have been wrong and our listener the better judge, "Do you know, I think I must have been mistaken. After all, organization may be your forte. Several of my colleagues on the Bench seemed to be headed for high scholarship. Then the call, 'Triend, go up higher' came . . . and I can say that few men who have the gift, the vocation, for administration, would exchange it for mere scholarship. The scholar is a looker-on and at an irrevocable past. The man who manages makes the present."


    Canon Throcton's easy mood felt a slight chill of incomprehension. Could there be some new device, one of those modem things, to make him a Suffragan Bishop? He who did not want to be a Diocesan, why just for the sake of lawn sleeves, to have to rush about as a kind of kite's tail to Bendwell's energetic peregrinations!


    "I am well content to 'let my due feet never fail to tread the studious cloister's pale.'"


    "But if natural aptitude and native generosity both should indicate a wider field, I am sure you would accept."


    Then, seeing that the Canon's first agreeability was now obviously becoming overclouded with a startled puzzlement, Bishop Bendwell judged the time had come to be definite, concise. "I am sure you are not unaware of the general state of the Archdeacon's health—puzzling, mysterious indeed, and possibly grave." The Canon did know it. "I am sure you sympathize with such a state."


    The Canon did not, and, as his assent had been slight to the first proposition it was slighter to the second. Besides, what he ,had now heard showed him that he had grounds for further irritation. Could he trust no one? He had taken for granted that his unbending to Dr. Wilkes had bound that source of information never to be so disloyal as to give news to others before the latest bulletin was first offered to the first dignitary who had ever treated him with any sign of intimacy. He felt the resentment which a civil servant feels when some wretched member of the police dares to write, over his head, to the chief of the department.


    The climate of friendliness now fell rapidly until it sank almost to freezing. The Bishop felt that he had tried to the point of weakness to make his subordinate offer cheerfully what he must accept once it was issued as a command. His authority was being challenged. Evidently this arrogant scholar had once more decided as to what he felt he had a right to be given. The needs of the diocese, let alone those of a sick colleague, weighed with him not at all. Sympathy and self-respect both urged him to act now as the disciplinarian. Yet he was a good-tempered man and competently sure of himself and his dignity. He had never blustered or scolded in his life. But he had often spoken with unsmiling and effective decision. He would put the matter quite plainly,"You see, I am sure, the situation. And I surely may still feel that I can and must rely on your loyalty to co-operate. Your care with the Cathedral has shown that you have the gift of administration. You have put it in order.. . ."


    "That a fresh invalid may let it relapse?"


    "It is a restricted field. What you have done will last. The Archdeaconry offers work I need to have done. The Deanery will offer quiet occupation. . . ."


    "But not only is he now a semi-invalid, he is no scholar."


    "Please let us attend to you and your gifts. You are an administrator. I must think first for the diocese. Do for me there what you have done for the Close here. As it is a question ofdiocesan efficiency I have no doubt I will be able to see that the matter is made plain to the Prime Minister."


    It was the last gleam of persuasion before coercion. Though exasperated and feeling that he was trapped, the Canon had also throughout his life never openly let fall his outward caution. He must gain time. He saw that he could refuse and get nothing. The offer was a kind of sorry compensation for having been given the Deanery in all but word and then having it filched away. What a fool he had been not to have disguised better that he had desired the Archdeaconry and had resented it going to that other. Yes, he must think out this sudden and most unpleas-ing capsize of a plan that had seemed sailing straight into port. He bowed, to the still-seated Bishop, as he himself rose—a kind of ceremonious dismissal.


    "I am—please, My Lord, be assured—deeply aware of your consideration for us your ailing flock. I am sure you will give me a little time to consider in silence, in prayer, this offer prompted by generosity, but, as you see, so unexpected that it has slightly left me at a loss" Then, seeing that he could with safety go a little further in relief of his feelings, "My need for an hour or two's reflection—if you will grant me as much—is due to the fact that I had come so completely round to the view you did express to me—that I was temperamentally unsuited for rural administrative work."


    The Bishop had risen too. "We used to say at college that any of the fellows could take any of the administrative posts if he really wished to do so." He turned to the door saying with quiet authority that had in it more than a touch of moral force, "I believe in this case you will find this to be so and I know that you will be doing a kindness to everyone concerned."


    However, to be told that you could be kind, when normal selfishness has been inflamed to keen resentment, is to talk of the joys of exercise to a victim of the gout. It was too late fortea—and anyhow he did not want his sister s company. Nor when he had seen his weighty guest to the door did he feel he could go back to his desk. The early evenings were drawing out and the air was mild. He would take a walk. He might relieve the mood of severe congestion caused by all the prospects of the future appearing equally unattractive. He was striding along, his mind turned inward on this problem. It was not, then, till he was accosted that he saw the Doctor standing in his path. Evidently Dr. Wilkes did not suspect that he had fallen from his place of almost-confidant to almost-suspect. But he had judged that the time had come when it could be wiser to speak to the Canon about the Archdeacon's health, or lack of it—for anyhow the Archdeacon had reached that state of debility when self-pity makes the patient a constant publisher of his condition.


    "I'm now uneasy about Archdeacon Simpkins—more, considerably more, than earlier. Indeed some step may have to be taken—in regard to his work and rest—if he is to be saved from a serious breakdown and, maybe, permanent invalidism, indeed from something, something even more final. A litde while ago I felt that he was falling so rapidly into a despondency which makes the physician's task almost impossible, that as I had had medical reasons for going to the Palace, I ventured to raise the problem of his health to the Bishop. I'm sure you, too, will realize that here we have a condition that can be tackled with most hope of success if we can spare the sufferer all exertion and worry, and yet not in any wise alarm him; as he might well be, if he thought of himself as being consigned definitely to the 'sick-wing.'"


    "The Deanery has now a well-matured reputation as an environment wherein suspended animation easily becomes a second and enduring nature."


    The remark was neither witty nor wise but it gave the Canon's companion an insight he needed. And the Canon himself, feeling that he had gone too far in show of his resentment and reflecting that the Doctor had, after all, cleared himself to a great extent by making a clean breast of his Palace conference, relented into friendliness.


    "You think it is vital that he have rest and yet just sufficient interest?"


    "Well, let me be frank. Several times I have ventured to give you my medical confidence, and you have been good enough to help me with your advice. I am now inclined to think that here we have a further and grave step in what had been maturing for some time. I would not be at all surprised if the whole thing started with that strange small trouble when he was first appointed, you remember. These circulatory cases can show such symptoms. And he is of the age—just over forty—when one of the most pervasive of diseases—I mean one that can have the most widely diversified symptoms—does appear, pernicious anaemia. We know little of it and can do somewhat less. Common anaemia, for that we have a number of well-tried helps, and, maybe, cures. But with the pernicious form or forms—we can do little. But I have a feeling that there is a stage when say the common form or one of them, turns into a deadly type. But the whole matter is very mysterious. Pernicious anaemia, you probably know, pervades the whole system—it attacks the marrow of the bones, the digestion is out of order, the patient though may grow fat, the spinal cord very often becomes involved. The victim may die of exhaustion in a state of protracted unconsciousness, the mind seeming to fade away, or he may be ended by a rapid paralysis spreading up the body—it is certainly very confusing."


    He paused, lost in the no man's land where the general state of that unknown necessity we call health meets specific attacks from a masked enemy. He was roused by the Canon's voice, "Your prognosis, in this case?"


    'Well, I have told you." He spoke now with the authoritative voice of the explorer that has at least penetrated into the dark far further than he who questions. 'We must give him every chance. Exhaustion must be highly dangerous for him. For the body's total resources are now engaged on some internal front fighting for life. But, frankly, I am uneasy. Maybe what we should aim at, if we are not to raise false hopes in our hearts, is prolonging life, not. . . ." Then he smiled, 'Well, of course, that is all any of us can have—a reprieve, not a permanent recovery. In a way, just by the process of the calendar, we are all losing ground!"


    The Canon had, however, heard enough. It was the particular news he desired—not a homily on humanity but the life-expectation of one man. He said good-bye quite graciously but definitely: he wanted at once to be by himself. He walked for some considerable time till it was fully dark and then came in pleasantly tired and not uncontent. There would be just time before changing for dinner to write that note.


    After five minutes at his desk he rang the bell. While it was being answered he read over what he had written:


    MY DEAR LORD BISHOP:


    You will, I know, forgive me if, this afternoon, I was too surprised at the generous offer you made me, to accept it instantly. Nor do I think you wished me to act with anything that might be called precipitation. I am aware—as I know you are—that I am no administrator. And, though my own desire (natural in a scholar) to avoid the feeling that he has, as the phrase goes, been "put on the shelf," made me wish to be of use and to be tried in diocesan employ, and I was therefore left with a sense of disappointment when you, with greater wisdom, passed me over for another, time has removed all shadow of doubt of your perfect tightness. It is to that judgment that I am again trusting when you would now offer what then you had to deny. I have sought the guidance.. ..


    The reader paused in his delivery and said in another tone of voice as though speaking to and answering some person quite other than the Bishop, 'Well, I have and certainly gained an answer." He resumed,


    . . . the guidance which you had already won before you came to see me. And I realize that, as your authority is greater than mine, so has been your insight. In these circumstances I am prepared—as you justly said—to attempt to fulfill those unfamiliar duties, which so often yield with profit, to those who have the humility to accept that which has been laid upon them by no choice of their own. Believe me, My Lord, your obedient son in God,


    CHARLES A. THROCTON


    The knock came at the door just as he had repeated his own name. He sealed the letter and as the door opened to his "Come in." he held out the envelope. "Mary, see that the boy takes this over to the Palace at once and asks that it be taken up to the Bishop."


    



    AT DINNER HIS SISTER WAS FURTHER REASSURED, THOUGH HEgranted her no information. The present was not in his view. But he was in doubt how far he should look into the future. He felt he must make an effort to settle that doubt. He could certainly add to his general information enlarging his interests as a whole. And certainly there were grounds for a hope. His sister as clearly felt his cheerfulness. She even felt that he was sufficiently at ease with himself, sufficiently satisfied that he might have some spare interest for the misfortunes of others.


    "I had another call from Mrs. Simpkins this afternoon." Not even his "Then, though I knew it not, I was granted the better part with the organist and no tea," discouraged her, "I own I have wished to avoid her as much as courtesy would allow."


    "Certainly you two have nothing in common. You may not have inherited the Throcton brains, Laetitia, nor would they be much help to a woman. But you have undoubtedly been given the good taste which seems to be even more strongly a matter of heredity, of breeding. So we complement each other—if you will forgive me for what I suppose if we were not brother and sister would be called a left-handed compliment."


    She began to answer but he ran on in that tone of irony that was the surest symptom of his spirits being "good." "And the Simpkinses match each other too. Perhaps there is a particular place where are made those matches that can only be called happy in their odd mutual aptitude. It certainly wouldn't be heaven but some kind of limbo where a demiurge with a prettier sense of humour than of beauty, works out his entertaining designs. The Elder Church would allow you to keep house for me even if you were not my sister because you have attained-to what is called canonical age. I think that Mrs. Simpkins might be called one of those women who was born with canonical looks. From adolescence she must have been qualified by an appearance that suited her to being a housekeeper and nothing else."


    "But she's very unhappy, very frightened." she broke in, his note of mockery, after this afternoon's visit, jarring her into interruption. "She fears her husband is really ill."


    He seemed about to say something more, but suddenly his mind must have changed. "Well, well, I suppose every hen lives in a panic for fear her chick has picked up something unhealthy. As they have no children, naturally she has nothing to do but to fuss over him."


    Miss Throcton felt it was wise to be content that her brother allowed the poor woman some virtue and to her husband no greater health-risk than the oversolicitude of his wife. Evidently the Canon had noticed nothing in the Archdeacon except perhaps such fatigue as might be expected—and mean no harm— in one who had thrown himself perhaps too eagerly into a task made onerous by former protracted neglect. She steered the conversation then into the safer waters of the weather. Her brother followed her out onto these harmless reaches of human ignorance and speculation. For his mind was fully occupied with further particular questioning.


    The problem as to how far he must look into the future he


    tried to settle next morning. To some extent he was able to do so by a visit to the Cathedral library. He recalled from visits made when he was first appointed to a stall, that this strange lodgment of folio and quarto flotsam contained the books of one of his predecessors, books which might aid his inquiry—an inquiry which he would prefer to make without having to mention it to any—as he would have to did he apply to any more official library. This predecessor had been—before he took Holy Orders and his Doctorship of Divinity—a Doctor of Medicine. His care for the soul had not lessened his interest in the body and the cure granted him had brought with it both an amount of leisure and of stipend that permitted him to pursue as a student what he had ceased to practice as a profession. This association resulted in a fine private library of pharmacy and pathology. So when death forbade him any longer so to study and to accumulate he left to the Cathedral the fruits of the income it had granted him. It was to this collection that Canon Throcton went. And in the quiet of the unfrequented room, into which he had to let himself with a rusted key, he did find the oracle for which he was seeking. There was quite a good deal of information here about diseases of the blood, of the anaemias and of course of the pernicious form or forms. Yes, it struck usually between forty and sixty: there was no known cure, at least to date: it was multiform in its attack: the mind became comatose: the digestion was certainly affected: indeed some fault in assimilation might be one of the causes of the entire condition: the spinal cord might gradually go out of action— creeping paralysis, "scissor walk." and of course the blood itself showed degenerative changes, etc. Yes, yes, all very interesting. .. . But. .,. Ah, here it was—the attack could be mitigated and brief ameliorations often achieved by giving arsenic. But the patient, once the condition had become unmistakably evident to his medical adviser, generally died within the year.


    He closed the large quarto, already itself smelling of decay, and put it back in its place with some little caution to see it fitted to its exact dust-marked frontiers. As he left the library and crossed the Close lawn, he thought, One year? Not enough time for me to lose the thread of my own work; not to get into too much boredom-cum-confusion over my archidiaconal duties. I shall have sown my good will and have gained for good that of the powers that be. Yes, Fabius Maximus must be my master of strategy. I will wait. Maybe all these delays and apparent thwart-ings have only been, as it were, traverses to make my approach to the quiet citadel more securely inevitable.


    As he intended so he did. Nor had the Bishop been wrong. As an able man the Canon could turn his attention to the not too difficult routine of the country-side administrative duties, provided that a twelve-month was the length of the sentence, and the reward a return on a higher level to the precentorial amenities.


    Neither did the first few months go badly. He did not even have to meet the new Dean, who almost as soon as he was installed followed his predecessor's example, taking to his bed. With a not uncheerful malice he remarked to Dr. Wilkes, 'We might call the Dean's stall not a stall but a bed!"


    He forgot that he had said that suspended animation brooded over the Deanery—not death. He had also overlooked the fact that the Doctor might take his Hippocratic oath more seriously than a scholar felt that he must take his to the Thirty-nine Articles. Dr. Wilkes was certainly not less interested in this particular case. There had been much that had puzzled him in it. And now that pernicious anaemia seemed to be the enemy who was to give the coup de grdce, the Doctor was determined to fight the battle out to a finish. He was a bit of an original, too; enjoying his liberty as a general practitioner to attack his enemies, the diseases on any part of their lines.


    "Discipline, diet, drugs," he remarked to his wife. 'Those are the three sectors of our front. Why confine ourselves, as it were, to the last ditch!"


    "Yes," she replied, for she was well above the average of the Cathedral wives, let alone those of the small settlement that called itself a city because of the monster church that sat on it, "you're certainly not that every third doctor who's said to be an atheist."


    "Well, I take the man as a whole—have to. And what a piece of work is man. And who but a Creator could ever have made him. . . . That's plumb, physiological sense to my mind. When they can make one cell, then I'll begin to attend to their quack that the body is a machine and the brain secretes thought as the liver bile!"


    "What's on your mind?" she asked shrewdly. For when one day he told her that if a woman made a generality she always had some one person in her mind's eye, she had replied smilingly that any human being was like that, unless one had abstracted himself from living by too much theory and too little observation.


    She was a companion of his head as well as of his board and bed. So he replied without hesitation, "The new Dean, lately Archdeacon, and, as an accompaniment, the new Archdeacon, lately Canon. The first ought never have become ill." He paused a moment then added, "The second is not ill but maybe will be —or perhaps I'd be more cautious if I said, maybe he ought to be. But of course that's not my business, only my diagnostic curiosity practising itself for the love of the thing. Throcton hasn't called me in—seems to have what we used to call an iron constitution. . . ."


    "Built upon the base of an iron heart, do you mean?" she questioned.


    "Let's go back to my duty. What I have to do is to fight


    for my patient. He certainly seems to have fallen into what hereabouts we might name decanal decay."


    "No, tell me what he's really contracted?"


    "Oh, I don't think there's any doubt about it. Of course it's not the senility of his predecessor. I'm pretty certain, indeed haven't a doubt in my own mind, it's pernicious anaemia."


    "What's it look like?"


    "Oh, pretty obvious when it's got you, skin like parchment, teeth like old glass, walk like a centenarian, mind like a mist...."


    "You didn't see Mr, Longman, the greengrocer's, child, did you? Of course you didn't. He doesn't hold with doctors, he's often volunteered to me. He says greenstuff is the food for everyone and that Genesis declares it. I was sorry that the joke seemed against him at the expense of his child. For she became a complete shadow. I did what I could. But good advice—well, you are always giving it without bringing down the death-rate. I was certain she was going. Then one day—it can't be more than a month ago—I saw her wonderfully better, actually gay and bright and with colour. The recovery seemed to have been far more rapid than the decline. I congratulated the mother. She seemed ashamed. At last, though (her husband was out), she evidently felt she must tell someone and that I might prove sympathetic. The child had been in at a neighbour's. She liked to crawl in there for she was let sit in a sunny window. There happened to be a large dish of broiled liver on the table. The child asked for some; the people gave it. The next day she came back asking for more. They didn't like the father. And to defy him, as much as to humour the child, they kept on giving what she asked and they knew he'd detest They would order liver for her. Within a week neither they nor the mother could doubt it was having an effect—they told the mother then and. . . ."


    Dr. Wilkes cut his wife short. "Well I must be setting out


    on my rounds again." She looked up at the clock; yes it was time.


    But the Doctors first visit was not to one of his patients. He went down a small street that opened into the market square. Looking rather more like an inquiring and cautious bird he glanced ahead of him and then went on with more assurance. Yes, Longman the greengrocer was out, his wife and a boy keeping the shop. The afternoon was a slack period after people had done their morning shopping and the proprietor had gone out to see his market gardens for tomorrow's supplies. Fortune favoured him further for as he passed the front of cabbages, potatoes and other ranked vegetables, a small girl ran out. Adroitly patting her and turning to Mrs. Longman who stood guardian over the greenstuffs, he remarked how well she looked and without pause asked for a bunch of water-cress and two bundles of radishes. As this small traffic was being negotiated Mrs. Longman out of a certain nervousness that always has to pass the time of day with a customer, naturally seized on the conversational bait he had offered her.


    'Tes, Minnie really looks a wonder now, doesn't she! And it is a wonder and no mistake. And a bit of a mystery, too, if one might so put it. For there she'd been so that you'd have thought —even if you didn't see much of doctors—that she was straight set for a decline. And here she is now really a positive tomboy as you might put it"


    Half a dozen exchanges and Dr. Wilkes had the story in all the detail and with some cross-checkings that he needed. A sixpence to the daughter, a smile to the mother and he left with far more than a handful of tea-time vegetables. With the sudden dart of a true diagnostician he was sure he had now something which he might use.


    "Through the greengrocer I glance and find my real instrument at die butcher's," he smiled to himself. 'Well it's certainly simple to try and no harm done if it's no more than


    coincidence. Past hoc, propter hoc? Well who really knows about causality? The germ or the general resistance? The bottle or the bedside manner? Thank heaven I am a G.P. and don't have to explain how things work—or take too much blame when they don't"


    The liver treatment of course worked. Dr. Wilkes was wise enough not to draw attention to what he was doing, still less to talk about making a remarkable cure. After all, the condition was not acute, and many conditions, even cancer itself, do, on occasion, remedy themselves. All that the Cathedral public knew was that the Dean had rallied. And rallied he remained as the year went on upon its course. The Bishop was pleased and attributed the improvement to his sagacious swapping of the posts. The Archdeacon tried to disguise his impatience. On meeting the Doctor he could not, however, prevent himself asking for a forecast: was the improvement due to temporary alleviating measures? He had heard that sometimes such conditions, when there was present some anaemia, were benefited, for a time, by arsenic? He trusted the Dean was finding some relief through such alleviants?


    Dr. Wilkes, though a far more tolerant man than Archdeacon Throcton, shared the ecclesiastic's objection to trespass on his own ground. Besides, his natural prejudice was amply supported by a quite rightful wish not to share any more confidences with one of whose goodwill he felt less and less sure. He therefore replied with perfect honesty and equal discretion that he now had considerable hopes and would venture to think that grave worsening of the condition might long be postponed. The reaction this almost non-committal statement awoke in his listener's mind was, however, so strong that even the Doctor, who sensed that this general good news might here be a little less than welcome, would have been surprised. Though not surprised lie was nevertheless quite a little shocked when the rather grim


    face that he was looking at suddenly showed something like a sneer, "Are we to endure another living corpse at the centre of our corporate life here!"


    That rhetorical question he had met with the rightly discreet answer that his task was to preserve life; to the Church belonged to say what were its uses. "Besides," he added, "with a little caution there is no reason not to hope that the recovery might prove so extensive and sustained that the patient might well undertake all the specific Cathedral duties."


    Faced with that possible prospect the face opposite him began to show an even grimmer aspect. But the anger that was becoming evident to the onlooker had evidently risen to such internal force and with such speed that the cautious brain overlooking the undisciplined will, threw its considerable weight against any further expression. Here then, too, a respite was gained. Archdeacon Throcton realized now that he had shocked the Doctor —that he had let his impatience render him unguarded—and for no purpose. But the sheer force of the thing that had twisted within him, almost unseating his power of judgment! As he found his heart beating rapidly and his breathing shallow he was almost more shocked at himself. The spasm of frustrated violent anger gave him real alarm. He loathed all passion, as the coldly selfish do. He had never thought that he was capable of such black rage, any more than of lechery.


    "You are right. Of course quite right. We must hope for the best." The voice was gruff but the words were conventionally suitable and with them discharged—a dust of decency over the larva-leakage—he turned on his heel.


    The other stood looking after him. "If only we knew the connection between anger, greed and fear and the organs of the body we'd know more about illness than the chemists will ever be able to tell us."


    He repeated the remark to his wife when he got home, givingher the occasion that had made the generalization form in his mind. But Archdeacon Throcton had no confidant. He would not have trusted himself with his sister had not years of domineering distance made any real intimacy, any freedom of communication, as difficult as the movement of an arthritic finger. He knew that she watched him and, though lacking the definite and sharp lines of information to draw round the vague intuitions of misgivings, she was aware of his moods and in general knew their sources. It made no difference that she had a deep affection for him. What he dreaded was that she should—however sympathetic—see that he was not the man he had masked himself to appear. Her very loyalty, the fact that he knew she would endure seeing him as he now himself sometimes feared he might be becoming, only added to his sense of frustration and inner fear.


    That evening he sat in his study before the empty fireplace. He could neither work at his routine duties—there were plenty of letters to be written: for a "faculty" to be granted to put up a hideous, painted glass window with mendacious inscription in the church of Pugton Regis, for an inquiry whether the incumbent of Melcombe Porcorum should or should not be let have a reredos with a Nativity in high relief, et cetera ad nauseam. Nor could he turn to his Arabian studies. He turned over the increasingly irritating letters, which, as letters do, grew the more exasperating the more he neglected them.


    "So now he won't die and here am I caught again," he muttered to himself. "You'd think I was being played with ... by what, whom? I'm getting the feeling of being trapped. Those attacks of anger, too. I usen't to have them. A bad sign. They can't be good for the heart. They must come, I suppose, from the digestion. Perhaps I ought to see a doctor—and turn myself into a hypochondriac and join the choir of croaking incurables that this place seems to produce as its sour vintage. And give


    a clue to that shrewd-eyed little leech. No, that would put the fat in the fire. But I don't feel rational when that bile rises in me, I suppose old Hippocrates was right. We are creatures whose moods are the fume given off by our organs' secretions. What a fool I was to show my impatience in front of a suspicious physician. Of course he dislikes me and the Dean hates me and the Bishop despises me. What a fool I was to fall into seeing omens in the burning of that nauseous garbage and thinking that such a piece of foolery might help get the gall out of my system. The fact that the silly thing, even on its own ridiculous level, failed to work, obviously affected my mind. I suppose if you take omens and they go wrong you have to pay the silly forfeit. If you appeal to the witch doctor you will find yourself bound to pay if the fool decides against you. Perhaps I've appealed to a Caesar of the underworld and unto Caesar I must go."


    He got up and began to pace the floor. Finally he came to a halt not at his chair but at the bookcase. After a moment he reached behind a big row of volumes on the last shelf that, breast-high, stood on the base made of built-in drawers. He groped for a moment. When he straightened up he had between thumb and finger a key. He fitted it into the keyhole of the top drawer, turned it, drew on the knob and looked in. After a pause he remarked, "I expect it's acting like a red rag to a bull. If I'm not rational then it's only rational to act as though I weren't!" He smiled wryly. "But I must get rid of those rage attacks. Perhaps hoarding this rubbish somehow inflames the back of my mind. If we are really chemical machines, well, chemical mixtures outside the body may affect it, just as much as those within. Dr. Pasteur certainly seems to have proved that invisible microbes can attack and kill us over very considerable distances. Perhaps our medical science will find that there's something in the fairy-tale view of things. So I'd better follow that sort of logic, at least with myself."


    Once he had decided to act he was again methodical and deft. What was to be destroyed was to be given swift and proper dispatch. He lifted out the old, soiled handkerchief, now discoloured and musty, and the little glass bottle become opaquely iridescent with the dried scum of the hair oil. The mixed odour of mould and stale scent made him wince. "Smells like a tomb," he muttered, taking the noisome handful and depositing it by the fender. Recrossing the room, he locked the door. The weather now was held to be too mild for fires and so a fan of blue-fluted paper attempted to relieve the gaping blackness of the hearth. "Our social magic," he sneered looking at it. 'We put azure decorations in the place of winter warmth, to encourage summer skies and so gain heat from heaven."


    He flicked out the fan and, picking up the refuse, threw it into the empty grate. The contents of his waste-paper basket and a packet of squills he added, remarking, "I can say that I had to bum a few confidential papers, matters of administrative discretion." He added, to aid combustibility, some pieces of sealing-wax from his desk and the contents of a sticking-gum bottle. He lit the little pyre cautiously perhaps afraid that there might be the sudden outburst that had followed his first auto-da-fe.


    On the contrary, however, the ignition was slow: but once started was persistent. Hardly any flame showed—only masses of smoke poured out. The hearth was cold, there was little or no updraught. The opaque fumes, therefore, instead of going up the chimney, crawled down out over the hearth toward the fender and hearth-rug. One heavy skein slowly rose toward the ceiling. A whiff of it touched his face. It felt like a greasy feather smeared across the nostrils and the smell and taste were nauseous. It was the smell of carrion being slowly charred. He raised himself, for he had been half crouched watching his experiment. On the table by his desk stood a carafe of water. He snatched it and poured it over the smouldering heap. There was


    a hiss and steam mixing with the smoke began to fill the room. Once again he was driven to the window. As he opened it, the fumes poured up past him, into the still, clear air. As before, he noticed the calm outside—a quiet evening sky and, on its lapis background, like a cameo, a moon that might be taken for a mask held before the face of an invisible watcher.


    He turned back to the room—his seemly study as squalid as a pot-house. The smoke, however, continued to pour out past him: the reading lamp on his desk shone with its tranquilizing green glow. He went over to the hearth and taking the poker rummaged in the charred paper. The fire had done its work better than he had thought. The handkerchief was gone and what paper as was left untouched showed clearly it was merely routine correspondence. He changed weapons, taking the tongs. With these he recovered the small bottle, black but unbroken. After cooling it a moment by the fender he bent down and took it in his hand, went over to the window again and then, bending sideways, he flung it out with all his strength. The curve of its fall carried it till it bounded and rolled on the Cathedral lawn.


    "The Close gardener will put it in his basket tomorrow morning," he remarked. Then, half-way turned from the window, he stopped. A large slinking cat had come out of the shadow of the low Close wall and was approaching the bottle. He could just see the faint gleam of it lying on the grass. When the beast reached the object it sniffed at it for a moment, then turned and looked up at the house. Archdeacon Throcton was sure of that, because the light in the room behind him caught the animal's eyes and made them gleam bright green. Somehow the creature seemed considerably bigger than Tissaphernes or any of his tribe. But, of course, dusk always makes objects larger when we add to their actual bulk their shadow. He was just waiting to see whether, when it made off—on discovering the inedibility of the bottle—he would be able to observe it


    better, when he was startled by a knock on the door behind him. • He wheeled round, "Who's there!"


    "Oh, Sir." piped a mahogany-muted voice, "oh, Sir, you're there. I thought, Sir, you just mightn't be and it might be your fire was smoking bad—p'raps a coal'd jumped and caught the carpet?"


    "Everything is all right!" he boomed a dismissal


    "Certainly, Sir, sorry to disturb you . . . only thought. . . ." The voice died away carrying its thought beyond earshot.


    Archdeacon Throcton listened, however, carefully, till far away he heard a dull but specific bump. That was given by the spring-hinged baize door that, like the veil in the Jewish Temple, kept the profane from the reverend side of the house. Cautiously even then, he unlocked the door and let a draught blow through the room. Fortunately the wind was now from the back of the house. Yet after ten minutes the room still had not lost its unpleasant smell while it had been stripped of its pleasant warmth. Leaving the door open he went down to visit his sister. On her lap dozed Tissaphernes.


    "Not much use for mice," he remarked taking a chair. "Has he been drowsing like that for long?"


    "Well, as his working 'day' is polar to ours, it is only beginning. He's taking his last nap before going on watch."


    Gradually their conversation became easy, almost unguarded, and as earlier she felt her feeling-tone of hopefulness spread over her mind—the quiet, though long-postponed day-dreams that someday they would be intimate, with full confidence in each other. But again, as low clouds skirt the far horizon shown by a clear evening, she felt as though, from a greater distance Cwhile she watched the spread of hope) there rose a vaster, vaguer misgiving. Why should she be so queerly pessimistic, always trying to find justifying fears to explain surely not too irrational hopes? She knew that her nature was neither cowardly


    nor gloomy. Was it wrong to hope that though she had had great blessings things might turn out a little better, especially as the improvement would be for the sake of one who she knew was not happy? Why must she suspect that he was showing and indeed feeling such pleasure in her company because . . , because, well, not because of any enjoyable element in that, but because he who so often had shown he preferred his own company to any others',- now did not, now disliked, feared even, being alone? She felt an additional overtone of uneasiness that she should be entertaining such thoughts—entertainment, what an unhappy word for this involuntary harbourage, almost invasion —while keeping up the appearance of being at ease, in the complete calm that this room and this company seemed outwardly to guarantee. Surely, she reflected, as she looked round and listened to the purr of cat and kettle, the sound seeming the very echo of the visible peace, surely it was absurd to suspect her brother of uneasiness, still more of nervousness. Even had he been a nervous type, this place, these sounds would soon allay such a state of tension. Her mind then began to wonder whether he suspected her divided attention, next felt he must. And then a further flash of uneasiness shot into her mind as she reflected that surely, if he did not, his mind must be obsessed with some secret concern or be suspiciously determined not to disturb the appearance of peace.


    Neither did the fact that he kept up the habit of spending with her quite a large part of every evening for the next couple of weeks by its regularity do anything to reassure her. That his evening visit should have become almost customary should have gone to prove what she so much wished to believe—that this lonely, sardonic man, at heart disappointed and tending to become embittered, was at last willing to be human, drop his pride, abandon the hope of that recognized ascendancy which is ambition's prize, and find in simple association with his oldest


    of friends the quiet and lasting pleasure of elderliness, the sharing of lifelong memories and experience. Her doubts insisted on transmuting all this possible and indeed probable promise of calm happiness into misgiving. Surely if something were wrong, how deep and persistent, how watchful and "minatory it must be to keep this willful, proud solitary so persistently—she used the nursery phrase to herself—"on his good behaviour." ,


    One evening, however, when he entered, his amiability had about it an additional gleam, almost a glow. She could not doubt it. It was in fact an unique reversal of a mood she had too often endured not to recognize that here it was present in counterpart. She was all too used to him when he would preserve an outward show of bantering courtesy and ironic pleasure while inwardly savage with arrogant impatience. Now he was behaving with what she could only call, in spite of the word's inappositeness to the subject—demureness. He must be pleased by something, deeply, doubly deeply pleased with an odd suppressed elation. She had never seen him in such a state and indeed would have been at a loss to diagnose it as far as she had, had she not recognized that somehow his favourite role of the disabused cynic had been reversed.


    "He looks," she found herself saying under her breath, "like someone who has had a very big surprise, a shock, but one that is only startling because it's too good to be true. He might," she added with a sense that the very inappositeness made it necessary for her to think it out almost to the limit of aloudness, "he might be repressing a wish to share some sort of joke!" Again, in spite of anything she might gather from such signs to encourage her, her spirits sank. Once or twice he rallied her for falling into a "brown study" and not paying attention to what he was saying. But he kept her with no explanation of his mbod until he rose to bid her good night. Then she realized she had the truth and her distress closed on her like a trap-door.


    "It's really a happy release—spared lingering. I received the intimation just after dinner." She recalled he had been handed a note and had told her he must go out but would be back before long. "The actual end came with merciful suddenness. Yes, the Dean has died."


    There was no doubt he was pleased, elated. It was natural, she tried to argue to herself. There had been no friendship and he had repressed a sense of wrong. The reaction was inevitable. After all, most grief expressed by comparative strangers is, as far as true feeling goes, completely insincere—it is courtesy—and he had no need and very little capacity for courtesy in her presence. But she felt not only shocked, she recognized that she was dismayed, alarmed. The very force of her feelings warned her to say nothing and he passed out of the door telling her perfunctorily to sleep well.


    He certainly was now uninclined to notice her moods or indeed those of any round him. His mind was fully taken up reviewing the prospect that now seemed clear and open. He was a trifle surprised and so amused at the happiness of the situation, "A certain simple inevitability," he said to himself as he reached his study, "I see, I see." He stood with his back to the empty grate reviewing the events before going to his bedroom. He was after all to come into his rights. A series of absurd obstacles, very varied, though pivoting round one unimportant figure, had quietly and naturally melted away.


    It was he who the next morning in the Close called out a cordial "Good day" to Dr. Wilkes, who, obeying what was clearly a cheerful summons, came alongside.


    "You look not too bright this fair morning?"


    "You know of the Dean's death last night?"


    "I am going over to the Palace now to make arrangements. Surely between ourselves, it is a relief! It was pernicious anaemia, wasn't it? And no one, with the patient's best interests at stake—


    let alone those of the Cathedral—could desire a useless protracted dispute with Inevitability."


    "Still I had had some hopes of prolonging the condition, I mean sustaining the remission and maybe to some extent improving it."


    "Of course, of course; that's your rightful duty and interest. But you'll as naturally see our professional point of view. With the world in its present state, questioning all pure scholarship and divinity, well, sinecures are proving too expensive. The Establishment just cannot afford to carry too persistent a quota of permanent invalids."


    "But there had been a distinct rally, you know. He was beginning to respond most promisingly to a rather empiric, rather unorthodox idea of mine . .. and then. . . ."


    "Then?" the other encouraged him.


    "Oh, complications. Of course one shouldn't be surprised at them in any case of severe debility. His general resistance never seemed properly to have recovered from that first attack of alopecia. There was a herpes condition again at the end. About two weeks ago I was sent for in the evening. There had been a sudden rise of temperature. Not to be unexpected. But it was sharp. And at the same time an eczemic inflammation was evident. That yielded to treatment, but the fever stayed. Soon he began to wander. Of course he was a devout man, of the older school, I judge. He kept on quoting fragments of Scripture, mainly from the Old Testament. Job. That would be natural enough, wouldn't it?"


    "Yes, yes." the Archdeacon answered perfunctorily. Did the Doctor really think that he was interested in the last wandering words of a Fundamentalist!


    "And Samson I remember came up more than once and then he quoted several times, 'The little foxes that spoil the vines.' That's in the Bible, too, isn't it?"


    "Certainly, certainly. The Song of Songs."


    "A strange book to quote from?"


    Archdeacon Throcton cut the interview short, "Well, Doctor, I must be getting on to the Bishop."


    "Of course you must. He was very kind to the Dean. Calling on him nearly every day."


    "Good-bye." The Archdeacon waved a dismissing hand and turned to the Palace. The queer well-kn9wn line went, however, with him. Foxes—how they figured in all folk-lore. Foxes. He ran through Reynard's name in half-a-dozen ancient tongues. Reaching last, he repeated; "Alopex"—then paused. What was the association in his mind? Of course: What odd names the medicos did give to ailments! The physicians' name for baldness really meant Fox's Mange!


    He had reached the Palace grounds—quite large with high shrubberies, almost coppices—a delightful spot on such a day. The Bishop's gardener and his boy were clearing out undergrowth and dead branches. But as he approached they had paused and were looking down at something.


    The old man touched his hat and then remarked, just as Archdeacon Throcton was about to pass by, "Here's a queer thing, Sir, to find in a garden like this. It must have crawled in to die. Don't touch it, boy. Turn it over with the rake. We've just found it."


    The gardener drew aside a sweeping bough that made a wall of foliage to the path. Just underneath it, lay a large black fox. It wasn't a pleasant sight for the hair had fallen off large parts of the body owing to very extensive mange.


    The Established Church is a complex social device to cushion the shocks of actual experience. The attraction of the sexes, reproduction, parturition, disease and death, the main successive events in the life of everyone, the hard facts which Gautamacited as manifest proofs that existence in the body is a baited trap, Anglicanism has now been able to treat as occasions for the delivery of prose and poetry recitations. That the poetry, called hymns and chants, is sometimes banal, and the prose, on the contrary, generally magnificent, is of course of purely secondary interest. The real anthropological importance of the whole process is that it has the peculiar, unperceived and perhaps inexplicable power of turning, by the magic of words, shock into boredom. Every rich arrested society, from Confucianism onwards, and probably far before, has discovered this secret of survival and has had the sense to practice it and not to preach it.


    A dead Dean—dead of alope-cum-herpes-cum-erysifelas-cum . . . every Greek word whereby, on their side, the doctors had (with the aid of the desiccated contents of the Greek lexicon) powdered over the discharging details of human decomposition—such a decent cadaver could be the occasion for quite a tasteful exhibition of Jacobean threnody. It could be pacifying, uplifting and provocative—if that were not too strong a word—of quiet thankfulness: thankfulness for the sufferer's release to higher but unspecified realms, and also for his relinquishing a material benefice, the worth of which could be stated to a penny and which when totted up came, per annum, to some twelve hundred pounds sterling.


    But, somehow, a dead fox, dead of fox-mange, alopex, the fox coming in like some silly sinister folk-tale figure to die in its tracks right by the Archdeacon's path as he was going to the Bishop to arrange for the Dean's funeral . . . ?


    The Archdeacon's thought was interrupted and at the same time unpleasantly completed by the gardener quite unnecessarily adding, 'Why, in all my life—and I've been thirty years man and boy round the Palace—I've never seen such a thing. Shy beasts and cunning they be and scarce about here—the farmers


    liking their hens more than the hunt, and turkey rearing coming on now and doing well on this dry soil. And to come in to die here by this very path, and see, a big black one. That's rare in itself. For reynard they're called, and that, our schoolmaster said, means the red or rusty one, as they nearly all are. They die by themselves, as do all the wild ones. No friends round and funerals after, for them. But this one, you'd almost fancy, he was trying to find someone, doctor or parson, so sick was he of his mange. Queer. . . ."


    Without waiting the Archdeacon strode off.


    The incident was slight, one of those small odd "natural history" happenings that people who have not the capacity for ordered studies and not enough necessary work to do, collect and improve into unconvincing, silly stories. Still it not only buzzed in his mind like a fly—like one of those blow-flies already settling on the suppurated fox-flesh. It attacked him at a lower emotional level. For a moment he felt almost as though he might be sick.


    A step away from the somewhat dank shrubberies; a step into the quiet, polish-smelling hall, clean and spacious under the quiet inspection of the morning sunbeams; a score of steps up the thickly carpeted stairway, flanked all the way by an unbroken succession of painted bishops; at the foot of the sweep Bishop BendwelTs high-stocked predecessor; at the curve by the oriel a bevy of "full-bottomed" peruked Lords Spiritual; at the top Laudian ruffs, square caps and small, white, pointed beards. The whole ascending progression was an effective exercise in psychotherapy. As you rose, easily, almost effortlessly, up these broad-shallow sweeping "treads," your eye carried you on simultaneously up the stream of time and showed you under the change of fashion the power of continuity, proved to you the calm assurance of the centuries that had raised and sustained the present.


    "Come in." The Bishop's voice summoned him, set final assurance on his rapidly re-established sense of complete security. Hewas sure, in its ring of welcome, he could hear as an overtone, "Friend, come up higher." Nor was he mistaken.


    They agreed about each detail of the funeral: they went on and agreed about the death being "a merciful release": further they agreed that all that had been done and all that had befallen, had been done and had befallen rightly.


    "Have a cigar, Throcton." The Bishop reached out his box— as clear a sign of friendly intimacy as the offer of snuff by an eighteenth century gentleman to one he wished to indicate as his almost-equal. And the use of the unprefixed vocative, the intimacy of the plain surname. That, too, argued well. He refused the weed, but waited without impatience as the Bishop persuaded the roll of leaves to smoulder and then, the little bonfire drawing well, sat back enjoying the first pulls. As he looked at the big aproned body, cradled in its big easy chair, the round face raised to the ceiling and with the succulent wad plugging its pursed lips, the ridiculous pseudo-classical line floated through his mind: "Hera, All-Mothering Air, feeding with vapourous nectar her favourite child."


    The joke, with the sense of superiority that it gave him to this sucking overseer, made him, because of his pleasant expectations, feel a real liking for the old boy. "At heart," he thought, "He's as broad of mind as I, though of course his poorer brain doesn't let him see it. Well, no harm." He began again to lecture himself —an unfailingly appreciative audience, "Do not despise what you call our duller dupes. It is profoundly, anaesthetically soothing to the lingering and still painful remnants of an ecclesiastical conscience that there should be those who can yet subscribe to thirty-nine impertinently inquisitive Articles with neither a smile nor a sigh."


    That was really quite a neat sentence. What a pity he could never use it over his own name. Perhaps it could be brought in,in some posthumous memoirs. His mind threw back to the present. Those Thirty-nine Articles—yes, he'd have to swear to them and his belief in them again when he took the next step up.


    He turned again and looked at the chief shepherd who could bar or open the next and larger pen in the fold. The Bishop was looking at him through a comforting coil of smoke, and after letting a cloud rise upward, which it did in the most auspicious way, floating right on into the lap of a painted angel on the ceiling, he volunteered that he could now say that he had foreseen this eventuality. This reopening was too promising for Throcton even in his mind to question the Bishop's claim to the gift of even deductive prophecy. Finally the Lord of the Diocese spoke to the Close point. He went so far as to convey that the Prime Minister would, he believed, prove "gracious to his supplication"—he used the liturgically flavoured phrase almost with a smile. And that now he felt the issue might be left with that exalted quarter with some assurance as to the outcome. The thought under the mitre—he passed a hand over his forehead— he was prepared to foretell, would be found to agree with that under the Crown. Consideration had been shown for their last temporary exigency. All the more would the present appeal be regarded as apposite.


    When Throcton went back through the shrubbery, the laurels had once more become ornamental foliage. All suggestion of the dank and the sepulchral had gone from them. They were the proper background for dignified buildings and for the dignitaries that dwell in them, suggesting, too, a classical overtone or flavour of that literary recognition which laurel and bay naturally propose. The Bishop, his cigar finished, had strolled to his big bay window. His eye was caught by the retreating figure down below.


    "He's not an easy man—proud as the devil. But a good scholar. And considering his pride, he showed some strength in swallowing it. Yes, for him, he took his disappointment well. Of course he thinks I'm a fool. That's the weakness of the scholar—no power to recognize knowledge unless it comes out of a book. He thinks we 'prelatic preachers' are simply big tongues that have free play because pivoted upon narrow brains. But there's more in good administration—yes and in a good sermon—than can be put in a book or a series of text-book propositions. What did 'Anglican's big loss' say?"


    He strolled over and found the volume of J. H. Newman that was lying on his desk. "Yes, that's it: We are not saved by a smart syllogism.' Still less by an impeccable style." He shut the book and drew his chair to his work-table. 'Tes, I'm glad the P. M. will pretty certainly give it him. He was never cut out to be a reporter on country church structural repairs. Well, I must find someone who is."


    As he turned over his files his mind still, however, lingered on the metaphysical problem. "I wonder what he believes? Well, we are in a state of transition and after all Anglicanism has always been more a transit than a stasis—perhaps that is why it lasts, because it can always compromise with the present and at die same time is never quite happy in it. The perfectly successful is the perfectly finished, isn't it?"


    Then seeing that his private speculations were tending to sound deep enough to be in danger of fouling with submerged theological rocks, the Bishop coiled up the line of his unravelled thought and turned his mind to its real business—finding and fitting men that were fit, good middle men, into posts that required a double duty, spiritual and temporal.


    



    HE WAS ALWAYS CALLED THE P. S. BY ALL THE OTHERsecretaries, that rose above him to the towering Secretaries of State. The P. S., they said, deserved his name because everyone in the know knew one of the P.M.'s ways of ending certain of his political letters—"P.S. the following piece of Church Preferment is now available: suggest someone sound." For the P.S. was, of course, the Patronage Secretary. But the P.S. did not share the contempt for his office nearly all his colleagues showed. Nor for that matter did the P.M. Both of them had a sense of humour and also a sense of romance, an uncommon blend that made a common bond.


    This was the P.S.'s morning. Once a fortnight—if the political sky was not too lowering—he had his hour, or at least thirty minutes, alone with the Magician. And today the Wizard, as he did when in high expansive humour, dressed for the part. The Patronage Secretary in the Whitehall uniform of black frock-coat, rose, as there entered a flowered silk dressing gown and a scarlet fez. Between these two splashes of Oriental colour, looked out the half mummified features of the most powerful face in Europe. But it looked no more formidable than the fez that


    crowned it. Besides, even the eyes, that could not hide their penetration, were now wrinkled round with humour.


    "Her Majesty's Chief Minister"—he swept a bow to the standing Secretary and the fez nearly fell off—"soon may be saluted as Grand Vizier by far more subjects than have ever hailed him under the dubious title of First Lord of the Treasury. The Royal Titles Bill is now assured of its passage into Law, when, May the Queen Live Forever!"—the fez bobbed its tassel again— "the long, thin line seen by Macbeth extending down the centuries will suddenly 'conglobulate' (as the Great Lexicographer has phrased it) and produce—if I may be forgiven, under the stress of emotion for mixing my metaphors—and produce, as a crowning pendant, an Oriental empress!" The fez was whipped off, revealing for a moment a skull so bare and wrinkled that it seemed more like a fossilized brain than an ordinary head. Then the scarlet cone resumed its uneasy seat at an even jauntier angle.


    "That, my young friend, is neither rhetoric nor irrelevance but a very pertinent introduction to our business. Let us be seated. What fare have you for me today?"


    Before, however, the P.S. could settle on the chair he drew up beside the couch on which the tired garish figure had sunk, the voice crowed again, "'The Imponderables'—as my 'opposite number,' the Kurfurst Kanzler calls them—they decide, he knows, not arms nor battles but, as he's finding, Kulturkampfs. So, young sir, to the Church, to the Church. 'No Bishop, No King' as the 'British Solomon' so wisely remarked. But, as he and his son didn't know, if the monarch should become an Oriental empress, then the episcopus must become equally spacious, equally latitudinarian to embrace East as well as West, now that a mightier Venice once again holds 'the Gorgeous East in Fee!' Now to business!"


    "The See of ... um ... a bishopric, though a small one. Whatpeer, who could give us trouble in the Lords, might want a minimal mitre for one of his wife's poorer but scholarly relatives? Yes, that must wait. Give us something simpler to start on."


    'The Deanery of Norminster?"


    "Yes, that will do. Yes, surely I recall Norminster. Surely it was vacant only a matter of months ago?"


    "Yes, Sir, after a generation of quiescence now the turn-over in that small 'negotium' seems to have become brisk."


    "The Law of Averages. One long reign and human optimism cries, 'Longevity has come at long last. But wait and see. It's just wishful thinking, indeed hardly that! Why, do you know the best opening you can employ when you meet anyone you want to please? I always use it. 'How well you look'? Not a bit of it! I ask invariably, 'And how is that little trouble?' Of course I don't know what the poor fellow is fussing over. But I do know that, because he's a man, he's fussing over something. And I know he'll like me better for my condolences than for my congratulations! But back to Norminster. Yes, I have it—surely an Arabic scholar there . . .? That's it, one of the Canons?"


    "Yes, he's 'in the line of succession,' too, Sir. I mean he's conservative and people would expect it. Indeed I thought he would have been suggested to you last time. But, you may recall, the Bishop of Norminster was particularly anxious that his Archdeacon should have it."


    'Well, it didn't delay things much. But this scholar—he isn't a Ritualist is he? I and the Empress Designate, 'Ego et Kegma Mea,' wont stand for that 'man millinery' church costuming! Naturally a Lady doesn't like men competing in the choir with flounces and trains. Sunday bonnets and shawls put out of countenance by mitres, albs and copes! And, mark my words, neither do I, young man! The British like theatricals, but they like them in their proper place—Parliament, not in the pulpit or at the altar. 'Mr. G. Cotton-and-Phrase-spinning Bright andyour humble servant, we give them their variety show. They go to church, as I do, for peace, seemliness, to hear and see what their fathers have always heard and seen. There's more than a little in the Poet Laureate's summing up of a proper service,the Parson said what he oughta said And then I coomed awa'.


    These posturing young papalists will break up the Establishment, and I won't have it!"


    "Oh, Archdeacon Throcton is certainly a weight on the other side."


    "Anything against him?"


    "Innocence itself, Sir. You know the Epitaph (I understand he may himself earn a repetition of it):


    " 'Sacred to the Memory of the Very Reverend Dean . . . of this Cathedral, who, in this Place, pursued the Cure of Souls, for Forty Years, without the least suspicion of Enthusiasm.'"


    A loud, appreciative cackle came from the horizontal master of the Empire.


    "You've read your Talleyrand, my boy— 'pas de zele, yets de zele.' No danger of this Arabian flirting with Mr. G.'s penchant, 'Greek Orthodox,' or finding affinities and 'union of hearts' with the Balkan Bishoprics and Archimandrites?"


    "None, Sir, I'll wager."


    "He's our man. Let him have it."


    A small clock tingled discretely but peremptorily from the mantelpiece.


    "Allah be merciful! Why cannot The Eternal extend Time when it is pleasant. Here, give me a hand."


    As he was raised to his tottering feet he snatched the fez from his head. "In that wardrobe, there, get me out my frock-coat. Here, take this dressing gown. Help me into my prison garb."


    He turned to a large mirror and touched carefully a strand of hair, dead black and coiled, like a withered root over a rock, that snaked along his skull till it just reached his forehead. He pulled at the black coat as he trod stiffly to the door. His squire had it opened.


    "The disguise is convincing?" he asked, as he passed through. "I look the part, do I?" The P.S. felt all the enthusiasm that his loyal "dresser" feels for the grand old master of "the boards" about to face one of his last performances.


    "You're grand." he dared smile. The old mask, already facing the stairs, was fixed; only the eye that his attendant was watching, drooped for a moment. "You can write that Deanery note," was the final instruction.


    The P.S. went back into the room. In five minutes the little letter—a life warrant—was written and put out for dispatch.


    



    MISS THROCTON ALWAYS DISTRIBUTED THE MAIL. EVERYmorning she was down first; winnowed the weighty letters from the chaff—bills, advertisements, et cetera; then gave to the cook for the servant's hall any missives they might have received. The grain she placed on the left-hand side of her brother's plate.


    The morning came when she found among the usual deposits in the mail-box, a neat envelope, unstamped, but having across the top of it four letters, then, and for a further couple of generations, more powerful, and over a wider field than even the other famous four—A.D.M.G. To its initial assertion of an almost world-wide right-of-way—through its superscription O.H.M.S. —this particular envelope had added to its top left-hand corner a couple of words as to its origin—"Patronage Office."


    Miss Throcton's cheek had turned quickly pale while the envelope turned slowly in her hands. There were perhaps half a dozen othei; letters—no doubt Archdeaconry business, 'Well." she sighed, "it would save him from work which is really distasteful and really for such a mind wasteful. Perhaps it is all right. But I wish I felt sure." After a slight hesitation she gave the O.H.M.S. its rightful place of precedence at the top of the others.


    On his entering her brother glanced at the little pile but she looked away. He had said "Good morning" before reaching the table. She listened during "Prayers" for the tone of his voice. Yes, a certain resonance told her that he was trying by a slight increase of vocal emphasis, if not to attend to the words, to keep his mind off what in a few minutes he would be reading. And when they rose from their knees and took their places at table he continued to show self-control. Not till she had handed him his coffee did he open his letters—all of them, carefully with a knife. Then de-enveloping them, and putting aside their husks, the actual letters were spread one on another. He read each of them in silence while he ate and drank. Then holding out his cup for it to be refilled he looked at her steadily.


    'Well, you can move into the Deanery as soon as you wish."


    "But surely you would seek guidance?"


    "But surely," he replied, using exactly the same question-tone, "you would not have me a hypocrite? You must know the vulgar story—I have heard the Bishop tell it—of preferment: 'Is your father going to accept?' 'I dunno. Father's in his study praying for guidance. Mother's upstairs, packing!'"


    Her sense of humour came to her aid. "The story must be apocryphal. No appointment, however important, would require a flight!"


    He smiled at her refusal to be shocked and she pointed her persistence with, "Besides, in this case it is the woman who is asking guidance."


    His smile became almost genial. It vanished again, however, when she continued, "If guidance isn't to be sought, because there is no doubt as to the step to be taken, then doesn't one give thanks?"


    "Laetitia!" His voice was as sharp as when he had chided her for what he held to be superstitious apprehension. "I have


    told you already that I will not be a hypocrite. I have had to wait, through a series of frustrations as absurd as they were highly inconvenient for all concerned, that tardily, at an almost unbelievable length, the natural and right thing might happen. What is due to me and to the Chapter has at last eventuated. If I am to thank God for this obvious, inevitable, unavoidable solution then I have to blame Him for hesitations and confusions, muddles, of which I myself, or indeed any rational creature, would be incapable. To have such a view of Deity would be to degrade one's intelligence and conscience to a level at which one would find oneself believing in the Devil!"


    His tone and uncharacteristic volubility showed that she had fully roused his resentment. Even had she felt her theology equal to his, her practical anthropology, which was certainly superior, had long taught her that once anger is roused, intelligence, far from aiding understanding, actually invents arguments to show why no reasonableness can be allowed in the case that is being resented.


    She did not speak to him on the matter again, nor he to her, till he remarked with careful casualness three days after, at lunch, "The Bishop is pleased. He also tells me Mrs. Simpkins wishes to leave as soon as possible and not to avail herself of the six weeks she could legally remain.- A wise solution in the circumstances. Naturally a woman of her modest station could never have been comfortable in what is almost a mansion. She is to live, I gather, with her brother, a retired accountant, I believe in Cheltenham. It would be wise if you could manage to make the move in ten days or so."


    She said nothing, only signalling with a nod that she assented. Her mind was upbraiding her. She had delayed calling on the bereaved woman—only writing a brief note and that, she felt had been stilted, stilted for the same reason that had made her


    hesitate to call. Her excuse was, of course, that she must not yet intrude upon grief at its height; that she would have time to offer real condolence and sympathy when the time for Mrs. Simpkins to leave drew near. But she knew that she was shrinking from and shirking going to the Deanery to face the woman who was being ejected that she and her brother might take her place. And now if she delayed. . . , She was surprised, shocked to find that the alternative course to calling at once entered her mind and refused for a moment to yield. If she waited a couple of days then it would be impossible, for she was really very busy, and her going over would be misunderstood by the other woman who no doubt would attack her brother. Surely it would be wiser to wait, kinder to write a long letter when the widow had settled into her new life at Cheltenham, without the obvious painful associations that this place must rouse—and make bitter. As soon, however, as she had heard the inner voice out she recognized its source.


    She went to her room, dressed and walked over to the Deanery.


    "I know I ought to have come over before, but. . . ."


    "But you feared being misunderstood."


    For a moment, as her effort at frankness seemed over-met, she almost gave way to formality. She probably would have, had she met the other woman's eyes. But her wisdom in shrinking from that possible additional provocation was rewarded. As she looked past the defensive figure that stood watching her, she caught sight of a small pile of worn books, cheap ornaments, rubbishy scraps that this proud house seemed shaking from its stately panels and mantelpieces. And she herself was the living form of that assured, arrogant good-taste.


    "Yes, I feared to be misunderstood, I'm ashamed to say. I was shrinking from coming here because I felt that you might well resent it. So many of us who like to feel we look self-assured are really cowards."


    She waited. The other, however, was evidently waiting too. But brave enough to own herself a coward, Miss Throcton now had the courage to go on. It didn't matter if after all she was going to fail. All she had to do was not to run away.


    "I hoped you'd let me come and have a talk with you. Those who face great sorrow always can help us who have been spared —help us, prepare us."


    Her voice had become steady, detached, convincing. She was no longer talking to put the other at her ease. She was treating the bereaved woman, who had lost her meaning and place in life, as an equal, and an equal who had won a temporary elevation through loss and pain. She felt Mrs. Simpkins' hand on her shoulder. It wasn't the gesture of a woman to a woman, still less of one slightly but of distinctly lower social station toward one higher. It was one mortal signalling to another over the low fog of conventions and words.


    They sat down silently and for some time. It was Mrs. Simp-kins who spoke first. Nor did she speak of herself, at least of her disaster. "At moments I almost understand." Her voice was low but definite, even more objective than Miss Throcton's had been. "And then it's all submerged under another . . . another wave." Miss Throcton did not look at her but took her hand. The grasp was returned gratefully but tonically. "So"—the voice was quite steady again—"So, you see, when I'm in the clear I can't find words for it. And when I have words they only spring from, from feelings."


    They were silent again and gradually Miss Throcton found herself recognizing an inner calmness; feeling relief because of it, wonder at it, and finally conscious thankfulness for it.


    "You'll understand, then," Mrs. Simpkins continued as though giving directions about finding an address, "I can only put it, as it were, backside front. I know that's clumsy but there doesn't seem any other way of saying it. Wilkins"—she spoke her hus-


    band's rather ridiculous Christian name without hesitation or sentimentality—"Wilkins is safe. I see he did make a mistake, a very grave one, out of pride, ambition, the wish for us to succeed."


    "I suppose we who are religious. . . ." The tone had not the slightest smugness in it; it was reflective, speculative. "I suppose we aren't allowed to make the mistakes that those who are worldly can apparently make safely. So he exposed himself to retaliation. He paid for it. That is over."


    "He's safe," she repeated as though closing an episode. She turned and put her hand again on the other's shoulder. "You've been good to me and brave. But for you, I think I would have been caught. I'd have given way to hate—my wrong would have. . . ." Miss Throcton reached for the hand on her shoulder and placed her own warmly over it. "So I can tell you what I couldn't have otherwise. I didn't know I could, till you said I could help. In my feeble way I was trying to see, to test, if you could take it, when you came in. Like you, I'd decided if you didn't call—and I thought you mightn't, mightn't feel it was worth the risk—then all real attempt between us to help each other would be over. But you came and stood my clumsy questioning. . . ." She stopped again, this time for longer. "But you know what I'm going to say. I know you love your brother. You know. . . ."


    Miss Throcton stiffened her spine—not for withdrawal. It was the body responding to her summons to maintain contact, not to shrink into social stiffness. '"Yes, I see," she replied in exactly the same tone as the other's. "I wasn't honest when I told you that my brother didn't feel any bitterness. Your husband, he felt, had wronged him. I know you will agree that the amount of wrong or right doesn't concern us now. He did resent it."


    "There, my dear,"—the endearment awoke no sense of patronage—"that's what I wanted, needed to say: You will take care, won't you? Because Wilkins managed to get past it; because it


    was so bad; had in it such power to do harm. . . . Do you think your brother could really forgive Wilkins? Believe me, and please don't think I'm being ridiculous." Then she smiled, "Of course I fear being misunderstood far more than you. But you see I do know now how very dangerous it is to hate—perhaps even more when it's disguised as contempt."


    The conversation had taken on a quality of detached intimacy that Miss Throcton never recalled having had with anyone before—as though two experts, or at least keen amateurs, not knowing each other's names, were met before an enigmatic piece of work. The subjectivity, of the personal point of view, the fact that the problem happened to be their own private concern, seemed for the time being to have disappeared.


    So when Miss Throcton inquired about help, as they went to the door together, the offer was accepted as easily, as detachedly, as the question had been asked. She did, however, find herself flushing a little as, when they actually parted, she held onto her courage and owned: "Of course you know how little I can influence him. He has always taken for granted that his class—and a scholar as well—could not be petty still less base. So he can't allow he could be resentful, still less"—she insisted on the word coming out, though it did strain her tone in uttering it—"vindictive."


    She looked up. The other face was now far more flushed than hers. For a moment she felt her feelings getting ready, after their period of anaesthesia, to rush back and cramp her into offence. The woman was losing her self-control, her temper. Her basic vindictiveness was coming out now that she, Miss Throcton, die true lady, had granted her confidence and completely let fall her guard!


    A moment after a keener stab of self-recrimination than any she had yet felt, struck her, as Mrs. Simpkins, her hand to her side, said hastily, "Quite a catch in my breath. Do forgive me. Isuddenly go all flushed like this. Dr. Wilkes says it's the strain and all. But it's nothing, nothing at all. And I'll never forget what you've done for me."


    Miss Throcton walked home hurriedly. Her brother, herself and that poor, gallant woman—what a plait of three different strands, fibres of such different texture and strength, for Providence to interweave! And human judgement! How could people judge one another when all human expression must be so ambiguous. The poor human face, what a small fringe it has in which to express itself. She saw again the face of Mrs. Simpkins, as it had appeared a few moments ago, transformed with a change of feature which she, the onlooker, had completely misread. The face half turned from her, a face in middle age, what did it actually show? The forehead cross-hatched with so many lines of tension and care had become really an unreadable palimpsest. The cheek lapsed down like a half-drawn curtain hanging from the eye-socket. Only in a small series of puckers from nose to mouth and thence to chin was etched-in the signature of character. And on that edge (like the old ogham inscriptions she had seen hatched on the chamfers of ancient Irish grave-slabs) we must read what we may of the past events which have made the character and decode the present response which that character is indicating—its friendliness or unfriendliness, to our equally ambiguous signalling! So she mused as she walked.


    The interview, however, though it did not seem to give her any light as to how she might help her brother to take the smallest step toward moderating his character, did help her immediately in her dealing with him and give her a certain further restraint. On coming in to tea, he remarked with a brightness that now grated on her considerably more than gloom or moroseness, "Glad you have been so prompt in seeing what would need to be done at the Deanery!"


    "Really very little," she replied guardedly. "The poor things had few things!"


    Then, feeling that she need not and should not be either a coward or a liar, "They had the good taste to alter things hardly at all, and, you know, they found a decor hardly altered since the house was built!"


    His "H'm! That's a ladylike damn of faint praise!" nettled her present mood, but under her vigilance, only-drew her into a sudden neatness of speech. "I don't know why," she smiled, "that painstaking product of charitable honesty should be christened with the clumsy name of a left-handed compliment!"


    He laughed, surprised and indeed slighdy startled at her almost-epigrammatic repartee. He even felt that it was, perhaps, due for him to make some conventional dismissal of those who were now going out of his life for good, fate having at last made them make room for him. "Many women, I have noticed"—and he felt he would have her on his side in his judgement—"are happiest in widowhood. They then have secured to them an assured past and a fossilized romance. Only characters of initiative prefer even congratulation to condolence. Holy matrimony, in actuality, is an attempt at intimacy that must prove a race between exasperation and inurement. Marriage"—he felt he was showing he could outmatch her phrase-making—"if it is not to fray should be woven of three strands, Romance, Finance and Prestige. The first could never have been present; the second only the Church supplied. And as for prestige. . . ." He waved his hand dismissorily.


    They were back again on dangerous ground.


    "I think we can be moved in fairly soon," appeared as a safe way out.


    "Good," he said and was gone.


    Miss Throcton's efficiency foresaw that if she was to move at the pace which her brother had designated as wise she would


    have to begin without delay. Well, it might permit her to speed two voyages with one breeze. She would go over and see if Mrs. Simpkins would let her help her move. She felt now fairly sure her offer would not only be accepted but appreciated and so looked forward to this opportunity for a last kindness.


    The following morning, therefore, as soon as her household duties permitted, she left to call a second time on Mrs. Simpkins. She had nearly arrived at her future residence when she heard, "Excuse me, Miss Throcton. I was just about to call on the, the Dean."


    "I have just left him, Dr. Wilkes, at home. I'm going now over to the Deanery."


    "You have heard then?"


    "What?"


    "I am just coming from the Deanery. I feared there was cardiac strain. She had been through a great deal, of course. They were a devoted couple. Mrs. Simpkins died early this morning. Yes, I have called in a nurse."


    "May I . . . ?"


    "Of course, allow me to accompany you?"


    She thanked him. They did not break their silence until they were out again in the Close.


    "I have telegraphed her brother," Dr. Wilkes paused. "He has replied that he wishes the burial to be at Cheltenham, and gave me instructions which I have handed on to the undertaker who will arrange everything very nicely."


    Miss Throcton thanked him for his company. As she went to the florist to order a wreath, the face of the dead woman stayed in her mind. Yes, she like her husband was now, as she had put it, safe. The serenity of the dead should make us at least less hurried.


    At lunch her brother asked her how her plans had shaped and when given reason for a few days' delay only remarked, "Herbrother's behavior shows some sense of the situation. It will certainly save much more time being wasted." His tone showed that he felt he was behaving, seemlily, generously with a final, finical hesitation on the part of Providence, or Fate.


    Miss Throcton worked with a will that he might have no further frustration, though she often felt that his urgency, far from deserving the word "wise," showed that rush which marks the fool's pace rather than the angel's. But she comforted herself by remembering what she had once heard the Bishop say— and surely he should know—that he had often found men who had been quite difficult as long as they were denied recognition, become open and generous once their capacity had been honoured.


    Thus the days passed. Her brother seemed to be responding to kindly treatment. That he had greatly desired to be "in"— as movers say—was very clear. The jar that had shaken the growing intimacy of their relations before his "elevation" (as he once or twice referred to the change of status) that strain now seemed removed and forgotten. And she herself was, she felt, free to accept this new offer of a closer relationship at its face value. Before she had feared—all the more because she repressed the fear as baseless and irrational—that he could have no positive reason for pleasure in her company—there must therefore be some latent negative cause. But now—the sequence was not in strict logic but served her wishful purpose—now that he was safe, was arrived, surely it was safe for her to enjoy their present assured state without further irrational misgivings. As she glanced at his face, listened to his voice's timbre, watched his carriage, no shadow of further suspicion rose behind her. "Of course," she concluded to herself, "he was always hypersensitive, and so hardened himself to save himself pain. The persistent


    disappointments deeply wounded him. Yes, characters which are at base good are often helped by rightful success."


    She was sitting in the Deanery parlor. It was a beautiful room built as the whole house had been by Gibbs in the mid-eighteenth century, looking west with large stately windows reaching down almost to the polished oak floor. The sun's western light poured in. The slanting rays seemed almost as solid as the great carved gilt "Glory" which, before the Tractarian-cum-Gothic counter-attack, had stood over the Cathedral altar and now had been placed as a chandelier-pivot on this room's ceiling. She was waiting for her brother to come in from Evensong and watched idly the steady drift of motes—moving specks of brighter gold passing across the belt of deeper unmoving gold. As he came in she saw the motes swirl as though wheeling to salute his passage. His remark, too, kept the tone of the place and hour.


    "Well, this is peace at last." He sat down and looked about him. "I feel"—he was speaking with almost as much unguarded ease as if he were by himself—"as though I had arrived, after a stiff and tiresome pull, where one can sit and take in the view. And it is a fine prospect, a fine prospect."


    His eye ranged round from the great window set in the south wall and through which the North-west Tower of the Cathedral could be seen, and then down the three stately west windows. Their upper panes were flooded with the oncoming sunset. The lower showed the red and white of the brick and portland stone walls of the lovely formal garden and the tops of the topiary-trained yew hedges that a century of shaping had made into green walls and towers.


    "I shall work well here," he added. And then his pleasure making him wish to show graciousness, "This place suits you, too. It is a house worthy of that care which you have a. remarkable ability to yield. That such a spot should have so long


    housed a living corpse—I mean a suspended animate—and then. . . ."


    "Dear," she interrupted, "don't. . . . Its all turned out well, hasn't it? Why . . . ?"


    He was not vexed with her check. His attention had strayed for a moment and when he did look back to her he was smiling. "I thought your domestic drill had produced a staff so armed and agile with mop and turk's head that no cobweb however high could escape, no ball of fluff however close-clinging to the nether wainscot avoid the sweep of their brooms!"


    As he spoke with facetious eloquence she glanced to where his eye had again gone. He was watching with a half-amused, half-puzzled look where the panel which was under the farthest of the west window-seats met the floor. The sunlight, pouring down diagonally onto the polished floor-boards, made here an angle of shadow into which one had to look through a haze of golden shifting motes.


    "I think," he continued, "I perceive that a witness against your cleaners has stolen out to disprove their thoroughness. TTiere is a small gossamer ball of Weepings' at this moment availing itself of a favourable ground draft to coast along the wainscot, seeking, no doubt, to gather contributors to itself."


    'The light," she remarked getting up. "I can't see through it into that shadow."


    He rose too, came beside her and then said, "Oh, it was only a trick of the cross-lighting. Queer!" he added, taking again his chair. "My eyes, in spite of Arabic and forty years of study, seldom give a mistaken diagnosis."


    However, twice again during the following ten days, variations of the little incident occurred. First he asked her to see that his study, also a stately room with polished floor, should be floor-polished every day. She consented and just in time prevented herself adding, "Has Mary's cleaning been perfunctory?"


    She knew it had not. For not only did she herself inspect and praise each room as it was tided; she had trained her maids in her own concern. Besides, some sub-twinge of anxiety checked her. Her brother, though something of a martinet, had never been of the fussy, meticulous, "house-proud" type. Indeed, like most thorough scholars he did not like his room too ordered, saying that a good maid's sense of order and a good mind's were each good but different. This fussiness was, then, out of character. It began far down in her heart to restir her misgivings.


    The second incident made more restless the roused uneasiness, but offered them no explanation. It was a repetition of the first incident, when they had been together in the parlor toward sunset. This time, however, they were dining. Candles had been lit, But as the evening was very still and warm the curtains had not been drawn. The last sign of a clear sunset remained in the west, a quiet lake of cloudless green, into which, from above, the deep blue of full night was percolating.


    She had been resting her eyes on that vast tranquil distance when, glancing back, she noticed that he was, as before, looking in a slightly puzzled way at the floor by the wainscot. All he said, however, was, "I haven't seen Tissaphernes for some while?"


    "I'm afraid," she answered, 'lie didn't like the move. Cats are like that. Houses and not their human hosts seem their real friends. He wandered away, going back to his old haunts twice. And now I've had to send him to the veterinary. Cook thinks that's the real cause of his restlessness and when he comes back hell be all right."


    "Can a veterinary minister to a mind diseased—or even distressed—and cure a cat's nostalgia?"


    "Oh, I thought I'd said—she says she found that he had mange coming on."


    "I must say then that I'm glad he had the considerateness to cease using you as a cushion."


    He laughed. Then again his eye wandered and he glanced at the floor, before continuing. "If the veterinary cannot cure him, as we lack an Elisha nowadays, we had better get another mouse-warden."


    "Oh, we must give him every chance, don't let's be heartless!"


    "Oh, don't be sentimental!" A sudden flaw of irritation sounded in his voice.


    "Besides," she added conciliatorily, "Cook would perhaps be unsettled. She says she's not seen a mouse in the place. And she'd certainly complain if she did. She says the smell of a cat, just in itself, will keep mice away for weeks."


    "Well perhaps they respect the quarters where he dined and slept, but not elsewhere."


    "Have you seen any?"


    "If my eyes haven't deceived me, I saw one not two minutes ago, there!" He pointed to the wainscot under the central window-seat.


    She was only just in time to stop herself saying, "But that's the spot where you thought you saw the ball of sweepings." All she actually said was to ask him to tell her if he saw a mouse again.


    He did not. Indeed the next uneasiness she experienced was provoked by something that happened to herself, or she thought happened—she could not be sure which, and she had no one to ask. She had not told her brother that, some days before Cook had uttered the banishing word "mange," she had found Tissaphernes unpleasant olfactorily. Indeed it was because she had found that she could, by this crude sense alone, be aware of his presence in the room, that she had asked Cook to diagnose. Now about a week after her brother's suspicion of mouse, it was her turn to suspect. But she suspected the cat.


    She was coming back from Cook's quarters, through the passage that led to the front of the house. The passage was dark


    —darker really in the day, when a distant fan-light was all its lighting, than at night, when it had its own lamp. The passage, for the same reason that it had no window of its own, did not ventilate very well. But it was not cabbage water, the standard ground of complaint between dining room and kitchen, that offended her. She drew a guarded breath through her nostrils, enough to be sure, but not enough, she hoped, to prove unhealthy. Yes, there could be no doubt. Tissaphernes had come back and returned uncured.


    She re-entered the kitchen. Cook, however, was clear. Tissaphernes was still at "the vet's":


    "If youll forgive me Ma'am for shortening that long word. I never could get all those letters spoken. And the people I was last with always just called the horse doctor 'the vet' and they certainly always had him round the place." Then from the light airs of reminiscence Cook modulated to news, "I myself having the greengrocer to take too, the vegs not being what they should be and it being high summer still, I took my way home by the vet's—I ask pardon—and he told me I might see him. Poor fellow—why I didn't dare even give him a pat, and he mewing for it as for milk. There's not a doubt of it, he's worse. The vet's a real kind man, but he fears the worse. . . ." Cook's voice took on a quaver.


    Miss Throcton regretted loosing the floods of foreboded bereavement, so retired toward her own quarters. Still, passing through the close passage she once again felt she had undeniable sensory proof of the cat or a cat—in any case a very uncured cat.


    However, the unpleasant smell only lasted a day more and her brother made no complaint. She was determined not to ask him if he noticed anything. And the day the smell completely faded, so that she herself could no longer detect a hint of it, Cook's tears came on in earnest. Tissaphernes had had to be


    helped out of his body, which, once his glory, had become his shame. Again she said nothing to her brother and he did not inquire.


    The second experience was also olfactory. But here she was surprised into action that did involve her brother. She was sitting with a book by her reading lamp when she felt sure it must have begun to smoke. Hardly looking up she turned the flame down a fraction. The smell did not lessen, rather increased. She looked closely at the wick but saw that it was well trimmed. No fume was going up the glass chimney. The smell, now unpleasantly strong, was, she realized, more like a candle-end left smouldering. Could one of the servants . . . ? She went to the door. It did come from the passage, but not from that part of it that led to the back of the house. It was floating down from the front of the house, from the direction of her brothers study. Quite a sharp attack of alarm took her. He might have fallen into a doze among his papers and his lamp . .. ! She went along the passage. The smell was now very strong.


    She had never dared to interrupt him; this, however, might be a matter of life and death. She did listen for a moment at the door. There was no sound of any movement the other side of it. She took hold of the handle. The latch had caught or the door was locked. She twisted at the handle with both hands.


    Suddenly she heard a movement, a quick stride, 'Who's there!"


    In spite of the thickness of the door-panels the voice sounded strained, more strained than she had ever heard her brothers. As she hesitated, the handle turned of itself in her loosening fingers and they were face to face.


    "Well!" he called—that strange protean word for challenge, dismissal, protest—'Well?


    "I thought," she began.


    "Please never come unless I should call for you." He said


    it quietly, looking at her carefully all the while. Then the door was closed in her face.


    The smell of burning followed her, however, back to her room. It too, as had the cat aroma, hung about for a couple of days. Then it was gone. No one else seemed to have perceived it. She thought—with what grounds she was never sure—that she had ceased any longer to be able to perceive the taint of singeing when once more her brother drew her attention to a minute domestic incident. She had expected him to be distant after her intrusion, and he had not disappointed her.


    In fact he held her at arms' length and without any courtesy conversations until he needed her services. It came as a little criticism of her province. She was glad of it, though, for it served to establish, if only on a single-plank bridge, their friendliness.


    'Have you been changing the laundress?"


    She told him No, and asked Why? "Oh, a small thing but a sign of carelessness. I have found one of my handkerchiefs stained and then, I suppose, in some effort to redeem the first blunder, scorched."


    Naturally no laundress is immaculate. But she saw that such a remark would not fit the case. She was correct, but the evidence of her correctitude gave her no reassurance. On the contrary.


    



    IT WAS FROM THAT DAY THAT THEY SEEMED TO ENTER ANOTHERepoch or zone, leaving behind the security of routine commonplace living. It was as though till then—as on the Cathedral clock a tune was first picked out and, after that, all the bells came clashing in making variations on the theme—it was as though an outline had been dotted in and now all the same incidents—which could be interpreted as normal—came back together making any further explaining away useless. She had longed that her brother would become intimate and give her his confidence. They were, it was now clear, to be driven together into a closer relationship than she had ever expected by a force more alien than ever she had suspected.


    The onset was made without further warning. Nature was so calm that she seemed to desire to soothe 'Tier creature, man." The moon was over the garden in the early night. "It is so still out-of-doors." he remarked as they stood looking out after dinner, "we might take a turn on the lawn."


    "Yes, it is perfectly dry too," she replied as they stepped through the end window which an early nineteenth century Dean, caring more for garden convenience than architecturalcorrectitude, had cut, down through the window-seat, making a two-leaf glazed door. With almost a sombre dignity the moon lit the hedge-enclosed place perfectly, beautifully, so that it looked far larger than by day. The night-smelling stocks and pinks sent out a perfume so heavy that the skeins of vapour seemed almost palpable. Almost palpable, too, in that still, heavy air was the purr of the ghostly night-moths flitting from one heavy flower to another. The whirr of their furred wings gave a muted note, so hushed and low that the ear felt actually touched by the whirring, not the ear-drum vibrated by the sound of it.


    "Scent and sound, the world seems composed of them now, with sight only as a dim adjunct," she remarked.


    His more practical mind, glancing about for a reply-comment that might not too stiffly challenge hers, remarked, "The moon —look at it. It's dear enough!"


    "But it, too," she countered, "looks now as though it were a mask held in front of an invisible face."


    "Do you know what is the proper name for it," he asked a little hurriedly, "when it is in this phase?" And then not waiting he told her, "Gibbous," adding, "but I see you are not interested in seeing nor in instruction, only in feeling and intuition."


    True, she was not looking at the sky. She was drawing in deep breaths of the almost anaesthetic scent, and her reply was irrelevant, "Those night-smelling flowers are really too strong, aren't they. Their scent is hardly any longer that of blossoms, fresh and gay. They remind one more of the aroma of.. .."


    "I was remarking to you about the moon," he answered.


    His tone had sharpened and in his impatience he put his hand on her shoulder to make her attend. As he did so he glanced at her face. The moonlight, no doubt, would make it pale. It was dear, however, that her attention was not wandering. Her expression was fixed, rigid. She said nothing to his reproof but

  


  
    actually took his fingers in hers—an intimacy that now startled him. She must be frightened. With her other hand she was pointing at the foot of the hedge. He saw what had caught her attention. He felt also the tremor of her fear run through him like a current. For the sight, at least at first glance, should not have shaken both of them so severely. Three yards away, at the base of the towering yew bridge, and just beyond the wide herbaceous border at which they stood, there shone up at them, almost at ground level, two small green-silver spots, like small fragments of reflected moonlight.


    They stood still, trying to make out what in the yew-hedge's shadow could so catch the moonlight. Then as they watched, the two points moved, trailing after them a smear of black. It was as though the shadow of the hedge at this point began to protrude, until passing across the cultivated earth of the flowerbed, the black wedge touched the ghostly green of the mown grass-path on which they were standing. As the black smear moved toward them the dense scent of the stocks seemed to clot until it was rancid. No flower was ever so rank—it was animal ammonia at its sourest, the odor of an ill-kept civets cage. The shadow, now having touched the lawn at a couple of yards from their feet—it had passed obliquely across the flower-bed—ceased to move further. Instead it began to sink down until the oblong black area, that in outline had looked like a slinking animal, was resting flat on the ground. The ammoniacal odor now took on the nauseating stench of decay. The ground, however, seemed to be sopping up this blot of corruption and gradually the stifling gas of rotting flesh became again the strong animal ammonia that has in it the tang of burning hair and of scorched linen. Then as the grey-green of the lawn absorbed the last stain of black, the ammonia modulated and was lost once more in the heavy scent of the stocks.


    The Dean found that he was clinging to his sister's arm asconvulsively as she to his. Without a word they turned to the house. But, just as they were about to gain the threshold, his arm gave hers a wrench painful enough to rouse her from her numb fear. With his free arm he was striking at something. As she was twisted round by his grip she glanced at his face. He was looking up at the ceiling corner of the high window through which they were just going to pass. He snatched and tore with his free hand at what for a moment she couldn't see. Then he broke out,


    "Can't the house be kept free of pests! Every corner has something weaving or spinning in it!''


    Against the upper cornice of the French window, the light striking out and down from the chandelier within, showed her, as she took one more step forward, the outer anchor-strands of a big night spider's web. Her brother's face had brushed against and torn one of the lowest of these threads as he stepped over the threshold and some of the remainder of the web had wound round his forehead. He stumbled across the step, called out to her to close the leaves of the window, himself continuing to wipe his face and head with his handkerchief.


    "Filthy," he muttered and she saw him shuddering. "Shut all the windows!" She obeyed, and then turned to look at him where he had seated himself by the empty hearth with his back to the window. He was huddled in a big chair with his head in his hands. Every now and then he picked with his fingers at face and scalp.


    She glanced out at the garden. It looked as calm, as inviting as it had seemed when only so few minutes previously they had stepped out into it. She was a sane woman of considerable objectivity. She noticed, then, this fact, the present appearance of things, which was certainly the common-sense impression, and compared it with the nauseating panic she had felt when out there with her brother. She turned back and looked at him.


    Certainly, however much she wished to dismiss the whole thing as a small inexplicable anomaly best dealt with by disregard, she could not call the whole thing a private fancy. Subjective it might be but he had been as much aware—of what she had experienced—as had she—perhaps more.


    "Hadn't you better go to bed?"


    "I suppose so, I suppose so."


    His voice was uncertain, as uncertain as hers had been. But her uncertainty was polar to his. Her doubt, as she phrased the question, arose because she felt that what she said was less of a request than an order. She realized in a dim way that the curious "attack"—that was the word she picked under which to catalogue the anomaly—the attack that he had just had in the garden, had, like a capsize, reversed their situations, if only for a moment. What that might mean in the future, still less what actually had in the past caused this present situation, she did not ask herself—did not wish to do so, indeed felt that, for the time being, she must not. She, however, sounded her feelings and resolutions carefully, though she still shunned sorting her thoughts or memories. She found that if her head was muddled her heart was dear; high and steady enough so that she could view it plainly, quickly. She found that she knew two things: The curious foreboding that she had felt when he began to be amiable, that had gone. The crisis, whatever it might be, that she had dreaded, had arrived. And, like most brave but un-analytic people, she was glad—not happy but content—that whatever it was that she felt was in cover and had been dogging them, was now come into the open, now could be faced. The time for waiting, wondering whether one was not becoming tense and theatrical over nothing, doubting one's judgment, that phase was over. She preferred this sense of the rising storm to being fog-bound. She might have to go through a good deal, an ordeal perhaps, if that were not too histrionic a word for .a test, but shewould be going ahead, making headway, yes (she found she was smiling incongruously, for into her mind floated the incongruous picture of Tissaphernes on her lap swelled to twice his size by the challenging smell of the fox), yes, give battle.


    As her mind, or heart, made these its dispositions she watched her brother. After repeating to himself once again "I suppose so," he drew himself to his feet. Once he was standing up his resolution seemed somewhat recovered. Two silver bedroom candles stood on a small table by the door with matches beside them. He lit his at the second effort, and half turning to say "Good night" passed through the door.


    She stood listening. In the stillness of the house—it was the younger servants' night out and Cook was an early retirer—she could hear his tread go along the passage, up the staircase and into his bedroom which was above the parlor. He was moving about methodically. At last all was quiet. She lit her own candle and turned off the small tap that extinguished the gas-fed chandelier, then went back to the window for a last look at the garden. The moon was now actually touching the top of the yew hedge. The effect of a white-masked watcher peering over a wall was ridiculously convincing. The rest of the place was therefore in dense shadow.


    "How strange." she said quietly but aloud. 'We fear the calm and the rest of the night and think the day, in which our passions and resentments are unleased at each other, the safe and normal time, cheerful and fresh."


    She turned back from looking at the almost level light of the moon. The cold beam passed over her shoulder into the salon. The room had now no other light in it. Her candle had gone out. She could see the tiny point of red which showed the still smouldering wick and could smell the rank incense of its smoke. For a moment a spasm of panic, as keen as that she had felt there in the garden, took her.


    Then she understood. Something was attacking, but it had no real certainty of success. It had no purchase on her. If she refused to admit the fear, if she demanded why, on what grounds rational or moral, she should be frightened, then it would have to show itself or retire. She stood still with her back to the window. The tiny glow of the candle wick, the other side of the room, died down. The rank smell of smoulder died also. She walked over, lit the candle again—it hesitated a moment before kindling—then as the flame established itself, she opened the door and went up to her bedroom. The sense of being no longer mentally in the dark grew in her as she rose up the dark wide steps, "wide enough"—she repeated to herself the old saying—"to bring a coffin down."


    She was now facing something that, no doubt, had power to inflict defeat and dissolution, if you were weak, if you were infected and had no right resistance. But only able to scare you, only able to threaten and howl if you stood your ground.


    Certainly she was no longer attacked from within by further misgivings and the distressing feeling that she was at a loss. That did not mean, however, that she was unaware that she was confronted by something very dark or that she had no fears. Indeed her grounds for these rapidly increased. Her brother's behaviour became steadily more strange. Now that he had been able to show, or had been forced to uncover, his real state of mind, a great part of his long-acquired, carefully built up ashlar of impassivity was flaking away.


    It was hardly a week after the walk in the garden. He had not referred to that scene. But she noticed that he had not gone into the garden again though she had most days walked in it, hoping thereby to encourage him to come out. The new confidence was naturally a complaint. Again it was about the servants. Family prayers were just completed and the domestic staff, led out by Cook, had just trooped from the room. But heremained standing, looking after them. Then he turned to her and evidently was going to speak, but, after a couple of hesitations, sat down. She noticed that he ate little. Indeed it was not till the afternoon that he managed to say what was on his mind. They were just going into the parlor for tea as they had come in from Evensong, when, as his hand was on the door, he turned and asked,


    "Now, don't you notice anything?"


    Then, as she did not at once reply he continued, "I am sorry to seem excessively fastidious and I wish to say that it is not a complaint. Perhaps if you notice nothing. . . . But then."—he smiled wryly—"Clement of Alexandria does warn the women on this point, that their olfactory sense is not as keen as man's. . . ." He paused.


    'What is it?" she encouraged him.


    "I can't help it," he brought up his trouble, "I can't help it. It makes me feel quite ill. It's one of the servants, I know. That dreadfully coarse vulgar scent. They really must be told not to use it. I suppose it is some cheap hair oil."


    She breathed in quietly and deeply. She could smell the cedar-wood oil with which the mahogany door by which they stood was polished, the faint scent of the potpourri in the big bowl in the bay window at the other end of the passage, and farthest away the toast which must now have readied the kitchen table ready to advance and be offered with their tea.


    She replied quietly, "I am sure that none of the maids use hair-oil." Then seeing his distress increase she added, "I must ask them if they are using any of those rather strong-scented furniture polishes."


    She saw the relief on his face as he said, "Yes, yes, that quite possibly might be it. I confess I had not thought of such a, a natural explanation. And you will see that we go back to whatever the unscented variety may have been that was in use previously?"


    She assured him that she would,


    He did not raise this matter of protest again, but his complaints were now frequent. He went back to his concern with dusting and would ask whether she was really keeping the maids up to their old standard in this new and of course somewhat larger and so more exacting house. Then one day he actually asked her to come into his study.


    'You know," he remarked over his shoulder as they went rather hurriedly along the passage, Tin not complaining, I certainly do not want my study turned upside down. But if they do tidy my desk"—now they had entered the room and he took her up to the big desk table where he worked—"then they should not actually leave my writing pad in that state. To quote Scripture, 'the last state is worse than the first.' "


    She scanned the site at which he was pointing, going closer both to assure him and to reassure herself. A folio sheet of blotting paper, perfectly fresh, and, on that, some quarto sheets of plain paper also innocent of any blot, mark or stroke of pen or pencil.


    "I don't quite understand?" she asked him turning round.


    'You don't see!"


    She did see the expression in his eyes and that was enough to show that at the least she must say something at once that was positive.


    'Til look into the matter myself." she remarked in a cheerful routine tone. And, suiting action to word, she picked up the paper, rolled it together and went toward the door. There she turned round. He was looking after her with an expression half of relief, half of puzzlement. Then as she added, 'Til be back in a moment with dean paper," he smiled at her.


    "Very kind of you, very kind." There was real gratitude in his voice.


    As she went down the passage, though it was broad day and the sun hot outside, she felt the darkest wave of black fear rise up in her that she had so far had to face. She knew, however, she could endure it. For, deeper than any fear at what might be approaching, she knew there was mounting so strong a pity in her that about the courage she would need she did not have to question.


    She did look over the sheets of paper in her room. "Of course there is nothing," she remarked quietly to herself as though checking over an item in household expenses. She went back with them, then, to her brother's room. He was waiting, standing by his desk as she had left him.


    'These sheets are clean ones," she remarked, and spread them on the table. He looked at them and then without a word, but granting a small nod, he sat down and, taking up his pen, drew a small sheaf of notes toward him.


    For three days he seemed to be working quietly. Still, she was not surprised when he asked her to come with him again, though her heart, she noticed, did sink a little further when instead of going along to his study they mounted the stair and reached his bedroom. It was clear, too, he was in a more nervous state than before. As they entered the room he no longer led but actually gave her a gentle push forward.


    "Look at the pillow!" he commanded. "You see, I was right. Whoever makes the bed is really so grossly careless, untidy, disgustingly untidy"—his voice was straining—"squalid, that it is unhygienic. You must speak. . . ."


    She had approached the bed and was looking at the pillow. It was Monday. New linen had been put on the bed perhaps an hour before. She saw it was spotless.


    "You can't see the state the pillow is in! Your sight mustbe going. I saw it the moment I came back to this room alter breakfast this morning. It must be the maid. I saw her leaving with the old sheets." Talking rapidly he had come up behind her. She could hear his shallow quick breath. Suddenly he put his hand on her shoulder, gripping it. His grasp was hard but trembling. He was pinching with all his strength. But to the startling discomfort she made no response because of what her eyes now saw. The pillow-slip had something on it, a stain, as of oil, and in the stain she could surely see a number of tangled coarse black hairs. She drew her breath sharply. He left hold of her shoulder.


    "You see it!" he said. "You see it now!"


    But now she only saw the smooth plump white pillow in its new cover. She bent over it, moving close to the bed so that he could not reach her, for he held back, evidently afraid to come closer. She scented, as a cat will nose over the carpet. Then she turned round.


    "I think Cook has been a little careless. I always have the laundry as soon as it comes in from the wash dried in front of the kitchen range—a precautionary measure, but damp sheets are dangerous. Over-zealous she has singed this pillow-slip ever so slightly."


    She picked up the pillow. He gave way to her. As she left him at his study door—for he had followed her keeping to her heels— she added quietly, "Cook is white-haired and the other two maids are light."


    Whether her action checked in some way his psychosis—at least in that district where she could make response and give him replies and support—certainly the attack, when it was resumed, was from a quarter out of her province.


    He told her some ten days later that he was not going to Evensong. And, on her asking what would be detaining him, he replied, almost with a smile, that this was not a matter wherein she could assist.


    "The verger is too old." he complained. "Always did make mistakes in so many little details. But now he cannot get his staff to carry out even the most rudimentary cleaning. It puts my teeth on edge. The reading desk in my stall is filthy; dust, cobwebbing, wisps of hair. The fluff is always getting on my sleeves. I'm no maker of troubles, though, I don't want the poor old creature turned out. I have decided what to do. I'll wait. When others complain, as soon they must, well then it won't seem as though the new broom were tyrannously officious and determined to make the old mop feel ashamed and only fit for the bonfire."


    He actually chuckled or rather gave a kind of titter—a sound she had never heard him make before—and looked at her side-longly.


    The last phase of the attack was entered before he made any reference to it. The information came, in fact, from one of the maids.


    "I'm sorry, Ma'am, if Fm saying what is not in my place to say, but please, the Master is not using his bed now. It seems that he sleeps, if sleep he does, in the big wing-chair drawn up near the fire-place in the bedroom."


    So far no sign had better shown how far his old self-reliance had broken down than when, the evening after she had been given the above information, she suddenly said to him as they sat in her room, "Wouldn't you prefer to lie on the couch here? And then I could keep a small fire going all night."


    Slowly, he replied, "Can you sleep in die day?"


    She had to. None was to be gained at night under this arrangement. That did not mean that he did not. Indeed she it was who used to rouse him. He would begin to doze almost as soon as she had wrapped some covers round him, for though the evenings were still warm, once the sun set his skin was cold, and on the occasions on which she touched his hand she felt it was clammy. Soon, however, rugs and some cushions were all the covers that


    he xvould permit. Sheets and pillow-cases she learned were repugnant to him, stirring some deep terror—a terror he could fight so long as he was fully conscious, but which showed itself as a panic that flung them from him as soon as he began to dream. Then as the sleep deepened his distress grew. She would go over and wake him. Once he was fully roused he could still quite quickly regain his composure.


    It was clear, however, that this could not go on. In spite of all she could do, he was losing ground. The shadow life was advancing to engulf his day-time consciousness, as at sunset the livid mist of oncoming night mounts up from the east to take over the empty sky. And her own strength would not stand it. Alone with him in the small hours as he struggled with his phantoms, it was now taking all her strength to keep clear her own conviction: that the atmosphere in the still room was subjective not objective: that it was only sympathy, yes and a relic of her old admiration for him, that made her feel that a positive presence had invaded the place. Yet to whom could she go? To the Doctor, and have him wish to commit her brother to an asylum! The thought of the Bishop and his advice was if anything less helpful, for his recommendation would be even less practical, rest. Rest? "Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased?"


    The dawn, with the cold alien look it has for all those who have passed through a night of wakeful misery, showed the vast fretted mass of the Cathedral emerging from the low lying mist. The mouldered Gothic design looked like some splintered reef left by a retreating tide. "Once it was a fortress of faith," she whispered to herself as she glanced through the curtains. "The poor Bishop." she mused, "always haunted, always dogged by senility or premature breakdown, like one who struggles to keep a lamp trimmed but the wicks are either too old or the oil has water in it."


    She pulled herself together, went over silently and stood looking down at her brother, who, with the returning light, was gain-


    ing the few minutes of sleep without nightmare that he could snatch at such an hour* After all, he looked so cairn now, so much master of his situation and his mind, that surely Nature itself would work a cure. Even should she question the Doctor, what could she ask. As yet she had no real clue, no adequate set of symptoms that she could describe and he deduce from.


    A few nights after she had begun to wish that even this knowledge might be granted her, it was given. He had been awake while she was beside him, and she had only turned to attend to the fire when she heard him breathing heavily and muttering to himself. She paused, listening. He was saying over one phrase, a name surely, yes, "Ibn Barnuna, Ibn Barnuna." She knew enough of his books to recall that name printed in gold letters on the back of one, perhaps more than one, of his big handsomely bound quartos—those massive volumes, more like furniture than books. She remembered calling forth his humourous contempt when once remarking that they made the handsomest wall-paper that any man's study could have.


    The voice had grown urgent. She went back to the couch and touched him on the shoulder. He woke but his eyes did not turn to hers. They looked across the room. She followed them, her hand still on his arm. For a moment she heard nothing but the quiet lapping of the flame in the grate, lapping and licking the new small log she had put on. Then the sound seemed no longer to be coming from the grate but from a dark corner of the room. Her brother put his hand over hers. Before he said "You see!" she had caught sight of a dark body, a darker shadow in the corner's dusk. It looked like a black animal lying on its side. Every now and then the wavering light of the fire—for she had turned the gas to a pin-point—made it seem that the creature twisted round and licked its flank. Her brother started up, pulling himself out of her touch. She saw that the corner had only shadow in it The sound, it was clear, came from die flames.


    When the sunrise came—for the days were yet long—she left him for a moment. He was awake but did not mind being left, it seemed, if it was light. She did not, however, go to her bedroom. Instead she entered his study. Yes, there stood the volumes as she recalled them. She could read from the door the fine gilt lettering on their backs. His book treasures, his bound "letters-patent" of the nobility of learning, of the high sanity of scholarship, stood ranged in the fine mahogany bookcases he had had made specially for them. " 'Embalmed minds' as Milton calls them," he had remarked (it was a comfort now to recall an intellectual assurance that then sounded arrogant), "have surely as much right to their carved stalls as our present Minster minds, most of whom have waited too long for their embalming."


    She went across and took out one marked The Travels of Ibn Barnuna. Her long years as forewoman of a staff of cleaners made her, in spite of the few weeks they had been in this their new residence, glance automatically at the gap and into the fissure left by the heavy volume she had lifted away. With her free hand she then reached into the gap. She had noticed something that must have been left there by mistake. Her fingers brought out a key. She looked at it for a moment with doubt; then recognized, with her orderly memory, where it belonged. She slipped it into the lock of the drawer just below the shelf on which the big volumes stood. Yes, that was it, it fitted; it was the key, for it turned freely in the lock and the drawer opened. There was nothing in the drawer; but a strange smell seemed to float out—strange because incongruous to rise here—a smell of stale linen, familiar enough, but not in such a place. And what could be exhaling it? And with it, surely, now she could detect a cheap scent—that, too, was a very unlikely odour. And further, this too had, it seemed, no source. Of course it was a little thing, but, though small, it seemed to her completely incomprehensible. She stood for a moment, therefore, looking intothe empty drawer and recognizing how offensive the smell, though weak, appeared to her. Then she shut the drawer, putting the key in her pocket.


    She turned her attention to the big volume cradled on her left forearm. With her fingers she began to turn the pages until, with what seemed a movement of its own, the volume spread itself open. It had been strained at this page—it was clear that the binding had been partly broken. She read for a while in the passage that had been presented to her eyes. Then she closed the book, put it in its place and left the room.


    She went to the Cathedral that morning before Matins and stayed there till lunch. Returning she brought a tray to her brother who was lying on the couch in her room. He ate hardly anything. She had eaten nothing, but he did not enquire. All the afternoon she sat with him. Then as the sun's beams had spread across the floor till they touched the wainscot he suddenly said,


    "I can't face another night: I can't."


    She knew now that the time had come. And she knew so clearly also what she had to do, that she found herself quite calm. Laetitia Throcton was to her for the moment a character in a novel she was writing. She saw what her heroine—far too well known by her authoress to be seen as heroic—must now perform. But she found she had no idea as to what the performance would effect. She could hear her voice, low, gentle, definite.


    "If you were well you would laugh it away. But you are more right now than you would be then. There is something now present with you; something which is highly dangerous to you and which you cannot drive away. . . ." She paused and looked at him. He was watching her with something almost like relief. She continued, "But which you called on yourself."


    "It's a lie," he shouted. 'You're a fool, a scheming wretch; you have a plot to drive me out of my mind; you're a witch; it's all a filthy, hellish lie!"


    She looked at him quietly. He had become very small now, she was four years his senior. She remembered him like that— one of her first reflective memories—when their nurse had frightened him with ghost stories. Then she had been able to be his friend. And, though she herself had been considerably frightened, she remembered, the fear had gone when she felt how helpless he was. The same mood had now returned to her. She did not know if she could win. But she knew she could refuse to yield an inch to that which had him so largely in its power. She was aware of much pain. But not of the slightest fear—that was gone for good, transmuted into the pain through her profound understanding. She knew, too, what further she must say; though she noted, as the words came, how odd they sounded addressed to the learned Dean of a great Cathedral.


    "You drove Simpkins out. I took your side at first. I was keenly disappointed for you. And he must have made some grave slip so as to fall into the power of your rage. But it is clear that he was in no way a bad man. So you could not get rid of him, through his mind. That fate is now yours. What you sent out could only strike at his body. But, returning to you, and armed with your intention, it is striking at your mind."


    He looked at her, his mouth fallen open, the lower lids of the eyes sagging. His head swung slowly from side to side as if he were trying to see her in a difficult light. She knew now she must wait. His mind was being slowly percolated by what she had said. It was trying to keep the knowledge out. But his will was being worn down, as a man is, step by step, forced back by one stronger. It took about a couple of minutes before he collapsed. He tumbled forward on the couch, burying his face. She heard him, as she took him in her arms, whining.


    "There's no hope, none. That's my doom. I mocked at senility, I with my first-rate brain. A slobbering cringing idiot. I'll be degraded to the lunatic asylum to live there in hell while still inthe body and then. . . ." He began in a thin childish voice to howl.


    She held him for some five minutes, then began slowly to repeat a collect. It began, inevitably, "Almighty God. . . ."


    "Don't." he whimpered. "Don't. There's no hope. For He exists, He's just."


    She completed the prayer silently.


    That night he slept—somewhat to her surprise, though a deeper level of her mind felt it was natural, all part of the process. She remembered reading in some grim Protestant church history, that did not spare you "telling" facts about the other side, that those given their first racking nearly always slept deeply after it. She was tired too, very tired. Her anxiety had nearly drugged her. Time and again she dozed only to drag herself awake to find him still fast asleep, his face as blank as though made of wax.


    The next morning she took his mail. For some days he had refused to deal with it. So she had answered those letters which she could, leaving the others until she could have some idea as to what was to happen. This morning there was one in an unfamiliar hand from Cambridge. She opened it. It was from a colleague in Arabic, of whom she was pretty sure she had heard him speak, a Dr. McPhail. He was inviting her brother to a small conference which he and some fellow scholars found that they could bring together at Cambridge.


    "It is quite informal," the letter ran. "That accounts for my giving such brief notice. Indeed it may well be impossible for you to be present at so short indication. I hope, however, that you may be able to make an effort to attend for I am sure that you would find it worth your while. It was because I did not wish our few outstanding Arabianists to miss an unusual opportunity that I am writing to you. The presence of some foreign scholars in this country is an occasion which I was loath that you should miss. And I am sure their visit here would be enriched if they couldhave a few days of discussion with you. Indeed our small group \vill feel incomplete without your presence."


    She looked in at her brother. He was still sunk in a sleep of such stillness that she was sure to disturb it would only harm. When he woke she was certain he would—as happens when the mind has so long been unaware and perhaps absent from the body—need some time to recollect himself. After her small breakfast she found he was still sleeping. Then, finding the house breathless, she took a few turns up and down the pavement outside. She was just thinking of going in again when she heard "Good morning" and Dr. Wilkes was beside her. He looked at her with kindly shrewdness. Then, without hesitation, he remarked,


    "I wish you could help me to understand the health of the Precincts a little better. We seem to be going through some kind of cyclic depression for quite a while. That seems clear. But for the cause I am at a complete loss. I used to be a great believer in water infections. Sometimes there are slow epidemics, with low fevers and general decline. Certainly we lie too low here to be sure that our water supply is above any level of possible contamination. But"—he paused—*Tm not satisfied that the basic trouble is enteric." He looked quickly at her, masking his enquiry with a smile. "You would be surprised, Miss Throcton, to the extent I have strayed from orthodox diagnosis in trying to account for the indispositions"—he chose the word without satisfaction—"that have lately attacked us."


    Then, his face frankly serious and in his voice something that was almost an appeal for help, he asked, "The Dean?" adding, 'Whenever he has spoken with me, about the health of the Close, he himself has rightly boasted that he has kept me professionally at bay."


    She realized that this was the next step. She herself, she felt


    sure, had done what she had to do and now someone else perhaps could and would carry the issue further.


    "I think, Dr. Wilkes, you may be right. But I am as much in the dark as you as to his condition. My brother is gravely indisposed, of that there can be little doubt, more gravely"—her voice was low and without accent—"than was his, his predecessor.. . ."


    "I gather you think it would be little use my seeing him?''


    "He has not suggested it," she answered, "and I am sure you understand that without his leave I would prefer not to do so."


    'Yes." he allowed with quiet frankness. "In many cases if the patient himself has not called in aid, for us to offer it but alarms. Besides, can a profession which depends so much on chemistry and now increasingly on sheer carving, can we minister to a mind " He stopped, leaving out the following adjective.


    She felt she could reward that friendliness that could be so frank by asking his advice. She felt absolutely alone. And the actual details of her brother's state she could not imagine sharing with even a close friend or relative, not with their parents had they been alive—they had so admired this their successful son.


    "My brother," she heard herself saying, 'lias had an invitation to attend a conference. . . ."


    "Do you know I was going to suggest that," Dr. Wilkes gave her his full support. "Get him away, yes, even if he seems quite sick. One thing I do feel sure of. This place has somehow dragged him down."


    "It's to a quiet conference of some scholars at Cambridge."


    "Couldn't be better," he agreed. "Couldn't be better. No physical exertion; the favourite interests of his mind will be entertained; and the place will bear for him pleasant memories of his youth and academic successes. I wish you a happy return," he said, bowing and leaving her.


    Dr. Wilkes seemed to have been a reliable prescriptionist even without seeing the patient. For when Miss Throcton went in to


    see her patient it was hard to disbelieve that some slight sign of cure was already apparent. Her brother was awake, sitting up calm and self-possessed, able indeed not merely to mask things but to say quietly to her,


    "The one chance I now see is that I get away, put some distance between myself and this involvement. Then even if I still remain incapable of sustained thought, I may be able to comprehend what has befallen me."


    She showed him the letter. He read it slowly, then looking up without a smile, or any relief of the gravity of his face, remarked, 'Tes, this is clearly the next step."


    There were three days before they should leave. They passed without incident; at least within the house. He still slept in her sitting room, but he did sleep. And she was learning to enter at least a half state during the quieter hours of the day. She told her servants that he was suffering from a slight non-infectious attack which would yield to quiet and some little nursing. He spent almost the whole day, as well, in her sitting room. He evidently felt safest there. Apparently, too, the prospect of getting away had in some manner sufficiently strengthened his mind that he seemed less open, perhaps for the moment immune, to the molestation. The only event that befell her during these three days of waiting took place early one afternoon when she had gone out to sit for a quarter of an hour under the limes in the Close. It was clear that he was uneasy lest she should go into their garden. The place she had chosen was a quiet spot as it was a corner of the Precincts which led only to the Palace. There was no danger that any of the inmates passing by would engage her in talk and inquisitive enquiries. And not only quiet, it was now cool and fragrant, some of the lime blossom being still scattered on the ground and a little remaining in the trees themselves. Bees were busy with it. Scent, sound and light, the three memory-senses, seemed blended into a chord recalling all peace-


    ful scenes and episodes. Here was the true, quiet atmosphere of things; this was the climate of reality; bright, unhurried, serene —even when late summer and early autumn had begun to recall it to repose.


    She started, though, when a voice near her said, "Oh, excuse me Miss Throcton, I was just on my way across to the Deanery to see whether I might talk with you for a few minutes?"


    Looking up she saw the Bishop's Chaplain.


    'The Bishop was intending to call himself when he was summoned away to London earlier than he had expected...."


    Young Halliwell paused. He was evidently a little nervous.


    'Won't you sit down?"


    She made room for him on the green bench. She looked at him. He certainly had good eyes, not yet narrowed by too much judging of men and lit with the humour that can play because it still laughs with people, not at them. But now the corners of his mouth, which also had to acquire the narrowed diplomatic line, showed his lack of ease. His unguardedness, the fact that he made no attempt to raise a mask of defensive discretion, appealed to her.


    '"You are calling to inquire about my brother's health?"


    And as he nodded frankly to her half-question, she went on, "It would also seem to appear, would it not, as though preferment might cause a species of vertigo."


    There was almost a smile in her voice if not on her lips, but she was grave and sad as she added, "Perhaps few can climb up and look down from even the lowest pinnacle of the Temple without risking this giddiness."


    "My father"—he was answering her, she noticed gratefully, with the same detached frankness with which she had found it possible to speak—"My father often used to say that the wisest men he had ever known used to tell him, The full truth may never shine in your heart so long as you have any power overanother!' They thought, it seems, that power itself was bad, or at least must almost inevitably blind you."


    "Who were these wise men?" She smiled. "Surely they must have been Wise men from the East'?"


    He glanced at her. 'They certainly were no kings with golden gifts. Indeed they were, I believe, as afraid of money as of power!"


    'That sounds even more Eastern." she replied. "I gather from reading our Cathedral's history that not since the Middle Ages, and then perhaps not very consistently, have we shunned rank and salary, provided they came from recognized sources. How much simpler life would be if we did!" She paused. "But yon want news of my brother. I am hoping a few days' absence—he is to attend a conference on Arabic studies in Cambridge—will permit him to throw off this indisposition."


    She was aware that he was watching her, not impertinently, to read more in her looks than her voice might be willing to tell, but with a real question, an honest concern.


    '"Yes," she replied looking at him, "I have had a word with Dr. Wilkes. He is sure that a brief change of scene would be the best thing."


    She saw that he had noticed precisely what she had said—that Dr. Wilkes had, in fact, only given a general consent and not been asked for specific medical advice. She saw further that her questioner was beginning to blush. He was charged, it was dear, to obtain information and he had the intelligence to judge what he was being given; but he certainly had no liking for any task that might be construed as prying. The sympathy which the gentle elderly must always feel for the young, as the juveniles begin to enter upon mankind's constant task of keeping charity and truth linked, was suddenly doubled in Miss Throcton by the sense that this boy, young enough to be her son, somehow sympathized by intuition with her.


    "Yes," she said again, "It is baffling by any medical standards, It is nothing physical. It is nervous strain."


    Of course that was such understatement as to be almost sup'pressio veri. But even if she was sure in her own mind, how could this young modern mind understand that a nightmare might be real; and what must be his judgement of an elderly woman who told him so. After a moment in which he had looked at the ground, he turned again and faced her.


    "Please don't think I'm absurd"—he hesitated—"but the Bishop is uneasy, too, you see." She nodded. "I know," he continued with more definiteness. "It's what the world calls 'just a run of bad luck.' But, don't you think that religious people really have no right to talk about chance? Whatever happens must be God's Will for us? It's to teach us something, surely? After all, we would never have learnt any Natural Laws if we had said of every run of similar events, "They are simply contingencies, coincidences. Post hoc is never propter hoc?"


    "And sometimes"—she added her question to his—"sometimes we can see the hidden causes which have set in motion the very evident, but seemingly inexplicable, results?"


    He nodded. She was silent, too, for a moment. But he evidently had followed her thought when she continued,"We are free, of course. We can initiate—I mean we ourselves must often be the cause of the things that befall us. I know that sounds trite, self-evident, I mean. . . ."


    He continued for her, "We can become involved in certain, certain moods. , . ." He stumbled, then went on, 'What I am trying to get clear in my mind is, I think, a question. I remember a remark I heard Dr. Wilkes make at a conference to which the Bishop took me where a number of professional men met together for discussion of social trends; Dr. Wilkes' point, as far as I recall, was that infection, physical infection, seems to be a thing we must view increasingly as pervasive, general, almost aclimate. I know what he said interested me because then our bodily health would depend less on disinfectants than on keeping up our general resistance. He meant it, I believe, to point to a link between his work and ours. If so, then at times we might, by worry, by resentment, by any negative mood, let our mental resistance become lowered."


    "And then" she concluded, "the ill infection breaks in, inundates."


    'We do need soul-physicians." was his conclusion.


    She smiled frankly at him. "Thank you for being so confidential with me. You are treating me as an associate of the Faculty!"


    He did not, however, smile back at her. Indeed his face was now more clouded. But though overcast his expression was more open than before. He had from his first days in the Close felt an intuitive liking for this quiet woman, of his mothers generation, with no children of her own, taking care of that forbidding brother, ready to let him completely eclipse her and ready, it seemed, with the same silent charity, to let Close gossip and its small petty competitions apparently go by. Naturally he had taken her quietude as serenity. Even the most informative of the Cathedral wives left Miss Throcton's character alone. He had been told, as soon as he came into residence, that, whereas Miss So-and-So was lively and Mrs. So-and-So very conservative, of Miss Throcton it was only said, with uncommon agreement and a certain finality, that she was "remote."


    "Sometimes, Miss Throcton, I am sorry to say, I get discouraged. I know it is wrong of me. I know I have been blessed, favoured. But somehow I thought it was going to be different.� "


    'What?" She knew, but knew also that he needed encouragement.


    "I have been fortunate, as the world says and as it counts. I


    am sure you know my loyalty to the Bishop. He is a wonderful man under whom to work, learn about administration and the understanding of men. And this lovely spot to work in. . . ."


    He looked at the perfect blend of cultured comfort and antiquarian picturesqueness which a well-kept Cathedral Close then achieved, all the charm of the past distilled and all its inconveniences strained away.


    "But sometimes—of course it is probably impatience disguising itself as zeal—I wonder whether, just because we have achieved such finish, we are not now entirely on the rich surface?"


    "Floating in the rich cream?" she asked. "But with no depth


    in us?"


    She had not smiled but he did. "Yes, this week the Bishop asked me to attend a picture expert from London who is to look over our fine series of Bishops' portraits, a unique series, he thinks. It was extraordinary the things he showed me that he could do with cleaning fluids, et cetera to keep and indeed bring back into good condition the faces of those dead worthies. He told me this kind of antiquarian preservation has progressed wonderfully and then remarked, 'And a good thing, too. It will help us preserve the great Italian masters. We need all the preservatives we can lay hold on, for once they are gone we shall never have such treasures again, we shall never be able again to paint as they painted.' And then he added, 'Maybe, when you can no longer create, as a compensation, you are given the power to preserve.'"


    Young Halliwell glanced again unhappily at the great fretted West Front, mellow in the western light, and the wide lawn spread like a green velvet cloth, on which this precious antique had been put out to sun.


    "What do you think we lack?" she asked,


    "Oh, I don't know! I know I oughtn't to complain. But yousee I'd hoped . . . I'd hoped the Church today might be what it was when it began."


    "That's what the Methodists claim." she smiled now. "Or at least used to."


    "It's what my father believed could and should be," he went on. "It certainly didn't bring him preferment. But then, for years, he was a missionary. And that not only puts you out of the running; it brings you up against experiences not met with and not believed in here." He waved his hand at the large enclosed calm of garden and architecture in which they sat.


    "But a thing may exist, may it not, even when it is not believed?"


    She asked the question so quietly, so much to herself, that he did not seem to notice it but ran on,


    "Yes, certainly he was out of the running. You see he said he sometimes believed God sent him to Persia to learn rather than to teach."


    "What did he learn?"


    This time her question was definite enough to turn his attention.


    "He used to tell me that he was sure of one thing—our supreme need of what he called spiritual mastery."


    "Did he ever tell you how it might be found?"


    "He thought it required a very considerable attention to one's way of life. I mean he was sure that it would take time, skill and instruction—perhaps years of training."


    "That is asking a great deal?"


    "Certainly the theological students I have seen and the theological studies I myself have been put through are, I must own, superficial. After all, Dr. Wilkes had a longer and more thorough training before it was thought safe to permit him to handle our bodies—are our souls any less valuable or complex?"


    "Could your father give you any examples of men whom he thought proficient?"


    "Yes, he said he had seen wonderful things, things like the therapy described in the Gospels, done by those who had suffered themselves so as to become adepts."


    "In Persia?"


    "Yes, but he said he had been assured that it could be done just as well here—if we cared as much to be trained."


    "But have any of us? Is there anyone known to you that can do—that kind of thing—here and now?"


    As her questions followed one another her voice had taken on a tone of urgency. Intuitively, however, he seemed to understand the naturalness, the inevitability of their return to personal matters and now on a level of increased intimacy.


    "I wish with all my heart," he said impetuously, "I knew of someone who could teach me. My father didn't. Indeed just before he died he actually thought of going back to Persia—I know it sounds almost grotesque. But, as he said, just keeping out of the running, just avoiding ambition, just going the small round, of which this"—again he pointed to the vast front that loomed on their right, like the walls of an abandoned prehistoric fortress—"this is only the big round. Just difference in quantity doesn't alter quality. And we need a new quality, a new species of force. I'd give up all my work here, however promising, approved and pleasant it may be, if only I could find out that— but what's the use giving up one's place on the fly-wheel, though one be but a fly, to become only a miniature crank!"


    He smiled ashamedly, then added, "Please forgive me. What led to this, this outbreak is that, as you know, the Bishop himself is now apprehensive and I believe suspects that we may perhaps be in need of insight which if we cannot command. . . ." The young lieutenant paused, then went on, "He is wise, you know,


    as he is shrewd. Indeed I am sure he knows always much more than he says, and indeed maybe more than he can say."


    "A woman's predicament." she put in to encourage him.


    "I've seldom seen him show anything that might be construed as misgiving, still less apprehension. Certainly he has never before asked me, as on this occasion, to inquire what if anything can or could be done."


    "It is kind of him." she answered in a low steady voice. "But haven't you, with your kind frankness, been telling me that nothing can be done, that our Established Church was not established to deal with any who might climb above or fall down from its Via Media?"


    "You mean that a diplomatic scholar or a nice-mannered, well-informed young gentleman has really no power and maybe no insight? And that the latter is the only bud, the former the one fruit that this ornamental tree"—again he nodded at the Cathedral—"can now yield?"


    Her voice as she answered was very grave but not weak, "I don't want to sound despairing: But I do feel that I should not hide from you that my hopes now depend on a very fine constitution, on Nature's inherent power of recovery and, immediately, on what change may yield," she paused, "and on, what I feel you will not mind my mentioning, our prayers."


    She had not embarrassed him, nor even disturbed the run of his thoughts. "How I wish you could meet with one of those doctors of the soul my father came across. Of course the ordinary person would be able to get little—he would only see all the little surface differences. Can any good thing come out of Galilee? Or, indeed, in anything but the dress we know? But I think you might find then what might help."


    Suddenly his self-assurance seemed to go, his successfully acquired conventionality to return, "Please forgive me. I expect I don't know what I'm talking about. All I was commissioned to


    do was to ask how the Dean was and whether there was anything that might be done for him. Please forgive me!"


    "Please don't apologize. It has been a relief to talk with you and to hear of those who at least understand the reality of spiritual problems. Thank you for coming. I or my brother will keep the Bishop informed. As I said, the absence now will be brief. Forgive me." she concluded rising and giving him her hand, "I must be getting back."


    He thanked her with a clumsiness that helped her more than a finished phrase.


    "I have been helped by our talk," she repeated as she left him, "and you will continue, I know, to help us in the one way we know."


    He watched her as she went across the great lawn to the stately house. Its fine eighteenth century fagade seemed the crystallization of the scholarly self-assurance that had smiled away all the dark fancies of an earlier ignorance.


    



    WHEN SHE RE-ENTERED THE HOUSE IT WAS TO FIND THAT HISimprovement—if such it could be called—had been sustained. And as far as his will was concerned it might be said to have been increased. As the light failed, he seemed to have full mastery of himself and even to wish to test his power. He still was willing to sleep in her sitting room. But he insisted on her going to her bedroom.


    "You will not be fit to travel." he said, and though his voice was without interest it was clear he was determined to prevent. himself becoming totally unaware of another's health. "You must get some proper sleep."


    And when she went to him in the morning, before she enquired, he told her quietly, "Yes, it passed and I shall be able to travel."


    The group at Cambridge proved to be one that at any other time would have been for Dean Throcton most congenial. Even now it was clear that the distraction was so apt that he was able to give his whole attention to their discussions. Indeed he had seemed to gain perceptibly in self-detachment each mile that Norminster was left behind. And while they were driving down the long dreary road, which the University had insisted should


    keep the railway-station at its proper distance, he remarked to her with something that sounded almost like a quiet defiance, " 'The master passion strong in death!' Well, anyhow it's stronger, I believe, than a doleful delirium! I remember when our father was failing, he would wander hopelessly if I tried to talk any business with him. But if I quoted Scripture, time and again he'd cap the quotation. Arabic, I suspect, is my brain-cordial." She wished that his support was more fundamental but was certainly grateful for anything which permitted time to be gained.


    Dr. McPhail, the conference's convener, was one of those thorough scholars who feel that they can have no true linguistic knowledge unless they have lived in the country whose literature they desire to understand. He had spent time in Eygpt, Syria, Mesopotamia and Persia. Hence he was able with some pride to introduce as his foreign visitors two men who had been his hosts in his Near East travels. One was a Persian, the other an Egyptian. Both were outstanding scholars. And both proved to possess the intelligence that is so informed that it finds the views of others, the more alien they are, the more interesting. The Persian had the vivacity of his nation. He was also a poet of considerable standing in a language that is second to none in its poetry. He gave a very welcome finish to his accomplishments by perfect use of English. The Egyptian was, however, the more remarkable. Experts are, when with the public, generally aloof and taciturn. There is nothing to their taste in the common market, and their special fare they expect the ordinary purchaser to find as unpalatable. When, however, they are brought together with their peers their common humanity emerges. The volume of sound-waves emitted by a group of experts clearing their minds is seldom less in force and range than the noise caused by the clearing of an equal number of common throats.


    This conference might certainly have been heard some distance outside the massive doors of the large hall wherein they


    met. Perhaps one voice alone would not have carried beyond the ears for which it was intended. Though the Egyptian spoke English as fluently as the Persian, he spoke far less often. On those occasions, however, the very quietness of his tone, the lack of any nervous advocacy, always gave him the attention of the entire group.


    Dr. McPhail, pleased with the dawning success of his congress, remarked, smiling to Dean Throcton, "I think he obtains so readily the loan of our ears because he does not seem anxious to inform us, still less to correct us»"


    "And, conversely, he appears to have no doubts as to his information," the Dean allowed with gruff appreciation, "and I must own that always is an aid to listening when evidently one is listening to an authority."


    "Yes"—Dr. McPhaiTs voice modulated to a whisper as another speaker began to address them—'Yes, on his own grounds, few, very few, may be greater."


    The speaker who had the floor had apparently not this power of commanding more than polite silence and, as courtesy censored the circulation of further biographic detail, Dean Throcton let his eyes entertain him by studying his host's face. It too showed that the ear was failing to hold the eye. "He looks like a hen anxiously proud because she has just a few more chicks than she can count." The Dean smiled not unkindly to himself as he watched the man beside him bobbing his head to and fro as his eye ran over the faces around. He had hardly seen McPhail since they were undergraduates. They had kept in that highly insulated touch which can be sustained by a common study, rising at times, perhaps twice a year, to the exchange of technical letters on points of scholarship. Now the Dean was amusing himself in fitting these elderly features onto the student face he could recall as clearly as he saw the present man beside The lower lid was puckered with a cheerfully defensive


    vigilance. The corners of the mouth were drawn up with a ready criticism. The lips pursed to add construction. "A lively mind and a sound sense also," the Dean summed up. "Of course he's never gained any position in the academic world. But then he never seemed ambitious. Perhaps to some men if not virtue then scholarship can be its own reward. Just to know may be enough? No," he answered himself. "No. Learning is only an anodyne to those who have never felt any keener distress than gentle boredom." He shook himself slightly, a shrug to shake off a shudder, looked round him quickly, not at the faces but at the floor, seemed to be reassured but turned his attention now deliberately to the speaker.


    Yet every day when he returned Miss Throcton noticed that her brother was not tired from these long sessions. On the contrary, he seemed actually refreshed. The past he seemed able now to keep at bay. As far as she could judge, from those less than hints that can be picked up by an anxious watcher, his anxiety seemed to have set itself a range and the one thing he now was waiting with foreboding was the break-up of the conference.


    The next to last day she was informed that Dr. McPhail had leave from his college to give a small party on the last afternoon in the college garden and to invite the wives of those who had been conference members. Miss Throcton was, of course, invited. She naturally expected that. She was, however, surprised that the small and courteously expressed note in which Dr. McPhail invited her should have added to it a postscript.


    "I thought women only confined their real intentions to the RS.," she remarked aloud to herself, smiling. She would have made the litde joke to her brother had he been in the room; as women, almost by habit, try to cheer the vanity-despondency of their men-folk by taking every opportunity to point out the


    superiority of the male. A moment after she was glad with all her heart, greatly relieved, in fact, that her brother was not with her.


    The postscript ran: "I trust you will pardon the eccentricity of my request, but it would be, I ask you to believe, of the utmost service to us"—"a few of had been added above the line and then scratched out—"if you could manage tomorrow morning to be in Sheriton's Bookshop at 10:30 precisely. I will be there myself. I need not be at the beginning of the conference session as your brother will be taking the chair for me. It would be highly advisable that this should not be mentioned to him."


    She realized how difficult it would be for a University Don to write such a note. Her lips, against her will, again curled, as she thought of the outward absurdity of an assignation in a famous book-shop made with her, an elderly maiden lady, by a man whom she had only once met, for the first time this week, and then only bowed to. And, the final touch of the grotesque, that he should not only warn her to be secret but that he had plotted that her chaperone should be kept out of the way. Then the involuntary humour released its gall as she realized that if this was a note from a man not off his head then only one other alternative was open. What other interpretation could the words hold? What but a matter, if not yet of life or death, at least of sanity or madness, could make a learned fellow of an ancient college of a famous university write to a spinster whom he really hardly knew by sight, urging such an odd request?


    However, the first confirmation came true enough. Her brother entered into their sitting room just after she had put the note in the pocket of her gown, and volunteered that the conference had done him the honour of asking him to preside at the first part of the final session.


    "Anyhow," he added, "McPhail tells me it will be a kindness to him as unavoidably he finds he has an engagement that might make him slightly late."


    The next morning she walked with him to the hall where the meetings were being held and after leaving him retraced her steps quickly. It was but some five minutes away to the big bookstore.


    Famous book-shops succeed in blending something of the atmosphere of an antique market with that of the quietest of universities. They are what libraries would like to be but too often fail, falling off the fine edge, either into a dusty neglect where the silver-fishes play or into a harried dog-eared traffic. Sheriton's had long achieved its balance. The books lay out on tables, spacious tables with thick green baize cloths. The books stood in black oak bookcases that rose till, like Atlas, they shouldered the ceilings, up to which you might send learned mercuries scaling to fetch you down some tractate that you and some man in Valparaiso alone want but want enough to make it precious. The bookcases protruded and quartered and octaved the floor-space, making the floor-plan like the wards of a key, with these wooden inner walls running out and enclosing small bays wherein you might stand encased in books and, at the opposite end from the defile through which you entered, might gain light from a window again framed and encroached upon by books that seemed jealous even of the very light needed to read them.


    As soon, however, as Miss Throcton entered she caught sight of Dr. McPhaiL He had, too, that look of the conspirator that marks and gives away the innocent the moment they deviate, even for the noblest causes, from disingenuousness. He was peeping round the side of one of die outstanding bookcases and, on catching her eye, though he blushed miserably, he felt he must signal to her.


    If any of the clerks saw this slightly odd gesture no doubt they assumed that he was filled with that secret glee that rises when you have found a tract that no one else wants, or will want, till you have written your paper on it and its incomprehensible


    neglect. No doubt she was his favourite student, or rather (for she was certainly his age) one of those athenaphoebes, lady scholars who, denied the recognition of a degree, have to convey their contributions to learning through an accredited male. No doubt they \vere about to share the joy of a co-operative triumph.


    When, however, she had followed him into the depths of his chosen cove his confusion grew. Clearly, now that the moment had come he could not bring himself to say what he had so prepared himself to tell her. She saw that she must now make the opening.


    "It is kind of you to have noted that my brother has been overtired of late. Indeed he felt all the more free to accept your kind invitation to this conference because it was clear he needed a change. For an active mind," she went on, for her listener showed no inclination to interrupt her, "the best rest is a change of interest. We both know how his Arabic studies have been the joy of his life. And I would like to tell you how much 4is meeting has pleased him, yes, and refreshed him."


    She paused; surely this should reassure Dr. McPhail at least to the point of making it possible for him to say what he had planned and plotted. To put him more at his ease she had avoided looking at him as she spoke and now glancing up she found that he had turned his back on her. But after peering at the window for a moment or two he evidently had succeeded in composing a sentence that was at least utterable with the aid of a number of throat clearances.


    "I know oratio recta is said to be the sign of a bore. But, if accurate, which of course is seldom"—his nervousness made him titter—"it is most informative. I am therefore asking only that you would listen to my report, every detail of which is certainly impressed on my memory. Then if you judge that I have been wholly inept in this matter I trust you will leave without questioning my wish to be of use."


    The stilted opening seemed to give him self-assurance. For after that he succeeded in acting up to his word as to the style of his narrative.


    "We have, as you know, the honour of Sheik Reshad ibn-Khaldun's presence with us. The fact that he was able to visit England was the chief reason for my so hastily summoning all the lovers of Arabic on whom I could lay hands. As I believed he would be, he has proved a star on our voyages. I so preface my report because otherwise I could not have listened to what I am now about to repeat. It would have been wholly impossible for me to retail it to you. He and I were together as yesterday our noon conference closed. He had been taking the chair for us and I had been seated on the rostrum beside him acting as secretary and reporter. As the members were adjourning he turned and touched me as I was completing an entry. He said almost in my ear, 'Do you see that man?' I looked up. I saw unmistakably at whom he was looking. I replied, 'He has been introduced to you and has spoken several times. You recall he is. . . ' He cut me short. That man is followed.' 'Followed?' I asked, a little absent-mindedly, I fear, for I was writing at the time and, believe me, had not an idea as to what he could mean. 'That man is closely followed,' he went on. 'I saw the dark jackal in his shadow.' 'I don't understand,' I said with complete frankness. I wish he had not felt he must"—Dr. McPhail paused at the word —"enlighten me further."


    Miss Throcton put out her hand and held onto one of the book shelves.


    "I could hardly believe my ears. 'He has put evil on another,' the Sheik continued quite quietly, 'and it is now following him until it comes up with him.''My dear Sheik,' I exclaimed, for we are very close to each other, and he knows the—well I may as well say it—the more than regard, the reverence in which I hold him, 'My dear Sheik, really that is, I can assure you, nonsense. It's just one of the things that can't be true. You must remember he is a Dean—it is a position of great prestige.' I even attempted, for I was so at a loss, a small weak jest. 'You may not need to be told that we seldom seem to produce sanctity, but the reason for that, many have thought, is because we so heartily pursue respectability. And a Deanery is, I repeat, a station which only the most highly respectable can ambition or retain.' 'How did he come to it?' 'By preferment,' I answered at once. 'It, like all the Deaneries, is a gift of the Crown. And I must say that whereas in our time a scandalous appointment can hardly be made, though holiness may be passed over, scholarship may not only apply but may expect to be called. In this case pre-eminently, as in many others, a scholar of high excellence has been chosen for recognition.' "


    " 'I am not questioning—and would not—his intellectual power. Be assured I have judged of that. Further, I have not only found it powerful. I have detected in it a quality that might have suggested to me the very diagnosis which now my inner sight has confirmed. It is his wish for recognition that gave him his present place. Ambition, and the power which it has to raise us high in this world, can always and with equal power drive us to the brink of the unseen precipice of the world unseen.' "


    " 'But even if there could be the slightest truth in this,' I asked him, for by now I was alarmed (after all, he knows more than we of books and words can ever learn), 'even then we could do nothing about it.' There is still a little time,' he answered, and then asked, 'Is there no one in this world who still cares for him, has a real devotion to him? Of course he may not have kept any such contacts. It is the danger of the lonely arrogant soul. In its crisis it finds itself without allies, without sureties. It is through such selfless loving-kindness and through that alone that there is a hope of making a passage to deliver his beleaguered soul.' "


    The reporter had evidently come to the end of his narrative.


    Miss Throcton heard him sigh deeply, that sigh which is half exhaustion brought on by bewilderment and half relief at the discharge of a repugnant task.


    'That is why I ventured to send for you."


    Dr. McPhail's colophon obviously called on her to reply.


    "What do you want me to do?" she asked distressedly.


    What was the use of this poor little man pouring out all this to her? Granted it was true, and of course in some horrible irrational way it was, it must be, what could he or she do about it? It was, then, with something that was more surprise, but had in it a species of relief, that she heard him reply promptly.


    'The Sheik says that he will speak with you in the garden at the party tomorrow."


    The reply, however, with its tone of superior arrangement, the moment she reflected on it increased her surprise and lessened the small element of relief.


    "But I don't know that I want to speak with him," she said defensively. And as the horrible absurdity of the situation grew clearer to her, she added, "I mean how can a complete stranger, a ... a ... foreigner"—her exhaustion, coming on her long fear, made it condense into a sudden uncontrollable irritability— "... I mean how dare he have such suspicions!"


    The moment she had permitted herself the irrational relief of trying to put out of countenance her informant, who had told her more truth than she could bear, she felt ashamed. He was watching her now. The fact that he had discharged his task had given him his courage. And so he was able to judge hers.


    "I realize, Miss Throcton, I realize how utterly painful this must be to you. And"—he turned aside for a moment to pat a broad calf-bound folio on its back—"may I be permitted to say how much the thought of your courage heartened me in my attempt to be of use and my determination—in which I had the Sheik's strong counsel—not to shirk, as I would have wished,
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    the discharge of this duty. It is therefore that I would beg you to consider the two things which finally decided me to take this unprecedented step of sending for you: Firstly, I have never known the Sheik to be mistaken in his diagnoses—yes, that is the word—and, secondly, I have known his advice neglected, neglected with the gravest consequences."


    The offer was still one she would have given much to be able to refuse. But now she saw that choice was no longer offered her. Here, however painful it might be, lay an offer of help. To try and disregard it would be to show that she, like her brother, no longer had the power to face facts but in their determination not to recognize the change in their world, the successful intrusion from another, were taking refuge in a fantasy of common sense.


    The kindly common-sense world of "average sensual people," the quiet highly diluted piety of the Close, these things she and her brother might regain. But today they were as banished from it as Adam and Eve from Paradise. She must face the fact—call it madness, molestation, possession. Words didn't matter. Only the price of the return, the redemptive price had now to be asked. "Thank you very much," she said. "Please understand I realize what this must have cost you to perform. I will certainly and gladly consult with the Sheik."


    As they parted in the main room of the great shop, Dr. Me-Phail said, t( I will see that a couple of chairs are put under some trees that are at the border of the farther lawn. You will be able to be quiet there."


    It was a lovely afternoon, the year having reached that turn in its tide when summer's salience and autumn's recoil are balanced, a day when it seems possible to believe that the climate has settled down and might give up having seasons and changes, give up growth and decay and stabilize in a quiet perpetuation of unhurried beauty* Miss Throcton had found the two chairs, had been found, served and left supplied by a tea-distributing


    waiter. She was glad the main group was still round the long table-clothed benches on which silver cake-dishes and tea and coffee urns rose like miniature spires and domes. Her eye had just wandered, climbing up the creeper-covered walls, to the still sky, when she heard a voice beside her.


    "These days when Nature seems to pause are of course far more significant than winter's storms or the splendour of spring. It is not really the climate of the land 'where it was always afternoon.' It is that the veil between that which does not move and our periodic selves is now thin."


    The voice spoke English with that perfection ot accent hardly ever achieved either by those who have learned it after they have ceased to be children or those who have carelessly misspoken it from infancy. She turned to see looking down at her a man dressed in a dark robe that passed in this group where a number of the residents were wearing their gowns. What could not be passed over were his eyes. Indeed she was held by them so that afterwards she found she was unable to recall his other features. Was his beard grey or black, his nose straight or hooked, his complexion olive or pale? Even of the eyes themselves she could not remember their tint. He sat down beside her and in the same quiet almost reminiscent tone remarked,"You are of course sister to Dean Throcton. Further, you brought him here, by the mercy of the All Merciful while time remained. When I left Egypt I questioned my soul why it should warn me that grave necessity lay behind my intention. I had duties in regard to my religious concerns which called for a visit to London—now that your country by the mysterious powers of money and machinery has reversed the miracle of Moses by joining two seas and so has made a water highway across the desert. I had the pleasure of this extemporized conference and generous hospitality to expect, and my expectations have been more than met. But neither business nor pleasure could have given me thatdeep sense of urgency. Now I know. And this particular day, yes it is fitting, lucky as the ignorant say, auspicious as you might put it, blessed would be my term."


    'Who are you?" she asked directly; surely he would tell her a little more than had Dr. McPhail He replied,


    "A Sufi."


    Whether he would have told her more or not, at that moment the easily moving group of guests which had been circling the lawns, deserted the tea-tables as their pivot and began to approach that farther end of the garden in which he and she were sitting. She saw her brother talking almost vivaciously with Dr. McPhail.


    "You are relieved." The voice beside her followed the change of her thought, and added, "Yes, we have a reprieve, a reprieve so that we may restate our case, offer, maybe, fresh surety and approach the Supreme Court with our appeal, and," he continued slowly, "our promise to make a further. . . ." He paused, then went on,


    "Let me tell you what I now see straight before me on this quiet lawn in this place where ancient piety and learning have been refined until like a rich heavy wine too long kept it has become little more than a clear, thin, faintly flavoured, faintly coloured water. I see a fine and honoured presence, learning, yes, and learning made polished, finished, closed, as the pores of wood are closed when the cabinet worker has lacquered them. And so there is pride. And with pride always the danger of scorn, and with scorn hatred and with hatred hell."


    His voice had deepened until it was so low that she thought she had never heard a human tone so profound. But quiet, so that, even as close as they were, she could hardly catch the words. As she strained to catch what he was saying a sudden irritation swept into her mind. Surely all of this was unhelpfully odd, in spite of all Dr. McPhail's efforts—themselves rather ab-


    surd—to prepare her and to ally himself with her fears. How could it help her brother's mental difficulties for her to sit here and be lectured about his character by a complete stranger, an African too, however learned he might be, and surely his learning could hardly be helpful in a case of brain-tension? She had heard that the medical and hygienic state of Egypt was so low that those who travelled there in spite of every modern precaution often suffered severe upsets of the digestion and severe fevers. Her mind felt a colour-bar rising between her and this stranger who disconcertingly combined aloofness with personality.


    The voice beside her spoke again. But it was light now.


    *Tou are right to resent a liberty if taken by one who is impertinent, though even then it would be more right to endure even that, I have no right certainly to lecture you, giving you a cheap form of character analysis of your closest relation, as a charlatan might do at a fair. So I will add, I see one of the finest works of God, a learned man who has industriously used his talent. And I see"—his voice hardly modified at all its same clear unstressed tone—"I see, at this moment, following him, hardly a cubit behind his heels. . . "


    She had grasped the arm of her chair, and he interrupted himself to say kindly,


    "No, don't feel panic. Practically everyone here is followed by a form or trail that would profoundly startle them and theirs, if these wraiths could be seen. And yet I do not see any but one who is in immediate danger of being overtaken. Indeed some are actually—how shall I put it?—increasing the distance between themselves and that which Follows, dogs them, don't you say. Of course that is not an accurate way of describing what is going on, but it will serve,"


    "But that one, my brother?" Her voice was now tautly urgent, l." he spoke gravely but with no trace of alarm in his


    tone, "that is why we are here. There is hope, I mean in this world. It will depend, must depend on him. But if you are to understand, and we are to do whatever may be permitted of us, you must grasp clearly what it is I am now seeing. I see that he is closely followed by a form that, because of its particular character, I know"—again he paused and concluded—"I know what he has done."


    "Are you sure?"


    It was all she could think to say. He closed the issue by saying quietly,"A murderer alone is followed by that species and that particular variety follows those who have done murder through magic—or as you would put it, not by deed but by intention. I need hardly, however, point out to you that your Prophet, Jeshua ben Miriam, may his name be blessed, has specifically told us that it is intention rather than act that establishes blood-guiltiness before the Throne of the Most High. Your brother is followed by what my predecessors in my land called the black form of Anubis, the dark and dreadful aspect of him who summons the dead before the Judge in the underworld. I see further that the creature is not only black with the shadow of the darkness caused by murderous death, it is also leprous. He placed evil on another and then lied to himself when he had done it and while he did it. Therefore, not only has it returned on him, as it must: He is unable, because of his lie, to rid himself of it by expiation, by making the offering that, though it might not save his forfeited life of the body, would at least save his soul out of the hand of vengeance."


    They sat silent for some time. Time seemed to have stopped for her as she looked across from the pass to which he had brought her, the pass between two worlds, the unseen and the seen, and saw, as though she were already a stranger, a disembodied revenant, the bright innocent scene, where, as ignorantas children playing over a covered mine-shaft, the conference members—her brother treated as one of them—chatted of their studies. She felt herself at last sighing, as one coming to from fainting, and then heard her voice saying,


    "Can't anything be done? Can't I do anything?"


    "That offer is never useless."


    He spoke as might a fine judge of engravings who, turning over a large portfolio, will select one and hold it up to the light. "Next to its own act of trust in the Most High, the devotion of another can be the soul's greatest defence."


    "I would do anything for him."


    "I had judged that possible or it would have been litde use our meeting."


    'Then can't I take this thing from him, for him—he is so helpless, so young, if the word does not sound absurd to you."


    "No"—and almost a smile could be suspected in the tone— "No: years are made by the soul and its desire for growth. I am in my ninth decade, as it has been my duty to wait, and, if it might be, to grow inwardly. And others can refuse to grow, as he has. The folly of youth is the vice of old age, you know the phrase. So"—and his voice again let go its lightness—"had he been really young, and not merely arrested, then you might have taken this for him. Parents, devoted and wise parents, can for their children. But very seldom a sister for her brother. For he acted with an adult intention and he can pay the price, the heavy price, if he will ... if he will confess to his evil and throw himself on the mercy of the All Merciful. Therefore no one can do it for him. 'No man may make agreement for his brother nor take his guiltiness upon him. For it cost more to redeem their souls, so he must leave that alone for ever.' " "


    The Psalter quotation she had heard mumbled over so often, and sometimes wondered about as the choir chanted all question out of it, now used by an Arab seemed to give a certain security


    to their conversation, a conversation that seemed to waver between incredible fantasy and hopeless despair. She felt a sudden strength of confidence come to her. This man knew. He knew with a precision about the things of the heart and soul that we had yet to achieve in things of the body and its hygiene. And with that, because her engrossed absorption with the present had been for the moment a little relieved, her memory began again to work.


    She recalled Dr. Wilkes, feeling his way, voicing his need for a true psychotherapy. That led to seeing again the young Chaplain under the limes. Could it be that her almost incredulous request for his prayers and the thing he had asked for—? Could he have actually, specifically prayed that the spiritual assistance he felt sure alone could help, should be sent? She realized with a sense of surprise that had, even in this atmosphere, a touch of the uncanny, how little she really believed that any Understanding really listened to all sincere appeal. Like most good people when prayer seemed too specifically to be answered she was as much startled as reassured.


    'Well." The voice was as undramaric as a surgeon's when he comes to the conclusion of an operation's first phase. "I am glad that we have met and that I have been able to confirm what in your heart you already knew,"


    He had risen from his chair. She looked up, with all her alarm returned.


    "But, but what is to happen? You know. Please believe me I am absolutely sure now. You can help him. You will!"


    "No, no. I have said that he must help himself if he is to be saved."


    "But surely you did suggest that I could help him, that I could be of use? And you must tell me what that is. I really am at my wit's end"—she suddenly recoiled into her lifelong poise—"or


    I assure you I could never have spoken to a stranger as I have. What can I do—except make the offer which I have!"


    He did not sit down again but bent slightly as he said,


    "I wished you to say that again. You recall, in your tradition, that those who said they would drink the cup, were asked not once but three times if they could really know what they were declaring they would do."


    He bent a little lower. He was now standing almost behind her, so that no one could have seen him touch her arm. Nor did she feel it. And, had she felt the touch, she would not have been able to turn round or attend. At that moment her brother was approaching. She heard him say,


    "Well, Laetitia, we should be going. I am glad you have been able to meet our most distinguished guest. The Sheik is. . . ."


    She heard his voice, thin and meaningless, as we hear the voices round us as an anaesthetic takes the brain. For her eyes saw her brother not three yards from her. And, not a foot behind him, she saw with equal clearness—there was nothing shadowy or wavering about it—padding over the lawn, following his every step, seeming to scent the imprint just left on the grass, a black, leprous fox. She felt she must have screamed—some inarticulate, animal effort to warn him—had she not heard Sheik ibn-Khal-dun's voice above her saying, "Ah, Mr. Dean, we can have one more turn together." and as she spoke he stepped between her and her brother*


    As they moved off together no shadow followed either of the tall figures.


    She was too exhausted to move: more, she was too exhausted to be roused even to dismay, when, after a couple of turns, she saw the two figures making for where she sat. The garden now was nearly empty. She could have heard their every word in the stillness. They were not speaking. The Sheik's face was calm with the silence that is waiting. Her brother's was tense with


    words he obviously still feared to release. Her presence was keen enough provocation to rupture his caution.


    "You, certainly, are not slow to share your fancies with a complete stranger!"


    His voice was, if not under perfect control, still able to be repressed into a sneer. His lips, though, were trembling and white with frightened rage. Indeed he whirled half round with something like a snarl when the Sheik put a hand on his shoulder. The hand, however, instead of letting go, completed for him the movement he had begun. He was turned in his tracks, and clearly saw there something that expunged from his mind any emotion as reassuring as a sense of insult.


    When he turned again, so that she could see his face, it was still whiter; but all the defiance had vanished. He spoke in so low and unaccented voice that had not the spot become as silent as a deserted church, she could not have heard.


    "It is no use telling me to act. I am doomed. My one hope was that the whole thing must be subjective. I was building it up. If I could get away it must fade. .. ." The voice died down.


    "He is the All Compassionate."


    "No. This is the Law. How can I believe in mercy when it would suit me. I believed in, I believe in Law. And now the Law has me in its grip."


    'Why dispute about terms. An algebraist uses X. He does not strive to define his efficacious symbol. You need mercy. It alone can save you. Why not then take it? Why choose death?"


    The Dean stood beside the Sheik for some five minutes, then he began to sway. The Egyptian put his hand on the sick man's shoulder, again swung him round gently, but this time so that they were face to face.


    "For the fourteen days' grace I have power to loan, Forget, Forget!"


    Miss Throcton saw her brother's face lose, first, its awful ten-


    sion, then its fear, caution, circumspection. Layer by layer, the coats of defence that had been laid like a lacquer-varnish over it and hardened into a mask of pride, smoothed away, as over-painting disappears under the cleaner's solvents leaving the first fresh design and colour. She saw something of the boy she had known. True, the physiological age remained, but the psychological experience, thfe chosen and studied reaction to life, that was gone.


    'Well," he remarked in the vague friendly voice of someone who has forgotten the point of what he has been saying and gropes for the lost thread, "Well, I must just go over and catch McPhail before he leaves. I want a last word with him. I'll be back in a moment for you. I am sure you'll enjoy every minute with the Sheik; a rare privilege, indeed; though perhaps only to be appreciated at its full worth by one who has borne the brunt of being called with ignorant patronage, a mere Arabian."


    He nodded and smiled at them. Then turned toward the farther end of the lawn where Dr. McPhail was taking last counsel with the tea-staff who with their paraphernalia assembled were about to vacate the green.


    "I cannot deliver him." The Arab's voice went on in the same clear tone as it had spoken the word "Forget," clear and carrying, as though the Dean were not still, on his way across the lawn, within earshot. "You have seen—his pride is still too passionately resistant. Pride can believe in Law: only humility can have trust in Mercy. But your affection—it permitted you to see, did it not!"


    She bowed. Then asked,


    "But, till this afternoon, till just now, I have never been able to see, unless he touched me, and then I was still mercifully uncertain, never quite despairingly sure. And to-day he was some distance from me, when, when I saw?"


    'This time it was I who touched you, so that you might see,


    yes as clearly as I saw and see. That, I am now permitted to do to whom I please, for whom I believe it would serve. But the fact that you can see when you touch him (no one else could receive vision—light or dark—through him), that is because you are willing still to love him, in spite of your knowledge."


    "That means, then, that there is still a chance?"


    "You realize what that may mean?"


    "I repeat, I am willing. Could I endure to see him go down, if there remained any possible thing I might do to guard, screen him from that fate? How could I not be willing."


    'Tfou have said it the third time. And now it is accepted. I will help. But my help will not appear to you, until the end." • The Dean was already coming back for them, accompanied by Dr. McPhail. Together the quartet made for the college courts and passing through two of them finally reached the main gate leading to the street. The big doors were open and the small tunnel was dusty yellow with a sloping cone of sunlight. As they reached that Dr. McPhail stopped, "I and the Sheik will say good-bye to you here."


    He put out his hand, took Miss Throcton's and then the Dean's, bowed to them both and stepped back to make way for the Arab to make his farewell. He put out both his hands taking both the Dean's and his sister's at the same time. For a moment, as he so did, he brought the hand of the brother and sister together in his double hand-clasp. Then he bent his head, murmuring, "May the Power of the Most High overshadow you with His invincible protection," and drew back toward the court whither his host was already leading the way.


    "Rather touching that gesture of Oriental courtesy in farewell, and even the theological language, which is after all embedded in our laconic 'Good-bye,' takes on a certain grace and almost conviction when said with such presence, don't you think?" her brother asked as they went along the street to their lodgings.


    Then added, as she Lad not replied, "You mustn't mind that kind of elaboration of our simpler manners." A slight touch of impatience rose, however, in his tone as he concluded, "But I see my interest in the customs of other peoples cannot take your mind from the, of course, quite rightful observation of your own. I suppose ladies must wear these trains, better than the crinoline, but they seem to take if anything more management."


    She looked up at him and seeing that he was looking at her, she smiled, "Yes, I thought that the hem of my dress had caught."


    'Well, we managed to get quite a good deal off our hands at the conference. Though it was an extemporized affair it was certainly well worth while." He was following his obviously self-satisfied thoughts.


    "Yes, yes."


    Her agreement pleased him though he did not restrain himself from remarking that she could hardly estimate the amount of technical information that had been exchanged. "I wonder," he summed up, just as they came to their rooms, "whether some time in the not too far future it would be possible to obtain a long enough vacation to visit the Near East. Both McPhail and the Sheilc tell me that not only is there so much worth seeing but that a scholar can find in the libraries of Cairo and Alexandria, now that they have been somewhat ordered, and in other places, documents that throw much light on linguistic and other problems. I have a feeling that the Sheik would not find a visitor such as myself at all unwelcome and of no little interest."


    



    HER BROTHER S FREEDOM FROM ALL APPARENT STRAIN SHOWEDno sign of leaving him when they arrived back at the Deanery. Without question or explanation he went to the Cathedral and he made no comments as to the way the stalls were being kept or the choir garnished. He spoke briefly to her about his work, remarked that he had received much encouragement—not merely refreshment—by attending the conference, and would now prosecute his studies with renewed assurance as to their worth. He settled into regular hours of study punctuated by as regular attendances in his stall. Except that occasionally he would appear for a moment a little blank and ask her what he had just been saying, he seemed to her much as he had always been, perhaps a trifle less inclined to let satire tinge his accent or pride show through a phrase.


    She was not surprised that when she passed Dr. Wilkes in the street she was not able to gain right of passage merely with a bow. He was honestly pleased with what he called the complete improvement.


    "Change," he said brightly, "is so often treated by moralists, and in most sermons, as something that must be always for tbe


    worse—until of course the final one for heaven. And even then we poor physicians are treated as having permitted one more failure! But change of air and change of place, as I think I mentioned to you earlier, I have found among the soundest allies of health. Here we are being given a vivid and most welcome example, are we not!"


    He paused and as she only bowed slightly, added, "Indeed I would venture further: Mr. Dean looks to me as though a weight had been lifted from him. He seems to me to be not only in his old health but actually to appear younger."


    There was of course almost a question in his voice.


    The "I believe you are right" with which she closed their conference, disappointed him a little. As they went their ways he remarked to himself, "But can this be, as I had begun to suspect earlier it might be, a cyclic thing—as one subject gains resistance the next falls a prey, as one conquers the infection he passes it on to one who has so far escaped?"


    He had no doubts that he had been right when after a fortnight he met Miss Throcton again in the Close. "I wonder that she does not call me in?" was his not unnatural self-interrogation.


    The question never crossed her mind, though she was not unaware that it would probably occur to anyone who met her. She had not expected things to be otherwise and was indeed grateful that the two weeks, that had been specified as the space during which the molestation would find no purchase on her brother, had gone quietly. Both she, as well as he, had seemed to be under the cover of a calm that was so secure as to feel almost anaesthetic. She had found herself incapable of thinking of past or future. She could not rouse either regret or foreboding so long as she was held in that almost animal peace. They had parted from the Sheik in Cambridge on a Friday afternoon. That had been the seventh of September.


    The actual day of the autumnal equinox opened as calm as its predecessors and even more still. The trees now were wearing considerable yellow but as yet no touch of the frost-given red. "It is even more peaceful than Cambridge." her brother had remarked at breakfast. Cook, being more practical and food-absorbed, told her, when she went into the kitchen for the morning consultation, that harvest was yet to be lifted and rain was feared. She had answered that farmers were always pessimists and asked whether they oughn't be getting another cat. This brought out Cook's own pessimism,


    " 'We ought never to have lost Tiss. As fine a cat as ever I've seen; quite an aristocrat��. It was all that horrid dog-fox coming in. When I was with hunting folk they'd say, Fox in the covert, good: Fox in the house, bad.' "


    Miss Throcton left the kitchen silently and when she was gone Cook added herself to those who shook heads and said, "Bad to start low with die leaf in the fall."


    Anyhow she and her farming friends did not have to wait long to be proved right about the weather. By noon it had clouded. The clouds did not roll up from the west. They formed first as a curdle of grey in the vault of blue, a curdle that grew steadily denser and darker while across it appeared still darker bands, almost black. Then, without hesitation, as though it had been timed and planned to a moment, as though the sound had precipitated it, just as the two forty-five chime sounded, the chime which set the bell tolling for Evensong at three, the rain began. It was from the first drop a steady deluge, straight, unswayed by draught or eddy, as though fine lines of unbroken water, and not drops, were running staunchlessly onto the flooding earth from the heavens, which had become a vast sagging perforated bag* Through this grey curtain of ten thousand liquid threads, as Miss Throcton stood looking out of the south parlor window, it was now hardly possible to see with any distinctness the loomingmass of the Cathedrals West Front. The ear, too, received all other sounds—as happens when going under an anaesthetic— through a web of steady hissing. Though the sun must of course be still well above the horizon, the light under this depth of cloud had become no more than submerged shadow.


    She stood looking out at the great swamping Cathedral lawn. She had rung for tea and to tell the servants to light a fire, the gas chandelier, and also to bring a couple of lamps. She had caught sight of her brother under a big umbrella, making his way from the north porch as Evensong was ended. She noticed that the pallid gleam of the water running on the flat stretched dome of the umbrella, the tassels of rain that swept down from its edges as he strode through the downpour—all made his figure a confusion of greys and vague blacks.


    The full, long coat which he was wearing over his clerical frock-coat and "apron" flapped, too, around his heels as he hurried across. The lining, evidently, must have caught in his foot sometime, perhaps now, as he was almost trotting. She must look to it as soon as he came in; it might trip'him. But, as he turned across the small Cathedral lane, to gain the shelter of the house, she saw that the black moving object at his heels, though so close to him as to seem part of his coat or shadow, had a life of its own and a way of its own—every now and then, with a kind of playfulness, it would frisk up. Once or twice she thought that, as a puppy will, it almost had his hand in its mouth or at least could give him a lick. Still, as he entered the room, she was able to say to his not unexpected remark, "This is the Deluge!"


    "We are fortunate in having an Ark." And a queer, perhaps desperate sense of humor made her go on to herself, "And so must not refuse hospitality to the animals."


    Surely it was better to joke as long as humour, that strange anaesthetic vapour, floated up through the mind. And surely there was some animal in the room. The lamps had been brought


    in, the chandelier spread its small bright fans of hissing gas, the fire had taken and was as radiant. Whatever had followed her brother into the room had no liking for the light. But it had not left. Through the hiss of the rain outside she could hear something panting close at hand; and, through the lapping of the flames, the sound as a creature licking.


    The drowning of the daylight and the disappearance of the dry earth under a quicksilver-like deposit of water had been similarly watched from the one other edifice in the Close that was higher in social status, though still closer to sea level, than the Deanery.


    "One feels some flavour of Lot's relief as he entered Zoar and then was safely able to glance back at the mire-pit engulfment of his former home," the Bishop remarked to his Chaplain as, having won to the refuge of his Palace, after a shower-bath scuttle from the Cathedral, he now went to the window.


    "This would have extinguished the Cities of the Plain!"


    Young Halliwell, like a good alter-ego, took what he judged to be his master's mood.


    "I suppose it's better to be drowned than burnt," the Bishop continued. Then the meteorological mood damping his spirits, he added, "Dante enlarged the traditional high-temperature hell with the contrast of a sub-zero inferno. But eschatological invention has yet to give us a submerged satanic realm wherein the sinner will always be in utmost agony of suffocation and always sinking helplessly into a darker depth, a more awful and stygian abyss, crushed in upon and tormentingly constricted by ever more frightful pressures."


    "Sir!" Young Halliwell smilingly shuddered at the strange little verbal exercise in redemptorist rhetoric. "May I ask, could you be an incarnation of that poetical but minatory preacher, the late Dean of St. Paul's, Dr. John Donne? I had not suspected


    from your gentle sway of the pastoral staff, a very sceptre of peace in your hand, that you could turn and let fly such a neat bolt of apocalyptic thunder!"


    The Bishop took the cheering amiably and patted his lieutenant on the shoulder, "That style, my son, won't come back as long as we are prosperous. Yet, maybe, we are more neurotic than were godly folk in my father's time. They took their brimstone with very little treacle, kept it down and thrived on it— when our light digestions would never stomach such hot salve."


    "But I often wonder"—he sighed, looking with unfocused eyes at the sight-dazing rain-curtains—"I often wonder whether we have been wholly right in going over so heartily, uncritically to progress, gradualism and inevitable amelioration. The weather and our lives are both of them more cataclysmic than we like to allow. Yes, I sometimes wonder whether the pathetic fallacy itself may not be less a fallacy than we allow and less pathetic than grim. These sudden meteorological breakdowns of customary balance and restraint, no one seems able to foresee them but only to be wise after the event and so we tend to overlook them or quickly forget them. And in the process of our lives—the same spastic factor. We had a lengthy summer of longevities, almost a drought of deaths. And now in the last few months, a veritable cloud-burst of casualties, carrying away not only those overdue, but invading the levels where life-expectation seemed still secure. Perhaps it has not stopped even now."


    He looked up at the sky that seemed more black and massive than the earth, greyly shimmering in semi-inundation.


    "Perhaps this time it won't stop and a second Deluge engulf this island. We here would certainly be first to be submerged." The Cathedral clock chimed. <c Why the very bells sound water-borne or water-logged. A charming fancy, that huge man-made rockery become the haunt of fishes; the vast tendril of the Kraken tolling at the bells and no doubt"—he could not resist a smallprivate joke at his ritualist trouble-makers expense—"no doubt the sepia of some censer-like swinging octopus rising as an obfuscating incense to the seaweed shrouded roof."


    "But time is time." He pulled himself with a shrug into business trim. "Till we go under, the captain must stay on the bridge. Come, our desk calls. Kindle our modern answer to darkness, the gas, sulphurous, explosive, burning and asphyxiating, with which Plutonic vapour—the stifling breath of Cerberus himself—we keep at bay his daylight-fearing presence.


    "By the way." he went on, his vague mood of malaise relieved by the burst of half-humorous rhetoric, "the Dean does seem quite all right now?"


    "Yes," Halliwell answered. "Yes, You recall I wrote you that note while you were away, just saying that he was leaving for a conference for a week in Cambridge. I thought I wouldn't bother your bigger business with misgivings but wait and see if the change would work."


    "You did find him in poor shape?"


    "You see I didn't find him, I failed to see him. As I was going across to the Deanery I ran into Miss Throcton seated in the Close. I know every doctor would say, Never diagnose without seeing the patient, so I had no right to an opinion. Miss Throcton clearly showed me that she felt I should not call. . , ." He paused and then went on, "But she spoke to me frankly. She made no concealment of the fact that he was under some severe strain, but not one that medicine or, or clerical assistance, could mitigate. Change, acting with a fine constitution, was her hope. It seems to have been sufficiently well grounded. .. ." Again he paused.


    "He is a strange man"—the Bishop was endorsing the matter and filing it in his mind with a couple of phrases—"and she is a fine woman. Both of them go deeper than their surface appearances would suggest."


    He was sorting papers for the next point on their agenda. "She up and he down. And further, I somehow can't get out of my mind that there's some element in this sequence of undulant exhaustions that has escaped diagnosis."


    The last comment turned almost into a question. Indeed the Bishop, his capable hands still dealing papers as a practised whist-player deals cards, glanced up at his Chaplain standing attentive at his shoulder. The Chaplain looked down into the wide wary eyes that, he knew, saw far more questions than that firmly urbane mouth would ever verbalize.


    "No," the younger counselled his own learning spirit. "No, When a man has become a really capable administrator, he plays the game that well because he never looks beyond the board."


    The Bishop's fingers, one trade-marked by the episcopal ring, a purple boss like a big nodulated varicose vein, selected a half-sheet and paused. A smile came into his voice.


    "You flattered me as to my extemporary if archaic rhetoric. What do you think of this as an epigram on Throcton?


    Those men of scholarship who only care


    For the grey polish of a suave despair.


    The Glow of Faith, they call Consumption's Flush,


    And, if caught Cheerful, would be put to Blush.' "


    "Who wrote that, Sir?"


    "Oh, a little practice piece of my own, I find it more amusing sometimes to write my own quotations than to look up and learn better ones! Mine certainly are not poetry but I can make them fit precisely as illustrations of what I'm saying!" •


    "Sir, it has the real 'eighteenth century style, if a contrary sentiment. But, . . ." The two couplets had caught back Halli-welTs thought to the problem he had decided a moment before not to pursue. "But do you think the new Dean has ever felt even a twinge of despair?"


    "I don't know. I know I never have. So I suspect I cannot judge. I'm no specialist in souls, scarcely to be graded as a physician. I'm an arranger of benefices."


    Halliwell took the instruction. The Bishop, he surmised, saw more than he could help and now was old enough not to discuss what he couldn't aid. He therefore kept himself busy tidying up effects rather than striving to deal with and deflect their causes.


    The Chaplain expressed the thought in administrative language,


    "I see you have just uncovered, Sir, the correspondence about the locum tenens difficulty at Parva Salcote—again this repeated problem of whether to wait resignedly for a recovery or move to recover freedom of choice by a resignation, isn't it?"


    "Maybe you're going to turn into a fashionable, epigrammatic preacher of a rich, proprietary chapel."


    The Bishop smiled, his feeling-tone pleasantly altered by the slight, unexpected play of words made by his assistant. His mind turned to a practical issue.


    "Yes. I think, as you put the issue squarely, we had better ourselves take action and call for a resignation."


    He smiled, and a moment after was dictating a letter, kind, discreet, firm, and because it had to get a sick man out of a cure of souls he could no longer serve and yet not hurt the patient's feelings—a nice and not uninteresting task—the construction of the instrument cleared comfortably all other vaguer thoughts out of the dictating diocesan mind.


    The rain lasted three days. The little river, on which the tiny city stood, flooded, and the Close became not a sink but a brimming reservoir. It was impossible to keep a house, even such a defended one as the Deanery, moderately clean. Muddy footprints came in everywhere. Miss Throcton sent for her defend-


    ing staff so often that, though well drilled, they became defensive and indeed began to murmur. Nor did Cook's counsel, that the poor lady was none too well, though it was meant to be soothing counsel, succeed in rousing their sympathy.


    "There's no cat now." they protested. "So why should she send for us today—and not the first time—to wipe up paw-marlcs! Why can't she tell the Master not to trail his dirty umbrella and that torn hem of his long coat after him when he comes in? Just making work, it is these days, when sense would know that nothing could be kept clean. She shouldn't do it! And we willing as willing for anything that's in our duty, and with right weather and not a judgment like this and all that! She shouldn't do it!"


    Miss Throcton knew that as well as they. But it was one of the retreat points in the desperate rear-action she was fighting. She could not resist seeing whether they could see. It was so painfully, foully, filthily—she used the strong words with care so as to be sure she was not shirking or stinting her rational, clearly defined estimate—so grossly plain to her, those footsteps. Big game hunters called them "spoor" didn't they? And in the slimy pounce of mud were, she felt sure, black hairs, and round the hair bases clots of flaked skin.


    She had done her share of that sick nursing that falls to every kindly and efficient woman. She wasn't a molly-coddle that went white and into the vapours at blood or vomit. But she felt a nausea that almost gave her vertigo when, forcing herself to bend down and certify these clots of mud that almost ran into the broad stain of her brother's shoes, she found she could not doubt the evidence of her eyes.


    She did not dare touch; or even be found—like a witch peering for omens. Nor could she ask anyone else. Didn't they see, what she saw, in the mud stains?


    She remembered her old Scotch nurse seeing the oddest things


    in the leaves at the bottom of her tea-cup. No one else could see them, but time and again the queer old Highland body did seem, in this homely, ridiculous way, to get some hint of oncoming events—generally uncanny.


    The only possible way was to provoke the maids to question. They were certainly provoked but only to question her consider-ateness of them. Even telling them to use carefully a mop with disinfectant, and to wash it in boiling water after, aroused no curiosity. But only conviction that she had become cantankerous and was taking out her pains at their expense.


    The vain hope that one of them would turn to her and ask Why? Why? was behind her last attempt at reprimand. Yes, it was the only way left open to bring along with her a contingent of humanity, the sane, kindly, grumbling-at-trifles, mercifully blind humanity whom she was leaving; to urge them a little farther along with her on the dark way she must now go.


    Naturally she left till the last her brother.


    Then one evening—it was dark, still, foggy, the air supersaturated—he had come in and remarked, "All Saints tomorrow —that is a feast in which all can join, Arabians and Christians. For it is the feast of those who have gone beyond controversy."


    She waited, and then asked, "Do you recall the last Dean's installation? I mean as Archdeacon? It was on All Saints, I remember."


    He looked at her oddly and then with a smile in which question overlaid irritation, 'Well, are you raising that because tonight it is All-hallows Eve?"


    She could see the slight twist of sarcasm that spoiled the smile at the corners of his mouth and the finer narrowed lines round the eye that revealed a deeper uneasiness. And, with the same clearness, she could see the small, dark, sorely-diseased animal— that no longer seemed to fear the light so much, so long as it might keep close in his shadow. It lay close by his respectablygaitered foot and at this moment as she watched it, it lifted its bloodshot eyes to watch him, then settled down slowly to lick its running ulcers.


    He passed one fine scholarly hand over another. Then smoothed from his face the slight pucker of fretfulness and, feeling that he had shown an irrational irritation, added, "The Feast is archaeologically very interesting—far more ancient, of course, than the Christian Church." But, to himself he reflected, "Women need anniversaries. Their minds live—at least when they are mature—so much in the past. Religion is their necessity, and our profession. A professional's attitude is confessedly better than the best amateur's. Though amateur means lover, obviously the good sense of mankind has seen that understanding is superior to devotion." Then, feeling that so much educative insight should not be denied where it was clearly needed, he completed his reverie aloud.


    "The Christian Church's strength lay in its emotional appeal to slaves and barbarians. As soon as it would win the educated, it had to ally itself with Platonism. Further, it is now clear that we owe the incorporation of Aristotelianism into our theological thinking precisely because the Arabians, possessing themselves of 'The Philosopher' whom we had lost, compelled us in the eighteenth century to arm ourselves with the same intellectual equipment. No: Religion cannot live on emotionalism. Indeed is there anything so tedious, even disquieting—than the devotion of others! If calm it appears as perfunctory; if fervent, histrionic."


    He was enjoying himself at two levels of consciousness. There was die almost self-conscious pleasure of practising periods. Since he had been Dean, his preaching schedule being increased, he had found to his surprise that he enjoyed seeing whether he could transpose his writer's style into telling speech. Just below this level, that was using his sister as a sounding-board, was concealed a secondary, less recognized, more satisfying feeling, that he was demonstrating the superiority of his intellectual Laodi-ceanism to her uninformed faith, the ascendancy of ability over character.


    He did notice that she did not, as he had expected, reply. She surely should have? When had he last failed, when he tried, to make her retort? He liked her to, for lately he had begun to be entertained by her defences. They showed that irrelevance, that lack of real insight that must be present in a mind unschooled in logic but which had its quaint humour and gave him further opening for his wit. The misgivings, however, were deep enough only to reach the surface as irritability.


    "And, remember, our emotional faith found, as an administrative fact, that the fire of love was far below the temperature required to make men's wills and minds plastic. Resolution and intelligence were bent into orthodoxy not by a metaphorical but a very real flame."


    With a pulpit gesture he pointed his hand at the blazing hearth, then let open palm and fingers fall, to show that the issue was settled and might be let drop. She might be silent now. There was no answer to that. It was a telling close. He felt, therefore, actually a twinge of surprised irritability when he heard his sister check an exclamation and then say, "Your fingers nearly touched the floor!"


    'Well, you have always, if not boasted, been prepared to prove that, as we used to say, 'you could eat off that lady's floors.' "


    Again he had tried to be nice but he could not help feeling that she was oddly on edge.


    "At her age," he sub-whispered to himself, "natural, natural."


    "Charles!"


    Her voice, there was no doubt of it, was not normal. Besides, she never called him by his name unless there was something, something that she was steeling herself to tell him. That was the


    tone in which she had spoken when she came with the telegram in her hand to say that their mother was dead.


    "Charles, are you sure that everything is all right? I mean, are you certain that your improvement has been complete, complete recovery? That you shouldn't, couldn't, do something more?"


    It was, of necessity, a desperate cast, to reach out and make contact with him. But she was amazed at the completeness of his reaction.


    "Laetitia, what are you talking about?"


    "I mean ... I mean . . ." she stumbled on the wretched little word that always signals the breakdown of understanding between two minds, two spirits who have nothing but words with which to touch each other. "I only mean that just before we went away and indeed for some time previous you had been terribly run-down, and I was just a little anxious. . . ."


    "Of course I naturally, fully, remember that I was overtired after all the changes which we had to effect here. That I haven't referred to the matter is, you must know, natural to me. It is wholly out of character for a nature such as mine to complain. Minor ills are only aggravated by speaking of them. He was a weak character or a poor observer, probably both, who gave us the feeble and inaccurate counsel that a sorrow shared—still less a nervous vexation—is by sharing halved!"


    He shifted complacently but did not trouble to look at her.


    "And I think I may say that it argues well for my natural resilience that a brief week of active other-interest—the intellectual's real re-creation—brought me back to complete tone."


    He half turned toward her and his voice did show concern of a sort, the sort that very little analysis is needed to find its root in self-love's fear of losing a servant hard to replace.


    "It is you who should watch your spirits. Anxiety is the demon of our age. You should have the strength of mind to settle down to your duties, as I do to mine. And you would do well to have


    an avocation as I have mine. Yours might be gardening when the summer returns. Meanwhile I prescribe a little needlework to keep your mind off gloomy reveries. You must not be cast down by the pathetic fallacy that Nature's seasonal fall should affect our spirits. Here in this spacious, seemly security"—his eye swept the stately proportions of the room—"we can smile at the hobgoblin fancies that haunted man confined in such weather to a cave, or even to an unheated, ill-glazed cathedral! Put aside these lurking, substanceless misgivings. Black care does not only ride behind the horseman as Horace says. Just as much he sits beside the woman in her all-too-easy chair by the bright hearth. Drive him away."


    And again he made one of those finished conclusive pulpit gestures that his hands almost fell into as he closed a sentence. This time, however, she did check any outward sign of her shudder. It shook her then all the more. For not only had that fine white hand brushed along the filthy, pus-streaked coat of the thing that was sitting beside him, but, as his hand swept, as though stroking down the leprous pelt, the creature rose and arched its back. As though it had received a message and dismissal from him, it slowly hobbled over.


    It came limping across and sat down at her side.


    



    SHE DID NOT SEE IT EVERY DAY. ONCE FOR A WHOLE WEEK SHEdid not catch a glimpse of it. She could, however, nearly always hear it, whenever the house was still, snuffing at the door, or from behind some piece of furniture in the room, gobbling at its sores. It became almost impossible for her to swallow any food, such nausea took her, when, under the dining table, with its long white damask that reached nearly to the floor, she heard the sound. Next, she could feel its touch: it would lean against her foot. Once or twice she could not resist the temptation— she raised the hem of the table-cloth to see. There was nothing her eye could find. Her brother noticed though.


    "To whom the heavens are not clean'—Job's idea of the Almighty is appealing to you?" he asked with that irritable humour, watchful hypercriticism that masked in him real insight. "Surely." he concluded, "the inspection could be carried out earlier?"


    She lied feebly, "I thought I'd dropped my napkin," and then wondered was it worth the effort. Did it really deceive? Was he, tinder his simmering of complaint, trying to rid a curiosity thatcould only be answered by his putting a question he dared not ask? Would it be better if the truth came out?


    The last query did, however, rouse her. She saw how she had been drifting. This was happening to her—the whole range of misery from his exasperating nagging miscomprehension right down into the horrible dark of the molestation itself—because the alternative was that he would be swept away, engulfed. She was standing—she had chosen to stand—between him and it. Because she had so chosen, he was able to show this contemptuous complacence—he had to. His petty irritability was the transmuted expression of a knowledge, of a responsibility and a punishment that his surface mind would not endure.


    Once this knowledge became clear in her mind—as after a day of fog, the sun setting, the night is cloudless—she found her courage had returned. But the suffering became worse. The attack now seemed to have become tidal, sweeping in first by one aperture and then by another. She realized that when she could see it she could not feel it and vice versa. The senses were being assaulted alternatively. For three days she saw the jackal; it was everywhere she went on her household duties, as though the entity, if such it was, felt that it must not let her out of its sight. She could escape it for a while by going out. The weather was, however, very raw, the shortest walk seemed to bring on a miserable chill and exhaustion.


    She knew enough of sickness to realize, however short a time she consulted her mirror, that it was signalling back one word to her, anaemia. Her brother, too, showed his same scolding concern and practically ordered her to stay indoors. He even forbade her to go to Evensong. On Sunday, however, she insisted on attending Morning Prayer. He was preaching. As he came down from his study, his sermon case in his hand, and found her waiting in the hall, dressed to accompany him, she noticed on his face the interplay of protest with complacence.


    The Cathedral audiences, he had begun to notice, were small; every contribution, of a listener, was therefore welcome.


    "I observe." he said, "that you insist on your major religious duties. And perhaps I need not insist on your obeying my dispensation. The morning is mild, the earth more viscid than fluid. The Anthem, too, is a charming one, by Purcell, and may serve to raise your spirits. After all, the original, putative author of the Psalms, we are told, had his initial success in relieving the acute mental distress of Israel's first monarch." He added, as they passed out over the Deanery threshold, and she glanced down and back, "Yes, you would do well to carry your train. The mud has now set to the consistency of a mucilage."


    He did not ask had she any other reason for that final glance.


    In the choir, as the Dean's sister, she was seated in die sub-stall immediately under his curtained and canopied chief-seat. Taking the massive choir copy of the Book of Common Prayer, she turned over the pages to find and mark the day's psalms. Her eye caught the Latin captions— De Profundis, Domine! Adhesit Pavimentol Deus, Deus, Meusl


    How often divine inspiration seemed to have spoken through human desperation! Yet, today, these cries of terror and agonized appeal would be chanted and carolled into a mild aesthetic pattern. How like these demon faces clustered on the canopies around her! They had originally been meant, she mused, to remind the faithful that even in prayer—even more in prayer— the soul's invisible enemies were alert and roused. But here they had been turned by the medieval carver, weary of a zeal he could not understand and maybe never saw practised, into comic gargoyles.


    Her eye, glancing back at the Psalter, was caught by a verse in the full English text, "My darling from the power of the dog!" She had often wondered why with the whole menagerie for his imagination to draw upon, and with lions and unicornsramping in this very psalm, the Psalmist suddenly found his terror fixed on a mere dog. Perhaps he too had found himself— exposed? She prayed the appeal with the intensity its first utterer had evidently felt. But as deep fear spurred her mind she recognized at a still deeper level that she was glad that the author in this passage had not asked deliverance for himself but for someone he loved.


    The service ran its smooth course worn by immemorial repetition to a perfectly memorized almost-inattention. Then, the divine courtesies discharged, acknowledgements made and reassurances uttered, there came discourse. Her brother, fetched and verger-led like a priest-king to the pulpit, mounted the ornate scaffold and unfolded his argument.


    She certainly wished to attend as much as he desired to be attended to. She was, however, exhausted; her sleep at home was of course a travesty; for this brief twenty minutes—while she was "in sanctuary" in the real if not in the architectural sense— sleep with its overdue account came down like a gaoler. It wrapt her round with the suffocating force of an anaesthetic. She struggled, experiencing that curious, acute distress—worse, though rarer, than its opposite, insomnia—that misery when sleep becomes an enemy, a tyrant, and tortures us if we would forbid it taking over our consciousness. She tried the usual stimulants, pinching her finger, then putting her hand to her face and biting lip and fingertip. Her head simply declined on her hand, welcoming the offered support and disguise.


    'In conclusion, therefore. . . ." It was Charles' voice. What was ended? Something terrible had been finished. Charles was safe, she was sure from the certainty in his voice, and he was telling her. A great refreshment and relief rose in her. She was rested, she felt. She was being raised from where she had been bent down, intolerably oppressed, down in the dark mire with foul creatures. . . . She felt her hand against her bowed face,smelt the scent of her glove, heard her brother's voice, "We see "


    Her orientation in time and space flashed on her. She must rouse herself cautiously. She put out her free hand, smoothed her dress, then touched the hymn-book lying before her, open for the final hymn. Finally she glanced up at the pulpit. Already he had wheeled round to the east for the Ascription,


    " 'And now.' " his voice boomed, while with a rustle of recollection the congregation rose to restore its circulation and clear its throat with a good tune.


    As he threw open the Deanery door for her to enter he remarked, 'You were mistaken in disregarding my advice. You would have had better slumber here than in the choir." She would not have made a retort or even a reply, even had she not, the moment they crossed the threshold, been met.


    She had thought of actually calling on young Halliwell. Their short talk had convinced her that, at least, if he could not answer, he would understand her problem. Of course she could not ask him to the house. Quite apart from the fact that her brother would certainly be subconsciously suspicious and so discourteous, it was utterly out of the question that she should suddenly request this junior to visit them, and find an occasion for a private conference! Almost for the last time the involuntary mouth-tension careless people call a smile, twisted her lips. First the Cambridge assignation, and then, the habit formed abroad, she now at home takes the initiative. And if she did go out and call on him—he lived in the Palace—would Mrs. Bendwell understand, just by woman's famed intuition, her wish for a t£te-a-tete}


    She bit her lip, so painful was the hopeless silliness of the idea. Yet this young and already disappointed but not yet discouraged Chaplain alone seemed to have even the ghost of an idea about the actual situation. He was the one person whomight at least listen. All the rest would simply look on her as insane, an insanity prompted no doubt by an unrecognized jealousy of her brother. But even with this one acquaintance, it was now too late. If she was going to speak she should have done so as soon as she came back, when there seemed to be a respite and even some dim dawn of hope. Now she was no longer sure herself that the strange visitor at Cambridge had possessed any more gift or power than—his own phrase, she remembered—a clever character-reader at a fair!


    It was clear also that every day the power became stronger, the crisis, in whatever form it would finally manifest itself, was quickly approaching. That was shown by the growing familiarity of the familiar. Once, when she came in to tea, it had run ahead and leapt, like a spoiled pet, into her chair. She had tried to take another, though it sprang out as soon as she came close. Her brother was, however, as usual, in-comprehendingly vigilant.


    "That's your chair, Laetitia, the throne of the lady of the house, as she presides over the mystery of tea-brewing, the stall of the Deepness— not deacon-ness. None of this wrongful humility in the home—taking the lesser, lower seat. None of this outward mortification, even though we have entered Advent. 'Rend your heart and not your garments,' as we had in the Anthem today. Mortify your spirit and not, as our very unhygienic spiritual predecessors did, the flesh."


    Whereupon he launched into a peculiarly apposite description of medieval filth, Catholic austerities and the odour of unwashed sanctity; of Thomas of Canterbury whose "garment companions"—as the Dean called them—fell from his sleeves onto the table as he ate; of Teresa of Avila who wore a tight-lacing corset but with holes in it through which her merit-gaining flesh protruded suppurating. Then seeing that his sister's face had become ghastly, he added, "You must forgive my maletoughness. I was only trying to laugh you into a little rational self-indulgence."


    But in spite of this kindly explanation she failed to rally to his offer to be amiable and, feeling that she had better be left to sulk alone—the nursery phrase came to his lips, though he held it back—he went to his study.


    Her constant companion, too, seemed to have entered a "dark-cycle." She could not see him though she could hear him snuffling at his disgusting grooming. Then he was so lost to sight and sound also that she found herself repeating the text, "And Satan departed for a season." If it were so it was no more than to change costume, for soon her attention was caught by signs that some other plan of approach was being prepared. She realized that her brother must not notice her attempts to sound the unseen dark tide that was flowing in and rising up round her. So she would wait till he left the room—and the long silences that now came down upon them were sufficient to drive him away after comparatively short visits. Then she could not resist getting down on her knees. She knew it was no use sending for the servants. Indeed she felt she must, by touch, prove whether sight was deceiving her. Always there were those little balls of fuzz and hair rolling along in an imperceptible draft where the wainscot touched the polished floor boards. In the evening, too, the light would time and again show large black cobwebs in the comers. She kept a long cane concealed in the big parlor cupboard. "Like an eczemic that must scratch his sores"—the phrase came into her mind—it was so pat that the words seemed given, not composed by her.


    Finally, to sight, sound and touch, came the fourth sense.


    It was near the year's end. It was at dinner. She was surprised into sending her plate from the table saying that it had not been washed. She saw the oil on it and smelt the sickly scent. As she raised her eyes, however, she caught sight of her brother's eyeupon her. She left the room, gained her breath for a moment outside the door, and came back saying,


    "I may have been mistaken."


    Wisely attempting no further explanation she gave all her attention to making herself swallow some mouthfuls, though on the substituted plate also she saw and could smell the greenish smear of oil. Nor would she change her bedroom, not even when on going there on New Year's Eve she found the jackal returned. As she entered with her candle he was there seated on the foot of the bed. She did take the pillow away and noticed that none of the long greasy hairs and the oil stain, that were in a patch on it, had spread to the sheet under. She got ready. Then turned back resolutely to the bed. The jackal leapt off and cowered beside it.


    All night long she heard it licking itself. Once it put its front feet upon the edge of the eider-down and its green eyes seemed not more than a couple of feet from hers. The sight shook her, but worse, she felt, was the stench. Yet though outwardly she felt her mind must be going, inwardly she could recognize that she was experiencing not a mad disgust and horror, but rather an immense tiredness, as of some one who has carried a load to the very limit of their strength and now knows that the next furlong must either see them home or they must fall in their tracks.


    So it was with a relief that she noticed a few mornings after, as the light came, an unmistakable, objective change. The light came slowly. She would lie through the night without a candle, for she could see her companion in the dark quite as well as in the light. But as the dusk that was acting as day's substitute stole through the curtains she noticed that her hand lying on the sheets showed up more distinctly than it should by such illumination on such a background. She had always had whitehands and they had been very pale these last two months. Now they were dark*


    She did nothing for the time being about it, lying quietly, for she had told the servants not to call her nor to bring her anything. As the light gained she saw, raising her hand, that there could be no doubt. Then she touched lightly her face. Of course if the hands were already involved the face would be more affected.


    As she put her hand down onto the sheet again, the jackal, which had been out of sight, leapt onto the bed. It made the small gesture that dogs do, when, uncertain of their reception, they wish to make advances. It bowed down its head and made a diffident, caressing movement with its paw. The light was now good enough that she could see the paw's nails. They were clear because the rotting flesh had left them bare almost to their roots. She put out her hand and stroked its head. She could feel it quite firmly under her touch, every detail, the moulting skin, the tubercular lumps of the sores and the skull underneath. It twisted round and licked her hand. Then it leapt from the bed.


    She never saw it again. She never saw anything very clearly after that. The eczema spreading like a flush rapidly attacked all the face and the eye-sockets and the lids became involved.


    At last her brother, through the callousness that seemed spread over all his emotions, appeared to realize that she was gravely ill—not merely tired and, maybe owing to lassitude, apt to give way to the sloth that attacks those with too few intellectual interests. Inevitably, however, his fear could only win expression as resentment. Visiting her as she lay in bed—she had sent down a message that she must keep her room—he remarked that he hoped she now realized the wisdom of his former disregarded advice. He also felt some reassuring satisfaction in informing her that, though she might object, he had already sent for Dr. Wilkes.


    "A prophet we know is disregarded in his own country, and so the advice of a brother who is only a scholar may be denied the attention granted an outsider."


    Her failure to protest still did not add to his reassurance. Nor did Dr. Wilkes. Not that the physician was so poor a psychologist as to trust the Dean (whom he had already diagnosed far more than he had observed the sister) with his medical misgivings. All he said, when asked, was the truth.


    "There has been strain, and, as we know, in this climatic phase which we seem to be in, there appears to be what might be called an endemic tendency to pre-eczemic nerve-ending irritability. In this house, too, there might be a co-ordinate of some environmental influence together with an associational element of what might be called suggestive force."


    Dr. Wilkes was not unpleased in his surface loquational mind with the flow of the sentence, guarded yet ample, truthful but noncommittal. In any case it served to cover over with an apparent self-assurance—which surely must be helpful to his patients (he used the plural term to himself)—a feeling almost of dismay that was rising in him.


    The Dean's verdict, as he watched the Doctor go—"Pretentious polysyllabic verbiage to disguise ignorance"—might have had an even uneasier rider if he could have heard the Doctor's self-unburdening of his own anxiety.


    "Coincidence can't cover it. What a curse it is that we physicians can't have real colleagues of the psyche, in the clergy. Then there would be some hope of our dealing with the mind-body problem."


    Perhaps then it was no coincidence but an answer to his "left-handed" prayer that put the Bishop's Chaplain in his homeward path. Nor did he have to verge on unprofessionality by opening the subject himself. The intellectual excuse to do what emotionally he desired, was given by HalliwelTs unguarded concern. It came, too, with Palatial authorization.


    I've just come from the Bishop. I don't want to trouble the Dean. You've just come from the Deanery. I do trust that Miss Throcton is not laid low. She has looked so very poorly of late. There has been so much ill health these last months. The Bishop is puzzled, concerned. It makes him anxious."


    "So am I; so am I." Dr. Wilkes felt quite safe in ranging his doubts alongside mitred misgivings. Besides, this boy looked frank, sincere, kindly, concerned. "You know Miss Throcton?" he asked. After all, often an observant acquaintance can give you insights that help diagnosis.


    The younger man hesitated. "Tell the truth, I have only had one personal conversation with her." He paused. "But perhaps I should tell you, as at the time, I must own, it did make me uneasy and now I understand she is ill and under your care?"


    The Doctor nodded to the half-question. And a few moments later when Halliwell concluded his account of the session under the limes Dr. Wilkes again encouraged him, seconding him with, "You are right. Evidently the condition was in an initial, undifferentiated stage then. And, as I have had to note so often, once the strain was lifted, once her brother threw off what I would almost venture to call the vaccination reaction—a reaction which taking office in this Close would now seem to exact— her own repressed anxiety that he might fail, like his predecessor, takes toll of her. As in so many families she pays his forfeit I know it sounds strange, but it is really only a legitimate extension of the basic idea of infection. One of my colleagues knew a surgeon in Manchester—a surgeon, mark you—called Braid, who used mesmerism, or as he rechristened it, hypnotism to produce sustained and deep anaesthesia. But the interesting point to me, to us, is that, I understand, this surgeon held he had proof that states of mental strain did often transfer themselves into physical diseases. If only we could be called in before the disturbed function has deranged the organ."


    'Would then . . . ?" Halliwell decided on the question, "Could then mental methods affect bodily condition?"


    "Of course, in a way." The Doctor spoke with a slight touch of defensive superiority. "Even the most conservative of our profession would allow as much. The trouble is our old friend, Videe fixe. Ideas are necessary but dangerous things. They tend to capture the mind that would use them. That's the trouble with mesmerism as far as I can see. We medicos, engrossed with the body, incline to materialism; therefore when we are forced to consider the mind we tend to fall into magic. The mind, the spirit, is your province, really. . . ."


    Then finding himself for once with an intelligent cleric who was his junior he added, "And may I venture to add prophecy to my prescription? If the Church neglects the deep mind, then some materialistically-minded doctor will take over and start 'ministering to minds diseased.' "


    To Dr. Wilkes' surprise young Halliwell showed not a trace of counter-defensiveness to this challenge. On the contrary, he seemed eager to contribute to their conference.


    "I'm sure," he said, "indeed it is quite clear from what you have told me, that it must have been some sort of hypnosis, as you call it, that my father witnessed and was so impressed by in Persia!"


    "In Persia?" Dr. Wilkes questioned. As do all defensive moods, his fear of being considered too credulous by the conservative had as its converse the apprehension that he might concede the credulous too much. Dr. Esdaile, he recalled, had been disqualified from practice about the same time as Dr. Elliotson, because of his employment of mesmerism, and Dr. Esdaile had picked up his questionable and censurable methods in the East. He had practised in Calcutta, hadn't he?


    "I am afraid"—and the courtesy apprehension that stiffened his open good will into caution, though it used the word "fear" condescendingly, was really inspired by misgiving—I'm afraid that my outlook is limited by the Greeks and their clarity of thought. Our source master is Hippocrates, you know."


    He smiled but young Halliwell was not so young as not to be able to recognize a rapidly closed door. The two parted. Two almost open minds had failed in their mutual invitation to explore each other's findings. Miss Throcton was to have no help from any around her.


    



    DR. WILKES HAD PRESCRIBED THAT THE FACE SHOULD BE BANDAGED, warm boric acid dressings covering the eyelids would, he believed, give relief. The patient accepted them and certainly did • not say they were unhelpful. The world came to her now through hearing. She waited, as someone caught in a cave that has collapsed waits in the dark, sometimes trying to construe the sounds without, sometimes wondering what must befall if help cannot get through. Sometimes her calm was that of complete shock. She remembered once in their earlier garden finding a fledgling on the lawn. She snatched it up in her hand, just as Tissaphernes had caught sight of it. It was quite still, making no effort to get away from the hold of her fingers. You might have thought it indifferent or even content if you had not felt the frantic heartbeat and seen the feeble little gasping of its mouth.


    At other times she was let sink beyond this contact with the utter physical dismay. Then she listened to and construed sounds with the patient indifference with which a reporter takes down in extenso a speech the meaning of which is of little or no personal interest to him. She found she could judge the state of mind of her few visitors by their step, their tempo ofmovement. The two maids, yes they were concerned and sympathetic—she could judge that by their diffident tread. The Doctor, too, was increasingly cautious, tentative, yes, and sympathetic too in his more guarded way. Her brother was becoming increasingly nervous. He spoke to her little. The Doctor had anyhow advised that she should not speak. But as he paced up and down she could hear him say, perhaps to himself as much as to her, "Make an effort, it all depends on making an effort— a good constitution always can respond to the moral will to recovery."


    She felt her face begin to hurt not merely dully but sharply. She recognized she was smiling. Oh, of course, her brother was repeating Dr. Dombey's recipe for his wife, when her labour had been too much for her and though she had met his primary demand by giving him a son, in regard to herself she had failed to respond to his wise advice.


    He came in for a spell, morning and evening. One evening, she thought that he must have changed his small routine and after leaving with a murmured "Good night"—which certainly could not be expected to effect what it wished—had come back again. But after a moment she realized that it could not be he—he always walked up and down, quietly but with the incessant restlessness of an animal in too small a cage. Could it be the Doctor? He would ask after her condition, quietly to himself, she was not meant to answer, but he would stand by her bed and question. She could hear his mind, she found. And now she could not hear its doubts. The nurse he had sent in— she had asked that this attendant might stay outside the door, only coming in when summoned by the bedside bell.


    Someone, however, was there. It was only when she had become quite interested as to why her listening could not construe who was present that she suddenly remembered. Why had she forgotten? Of course that would happen. It was asnatural, as inevitable as the going of the jackal. She kept her mind, after that in an even deeper quietness, deeper than that which she had found would let her hear the thoughts of the few people who alone attended on her now. After quite a little while she found she could hear clearly.


    "Daughter, I have served you as far as I might. I have not sent myself to you to say that. I have sent it, it can reach you, because you have sent strength to me, not I to you. I have only to confirm to you what already your spirit knows with sure hope. Tetelestai"


    It was one of the few Greek words she knew. It had been used, she remembered, when she was a girl by a fine Greek scholar who was said to be one of the dangerously High Church mystics. He had preached on the Seven Last Words at a Good Friday service. She had been deeply moved. He had used that long word of finality with deep effect, saying that some had thought it might actually be the very word—the very Greek word—that was used at the moment when redemption became forever an accomplished fact. Now she could hear that word again, Tetelestai.


    "It is finished," she said as quietly as someone who has completed a long and difficult piece of work, tells him who set it. Then, rousing herself from her tired content that was too complete to have either memory or expectation in it, she asked, "But have I turned it from him?"


    "It has no power now but what he may give it That is all that any may do for another."


    She realized that was the truth. She was too finished, too completed to wish for anything else. The content increased until it took up, as the sun takes water from a dark lake and leaves it empty, all the flux of memories and fears, all the flow of time. She felt completely present at last, for she did not know whereor when or who she was. All she had to do was to stay still, to wait, to continue present always.


    Dean Throcton had knocked quietly at the door once, then waited. But the Bishop himself having come over at once in haste should not be kept waiting. He opened the door. Bishop Bendwell had brought with him a book of prayers. He had it always on his table. Meditation did not come easily to him—administrative problems would recur. He kept them more or less at bay with the double-ditch of good thoughts and holy requests, set and faced with the Elizabethan English which had now almost the patina of good Latin. He was, first and foremost, an administrator but knew that die concept of an Episcopus, the overseership of a Father-in-God, covers more than what the Church advisedly calls the ecclesiastical "temporalities." and he had no fear of incompetence though he felt no particular inspiration when called on to death-beds. He had said not long before —as the intimacy between himself and his Chaplain grew— and said it with a modesty that had in it so much real humility that the saying carried conviction, "I know I am not high in the Church Invisible—perhaps Bishops seldom can be, if the first here are to be last there. But I am striving to be a faithful doorkeeper in the House of my God. And as I am kind to, like and indeed not only value but admire my butler's competence in his station, so I dare to believe the Master of all masters, the infinite Overseer will feel and act toward me." But neither was this sane, responsible man in any wise a sentimentalist. So he felt no need with this cold Dean of his to show emotion, still less any alarm, when looking at the bed his not unpractised eye saw that the sheet was perfectly still.


    He turned and, putting his hand on the other man's shoulder, he remarked in the tone that one admirer of their county cricket team would say to another when a sound member ofthe eleven has just been bowled after netting a creditable number of runs:


    'We have all been proud of her and shall be. She will not be forgotten." Whether the latter part of the sentence was kindly rhetoric or no, certainly the first part was more of an understatement than the Bishop could have known or, had he known, his taste for truth desired. It would have been highly improbable, however, if anyone could have made him grasp what in particular had been admirable in a life that seemed more quiet than most and maybe even more comfortable than quiet.


    When the Dean was left alone his expression was stronger, in the end. At first he seemed quiet. Then, evidently thinking that he ought to kneel down, the attitude, as attitudes often will, seemed to release a current of feeling. He felt his throat. It seemed as though it must split, as though a wedge were being forced into his larynx. He gasped,"Laetitia," was all he could whisper.

  


  
    Then a spasm of grief twisted him like a cramp. The pain was so sudden and intense that part of him seemed to be split off, to wander off as though it were seeking down the ranges of his quiet past to find if it could pick out another stretch of emotion among the long lengths of easy enjoyment and hardly memorable routines, another span or band to match the present acuteness of feeling. He found it. Yes, there was another, but it wasn't grief. He hadn't had much grief, very little, really, in his life. But this other buried pain that was as sharp as this present cut? It was hatred. But when had he felt any real hatred?



    Slowly, like a person coming gradually to wakefulness in a strange room, after thinking he was in his own bedroom, he remembered. That one bright patch of feeling, bright as a very hot sunbeam, seemed to thaw the landscape of his memory. Fact after fact emerged from the white snow-cover of amnesia, and the ugly things which the blizzard of forgetfulness had made intoone broad, unfactual sheet, came staring through. He forgot that he was with the dead. He forgot where he was or when he was. He had now been swept by the thaw-stream down to the spot from which he had escaped.


    How long this clear restored memory lasted he couldn't say. For he was not recalling the past to himself in the present. The past had called him away from the present. As soon, then, as he became aware of where he was, his memory sank under. To remember and at the same time live was still impossible. After a while his rigid position began to relax; he shifted and fidgeted a little, feeling stiff. He looked up and around him. He raised himself clumsily from his knees.


    " 'My words'—why they haven't even flown up! 'My thoughts remain below'? Where? Pure woolgathering, can't even recall what I was thinking of, and here and now! Worrying over some worthless small matter of my own concern!"


    He stood close beside the bed. He raised the bandage that lay across the face. Death, as it so often does, had not only removed age and expression, it had taken away the physical damage. The skin had again become smooth with the congested blood gone from beneath it and had the texture of alabaster. As he continued to look at it, this face that he had known best in all his life and which now already was no longer the lifelong friend but the likeness of some unnamed woman, the cold quietness in it seemed to surround him. He felt something in his heart as cold, incapable of movement as the body on the bed. Moment after moment as he stood still looking down at the white figure his whole memory was sinking deeper under the renewed snow fall of forgetfulness. He noticed faintly that everything seemed as quiet as it was still. Though he heard now and then a distant sound from the outside world, it awoke no echo of meaning, no significance in his consciousness. Only once was his mind rousedto question-point by his ear. Suddenly, from the direction of the garden below, came a small sharp, querulous bark.


    'We have no dog?" he questioned himself perfunctorily.


    He listened a moment more. The silence was not again challenged. He found a new handkerchief and spread it over the face. Then he went to the door. Outside the nurse was waiting.


    "I will see to everything," she said moving past him into the room. He nodded and went downstairs.


    He slept well that night, only waking a few times and then not because of any restlessness of mind; it was a dog's barking that each time roused him. And each time, as soon as it stopped its quarrelsome little protest, he fell to sleep again. In the morning, after writing the necessary notes to announce his bereavement and sending them out, he rang the bell for Cook to come to him. Cook, a glance made clear, had had a worse night; and indeed clearly eyed his composure and kck of any apparent exhaustion with the disapproving surprise with which those who belong to an earlier and more expressive social pattern view the apparently heartless stoicism of their employers. She had taken the admonitory precaution of coming to the interview equipped with a large, fresh, fully-unfurled handkerchief, held at half-mast across her bosom, in instant readiness for the moment when the tide of her feelings would swamp her controls and she would be, as she told the head-housemaid, when that comforter was patting her heaving shoulders, "awash with tears."


    The Dean's presence and attitude proved, at least at the beginning of the interview, astringent—a fact for which he was considerably more grateful than she. He was coldly business-like: did not refer to the death; told her what he wished for himself and gave her the main control of the house. She was elevated from cook to housekeeper. She was left neither puzzled as to what he might want, nor unpleased by the recognition and promotion, both in rank and salary, that she now had received. Onhis side he now knew, with a feeling of complacency at his own adroitness, that he had reached the point when he ought, having pointed her mind to a far from unpleasing prospect, to he able to get her out of the room. Then the return of her grief—which quite clearly was getting ready for a come-back—would submerge her when and where she would have more suitable, more equal aid than he would or could supply. Yet to say "That is all, Mrs. Binyon" might have about it just that touch of finality and dismissal that would give her emotions their cue, recalling the final finality. She would feel it was her duty to refer to it— as "Happy Christmas" must be said when meeting anyone on the Feast. An innocent stratagem came to him.


    Rising he went to the window, from which a glimpse of the garden could be obtained, for his study had the same outlook as his bedroom next to it; they were both over the great parlor and so, from a higher level, shared its view.


    "I thought, Mrs. Binyon," he remarked over his shoulder, "that last night a dog had managed to get shut up in the garden. Will you tell Silas to see that neither he nor the boy leaves the garden gate open. I was roused a couple of times by some yapping. Please see that he gets that message from me as soon as he comes in with the vegetables." That would necessitate her leaving at once. For, as it happened as he looked down from the window, he had been able to glance at the figure of the gardener in the kitchen garden making his way toward the back of the house with his daily offering from his stores of winter vegetables. He speeded her with this watch-tower information and then turned back to his desk certain that she too must have begun her turn toward the door. She had not, and his look of annoyed question was not left unanswered long enough for him to put it into words. He was answered by a question.


    "Ah, then, Sir, you heard it top?"


    Before he could retort "You'd have to be deaf" or had tocheck himself from the irritated but unfortunate addition "It would disturb the dead . . ."


    She had added, "You know, Sir, what it was!"


    He certainly knew that he did not want her explanations.


    I've told you. Please go at once and tell Silas to lock the iron gate at the end of the garden. If you don't go at once you'll miss him!"


    "Oh, no Sir! No! No locking of gates nor bolting of doors, no nor high walls round them and glass set on the top of them— no, that sort is not stopped by that sort of thing or order. If you yourself, Sir, instead of Silas—if you yourself, Sir, with all your linen and satin, your robes and your rites were to go instead of him—poor fellow with his key and his spade—why, Sir, it would make nor a difference nor a dimming of that din than if I in my kitchen with the kettle over-boiling and the frying-pan afire just spoke eloquent and courteous-like to the red-hot kitchen-range!"


    He saw with a dismay, that under-its irritation had still some humour, that his effort to get rid of her and forestall the emotional outburst had evidently, for some obscure reason, been the, actual trigger that had sprung the mine.


    "Well," he cut in, "that dog can be kept out of the garden. Please don't argue but go and give my instructions!"


    "But that's the point, Sir, as you've just said— a dog, yes, and then very well. But, Sir, I've been with hunting people and I know the countryside. That's no dog, at least it's not a dog you could have in the house. It's a dog-fox that was barking on and off all last night. And I know why: When I was in Ireland with the household of the Master of Thomondstone, well we knew that sound. And well, on such a night as we've now been through, we knew what it meant. As long as one of that race was lying 'in wake* as they would say, there would never be a fox


    in any of the coverts and ever there would be a fox round the house barking, calling at him, they would say."


    "Mrs, Binyon!" his voice was raised, "I will not have that kind of superstitious and insane nonsense spoken in a Protestant Christian household!"


    For a moment he felt ashamed at having used such a term and such a method. His shame was, however, instantly expunged by relief. Mrs. Binyon, accused of unchristian, unprotestant views recollected herself. Of course she could not deny to herself that she had picked up those theories and fancies over in Catholic Ireland where anything, as you might say, might take place. The gale of her conviction suddenly fell. But that, as might have been expected, by a better student of humanity than the Dean, permitted the deluge of her grief to break.


    "I am indeed sorry, Sir, that I should have repeated such things, but, Sir, with poor dear Miss Laetitia, lying as you might say "


    He was determined that nothing more should be said by her or him. He swung open the door and pointed to the stairs. Already the handkerchief had been mounted to mast-head so 'that Cook's mouth and nose were covered. Wiping her now pouring eyes Cook picked her way to her kitchen, her chair and a strong cup of tea.


    Still she had been right. And the Dean himself, with a suppressed bewilderment, realized that there was nothing now that he or his staff could do about it. The two nights before the funeral, he heard the rapid barks as though they were peremptory calls, repeated knocks summoning a doorkeeper to open or take the consequences.


    After the funeral there was silence. Indeed nothing happened till a February day which was calm, still and sunny. He took a turn in the garden. Half-way down against the south-looking wall was a fine Forsythia, the first thing to bloom. He hadgone over to examine the hundreds of bright yellow blossoms, almost like small gold flames in the level sunlight. Then turning back to the long alley of mown grass that led up to the house, he glanced its whole length, for it ran from the house to the wrought-iron gate in the brick wall that terminated the formal garden. The design was finished off down at that end by a sundial set on an ample paved base. Evidently, on a day as mild as this, the few hours of sunlight had been sufficient to warm the stone pleasantly. For stretched on it lay a small dark fox. It certainly was not very shy for, though it looked wary, it did not make at once for the shrubbery, but watched him with its head on one side. He went quietly, slowly toward it until he could see that the thick hair of its coat was really a dark walnut tint. It rose then but stood its ground and when he paused not half a dozen yards from it, it stretched itself and actually took a step in his direction. Then it too paused. It turned its head even more on one side as it watched and held one of its fore-paws raised, as though wondering whether it might come closer. He could see the bright amber of its eyes.


    Suddenly he raised his arm. It darted across the strip of lawn and into the thick yew hedge. He did not cross the herbaceous border to look into the hedge. But after he had had his tea in the great parlor he went to the window, drew aside the curtain that the maid had already pulled to and looked out into the garden.


    A fox was standing some three yards outside.


    That night was as still as the day had been. But though he was awake several times he did not hear any barking. In the end he nearly overslept himself, waking with a start, not certain that the housemaid had not knocked at the door with his tea and shaving water. He sat up—no, he had not overslept —the room was still in dusk; outside the day could not have come fully. The house, too, was still. Then he was aware that someonemight be, must be standing, just outside the bedroom door. He nearly caDed out "Come in."


    But a moment after he felt sharp relief that he had not done so, when down at the door threshold he heard a long breath being drawn. He bent toward the side of the bed nearer the door and listened. Perhaps a minute later he heard steps coming up the stairs. When they reached the landing they stopped for a moment and he was not sure that he did not catch a suppressed exclamation. Then they came on till they were at the door. There came a low tap.


    He answered with relief, Yes, now it was the maid. He thought that after her "Good morning" she might be about to add something. If so she thought better of it.


    He lay for a while sipping his tea and wondering whether in this case it was well or ill that the silence, which he had done so much to teach his household, had been observed. He could not make up his mind for his mind was not clear as to the matter of fact* To decide whether or not he would like to be informed it would be necessary surely that one should know whether there was information to be had?


    That point at least settled itself without undue delay. First he saw the intruder at the end of the entrance hall, a large almost empty space but not too well lit. Then a couple of evenings after he was sure it was in his study. He heard something move and looking up from the circle of bright light given by his reading lamp caught sight of two small bright eyes. They seemed to have been caught by his sudden movement of his head. The animal was not grooming itself. He and it regarded each other, his face as expressionless as its mask. Then it moved off into the shadow. He remained looking for some while at the spot. He did not get up to investigate. At dinner that night, when, as he liked, the dishes had been put on the table and he had been left, he was reading a book. Lookingup over the top of it he saw the fire burning pleasantly and seated in front of it, not looking at him, sat this dark-haired fox. He could see the sheen of the flames on its thick glossy coat.


    "A fine little animal," he remarked in a low voice.


    It did not stir at the sound of his voice nor did he stir to come near it. He bent his eyes to go on reading. After a little while, when he put out his hand to touch the bell, he saw that the hearth rug was vacant.


    This absence continued for some three days. Then, though the snuffling did not come at his bedroom door again, he saw the creature in most of the other rooms and in fairly good light. It appeared last of all in his bedroom. He had gone to sleep but woke up, he judged, before long. The waking was of that sort that he felt not the slightest drowsiness left in him. On the contrary, he was restless and, acting on the impulse, got out of bed. The moonlight was coming through a chink left by the curtains not being close drawn. He went across and looked out at the night. The moon was still fairly high—a partial moon, the incomplete disk made by sections of two convex curves. He looked at it for some time, as though he were trying to recall something. Then he drew the curtains and turned back toward the bed.


    The room naturally now appeared to him completely dark. But knowing his position and that the dressing table was near him, he put out his hand. A box of matches was kept there to light the two candles which stood each side of the big mirror. His hand found it and he struck a light He saw himself looming in the long glass and behind his white figure the white glimmering surface of the bed with the sheets thrown back. On this vague whiteness there was a small dark body.


    He whirled round so fast that the match in the draft went out. He felt behind him—he did not dare to turn his back—foundthe matches again, succeeded in lighting one and this time looked directly at the bed. There was nothing there but the rumpled sheeting. Carefully he turned again and lit one of the candles, peering into the glass as soon as he had done so. Again the bed was obviously vacant. He did not dare, though, to go to it. He lit the other candle, went to the wardrobe, took out a heavy dressing gown and sat himself in an easy chair. The candles burnt down to the socket but at last the dawn came. He had not dozed for a moment. He drew the curtains and looked out at the grey morning. Then he looked in the mirror at a face far more grey and dismal, a face that became almost ghastly as he involuntarily looked over the mirror-image's shoulder and scanned the empty bed. He brought himself to go and look directly at the sheets. No, there was nothing there, no trace, imprint, not a hair. He sat down utterly exhausted after that, with his eyes closed.


    At last he said one word, "Laetitia!"


    



    THE DEAN LEFT HIS HOUSE AS SOON AS HE HAD MADE A PRETENCEof breakfasting and conducting family prayers. Outside he started in the direction of the Palace but after a few steps he changed his course and went toward the town. He met Dr. Wilkes just leaving on an early round and asked him if he could spare him a minute. Still he needed the Doctor to begin the interview for him.


    "Mr. Dean, remember the old advice a stitch in time—to which I would tack on a later saw, Better a little now than nothing soon!"


    "You think I have become tired again so soon!"


    "This is to be expected. You have been through much." He added as complimentary enquiry, "Don't you find that those who can best show least must feel most? No one can practise the care and cure of bodies and not realize how the mind takes it out of the body."


    "But"—the, Dean disregarded the personal reference "—the Dean's task is not that of a rest-taker whether lying abed in the Deanery or 'lying abroad' as the old phrase was about ambassadors."


    The minimal joke eased a little their exchange. The Doctor was able to press his point.


    "I don't think you realize how tired you were last time and therefore how remarkable was your resilience and the benefit you won from such short change. If I may say so, sooner or later a man of flawless health is confronted with a problem weaker humanity is prepared for by a lifetime of intermittent ailing. There comes a day when the best of us discover that we must give ourselves more time, must wait while Nature makes necessary time-taking replacements. As I say, this knowledge tends to come suddenly on the outstandingly hale. An expected external shock precipitates—"


    He left the sentence uncompleted. He felt genuinely sorry for this stiff, fineminded, withered-hearted man, now left in that complete loneliness that in the end envelopes those who have only permitted as much intimacy and affection as they can use for their own convenience.


    'Well, that's my advice. And I'm making it for the Close as much as for yourself."


    He felt a certain pleasure in being able to advise one so aloof, the genial patronage of the expert called in to speak as a special witness.


    'We're proud of you, Mr. Dean, and we want our scholar who gives this quiet little place its prestige, to live out finely his full allotment of years. I think you will agree with me that scholarship is a fruit which, like the fig, depends on a late warm summer."


    A friendliness which certainly had in it an assumption of at least temporary equality, and would certainly at any other time have been resented, now seemed almost welcome.


    "Well"—and the Dean tried to keep his tone at the same officially unanxious level—"today you of the lancet and the bottlespeak with the authority once possessed by the pastoral staff and the mitre. I'll think it over."


    "He d better," Dr. Wilkes said aloud as he watched the tall black figure stride back toward the Cathedral gate. 'That walk is too rigid. He's brittle. If he wasn't a Dean you'd think that masked nervous hurry showed a bad conscience. Well he may blame himself for his sister s death and maybe has some right Steady selfishness probably accounts for more murders—by causing a kind of anaemia of the spirit in the kindly—than does arsenic."


    The Dean, however, at that moment was thinking what he would say to the Bishop. Arriving at the Palace he was shown up at once. Bishop Bendwell was at work at his desk with young Halliwell who withdrew. The Bishop rose and put his hand on his visitor's shoulder.


    "Sit down, sit down."


    Then having done so himself he looked with his head on one side at the figure which certainly showed a slackness that was as uncharacteristic as it was significant. And with a snap-judgment speed that was as uncharacteristic of himself the Bishop found himself saying,"Easter will give us time this year. Do you know, just before we get into Lent, it strikes me it would be wise for you to run off and have a week at Cambridge or Brighton if it suits you better. Cambridge did you so much good last year, and now with this sorrow—yes, I advise it as your spiritual physician."


    "Well." There was a faint relief in the voice. "Do you know that was the very question on which I came to consult you. The man of the body has just pressed the same counsel on me."


    "Out of the mouth of two witnesses shall everything be established." The Bishop quoted with kindly unction, then rose. Tm as busy as a banker at a quarter day. You get off as soon as you can and be back as fresh as you were on your last return so we


    can get through Lent and Easter all right. You know there can be no help from me once the Confirmations begin!"


    Halliwell, hearing the visitor go, returned.


    "Well," remarked his master, not looking up as the assistant resumed his place, "at least I didn't waste any time with the inevitable and on the irrelevant. It's nerves of course. He's obviously physically as strong, and probably as temperamentally touchy, as one of his Arab horses. A good deal of remorse, no doubt, and aperture of expression atrophied. My oculist told me if the tear duct is blocked and you want to weep it may be quite painful. You have no comment? Well discretion, Anglicanism, pet virtue, has been called the silent hyphen between Charity and Truth."


    He smiled now, looking across at his reseated Chaplain. The smile, however, was reflected only as far as the mouth's courtesy-contour. It did not rise to the eyes. They were questioning. The Bishop did not wish to disturb his deeper doubts with questions of obscure motive. He turned to some patronage requests—the psychology there was simple enough.


    The Dean went back to the Deanery, not comforted, but (the penultimate word the Bishop had used came sounding aptly into his mind) confirmed. The mail was now laid out. He had forgotten to look at it before he had left after breakfast. He ran it through his hands as he stood in the hall—it was composed of local messages, most of them no doubt conventional condolences. Ah, there was one with the Cambridge postmark. He looked round the hall for a moment before tearing it open. No, he was quite alone in the empty stone place. He glanced again at the handwriting. Of course! How absent-minded he was becoming: it was McPhail's. It ran:


    MY DEAR DEAN:


    I should have written to you before. But, as I was able, after those days last summer, to judge to some extent the degree of your


    bereavement, I felt I should wait until, as the Scriptures say, the days of mourning were accomplished. Please do not think that I am suggesting that a sorrow such as yours will disappear with time. My intention only is to say that it will as we know clarify into an acceptance. And, though in the first days there is a numbing shock, after that—if I may put it so—the voice of a friend and his company need not prove that "vinegar upon nitre" of which the Book of Proverbs speaks.


    I am writing this letter, then, for two reasons: First, to express to you the deepest sympathy for the loss of so fine and indeed, I would say advisedly, so noble a character and companion as Miss Throcton (for though I had the pleasure of but a short acquaintance, I had the opportunity of forming the highest estimate of her worth); and, secondly, to ask whether you would not consider coming to stay with me for a few days. It may be that we might turn our minds to those studies which because they deal with the great insights of philosophy need not, and I believe should not, be considered as distractions from sorrow but rather as true anodynes for grief.


    "That which is said three times should not be neglected," was all that the Dean remarked as he put the letter in his pocket.


    He acted, however, with dispatch. A note to the Doctor and another to the Bishop were written, while his orders for his clothes to be packed and a fly engaged to take him to the afternoon express were being carried out. He had still some hours sohe went over to the Cathedral to speak to the Canon-in-Resi-dence. He also had a few words with the minor canon who wason duty and with the verger. The big Gothic machine was turning over its cogs efficiently enough, slow but sure, if left to its own pace, like the monster late-medieval clock, whose giant pendulum swung with a soothing cluck to and fro on the west wall of the north transept, winnowing away the spirits of men and letting the 'gross grain of their bodies fall under the dated slabs that paved the Cathedral floor. As he turned from watching it, where he had paused, crossing die nave to return to the house, young Halliwell came up to him.


    ''Excuse me, Mr. Dean. I wanted personally to offer you my condolences. I delayed writing. I thought I might speak to you. Miss Throcton was. . . "


    "Thank you, thank you."


    The Dean did not offer his hand, and made the slight bow of acknowledgement an opportunity to withdraw.


    "I would like . . ." Halliwell was continuing, but already the elder man had turned his back, his dark figure moving into the shadows of the north aisle. The younger sighed.


    But as far as the Dean could see, and he kept his eyes fixed on the immediate agenda, everything was going with speed and directness, with the kind of rapid foregone completeness that marks a dream in its final stages. Time and again as he walked about making his final dispositions he would glance sharply behind him, but nothing caught his eye. Yet his mood appeared not to be one of relief. His face showed a settled urgency, that was all. Mrs. Binyon, who was motherly and felt herself now to be really the matron of the house, knocked and came in when he had sent his lunch out nearly untasted. He would excuse her, she was sure, but might she put up a little something for him in the train, seeing that he had eaten hardly a crumb all day and it would be late ere the train came to Cambridge? And, might she be so bold, but would he rest a little as there was yet the best part of an hour before the fly would be round?


    Her concern irritated him sufficiently that he could not resist quoting the reply of the Lord Protector Cromwell, as he lay waiting for his call and the attendants asked him to eat something or sleep a little,"I am concerned neither to eat nor to sleep but to be gone."


    She looked at him a little queerly at that and then asked might she know when he would be back.


    "Certainly, certainly," he said, but added nothing, so that shehad to leave in the confidence that he would not come back and she "with not a thing in the house."


    When he arrived late that night at Cambridge, Dr. McPhail was on the platform. They drove in silence to the Don's house, said no more than was necessary when they were there—the Dean refused refreshment—and parted to their rooms.


    Again the night, for the Dean, was uninterrupted. He came down to breakfast and Dr. McPhail, to make conversation, pointed out to him the birds that came round the French window to be fed. They took out crumbs to them and were feeding them when Dr. McPhail remarked,


    "The cats never grant an armistice. Birds have to snatch their livings, poor little febrile things. Look there, in the damp earth of that bed, is the mark of a prowler. I'm afraid I've often, by this attempt at charity, given one of those carnivores a meal he or she would never otherwise have had."


    He pointed down to the small paw-prints that came close up to the threshold window-ledge. The Dean looked.


    "Those aren't . . ," he began, then went on, "I think I'll go inside. It's a little chilly. May I help myself to another cup of coffee?"


    His host waited till he had finished it and then left him, suggesting as he reached the door, "Shall we meet in half an hour in my study? I have a few papers I would like to go over with you."


    The Dean nodded, waited till the door was closed, then went over to the French window. He made no attempt to reopen it but he peered down through the glass for some time.


    The half hour over he went up and knocked on his host's door. They were soon settled by his fire. But Dr. McPhail seemed to have gone into a brown study looking at the coals. Finally he turned round and unlocking a side drawer of his desk, reached back inside, bringing out a largish envelope of parchment-coloured paper. Without looking at Dean Throcton he remarked,


    "This letter came for you from Sheik ibn-Khaldun."


    "But could he have heard and written so soon? Very kind, very prompt, but, no, I don't see how he could have had time?"


    "Oh, but I see it has not been through the mail," he added as he put out his hand for it.


    "It was," the bander remarked yielding it. "I should have said, enclosed in one to me."


    "But when did it arrive?" The voice was half curious, half peremptory.


    The reply seemed to be unaware of the tone in which the question had been put, "It came with the Sheik's courtesy letter as soon as he returned to Cairo. He had enjoyed, he said, the visit and had found the long journey profoundly worth while."


    "But why, why then was I . , . I mean why did you delay...?"


    "I was, of course, acting on his instructions. . . "


    "But what strange behaviour. Surely even an Oriental would know our customs of courtesy—at least such a man. . . "


    "Yes, I do not think we need have any doubt of that. He is a man of both worlds, of this as much as of the other."


    "Then why... ? Surely I have a need, a right to be answered!"


    "I think, indeed, I am as sure as I can be, short of not having seen a word of its contents, that the best answer would be found in that envelope which you now hold,"


    Dr. McPhail said no more but turned his attention wholly to the fire. The only sounds in the room were the gentle crackling of its flames and the rustle of the stiff paper as the envelope was torn and the enclosed, sheets spread. Then nothing but the licking of the fire relieved the silence for perhaps half an hour. At last the Dean's voice began, though the tone was unlike any that Dr. McPhail had ever heard him use. There was in it anurgency and what was even stranger something that might have been humility.


    "I am told to read you this. After reading it myself half a dozen times I see nothing to do but to obey." And, without change of tone, he read on:


    DEAR MR. DEAN:


    This letter will be delivered to you when it is due. That date will be settled not by us but by the strength of resistance and power of what I shall call absorption that resides in an heroic soul. The extent of that, the capacity for spiritual endurance, is known only to Allah, Whose dooms be hid. We know that He succors His servants, when, through them, he combats evil. Therefore with them, as with Him, time is not to be held as we hold it. That at some time He will deliver his servant, as the Scripture says, "out of the power of the dog," we know. Because there will then have been accomplished all that the dedicated human will may do for another.


    The Dean's voice became lower but remained clear.


    When that is done, then, I would dare to judge that the evil which has been roused and permitted entry, by folly disguising itself as' learning and pride pretending that it is understanding, will have been brought to an arrest. I use the term advisedly for I would warn most strongly against any shallow hope that would now believe that there has been worked a final cure, a true exorcism. The actual precipitate is temporarily dissolved and has to reform itself. A blend of scorn, hatred, pride and folly had created the atmosphere in which evil could—I use the chemical analogy—ignite.


    You must also, perhaps inadvertently, have used some physical, some material expression of your rage, some incompetent and accidental aping of one of the psychophysical techniques which you call—and dismiss as—magic. This acted as the spark. I need attempt no further to explain this to you. For this instant, precipitate and aggressive form of the molestation has been cancelled. It was nullified by the extent to which devotion and purity of intention could be expressed by one in touch with him who made the criminal mistake. Therefore are you now, at the price of your sister's death, freed from the immediate and almost successful assault of the enemy. Yourfreedom has been given back to you. That is all that Allah ever gives even to His chosen. Therefore it is all that the most loving may win, even for those to whom they would gladly give all. For you to complete and perpetuate what has been begun for you, you must make her sacrifice effective. There is forgiveness at the hands of the supreme justice. But only if true reparation has been made. As one who has chosen to be a teacher in religion, you should not need this initial instruction. But I have known you to resist all effort to help you. Had you not so spurned that help when first offered, she whom you may now begin to rate at her true worth, might still be alive.


    The Dean's voice was now a whisper, but Dr. McPhail could hear it.


    Here is the simple formula that you should have known as a child and observed all your days: Contrition, to be the effective acid that can clean away the crust under which the soul is decaying, must be threefold. You must own that you have done and wished to do evil. You must vow that never again will you do so, nor put yourself in that situation where it might befall you so that you would so act. And thirdly, it is incumbent on you to make all the reparation that it still lies within your power to make. Thus, and thus only, may you escape that which is contained but not turned from you, and which, should you delay, then one day or another you will be persuaded yourself to summon back; when, as it is written, "The last state of that man is worse than the first."


    The letter fell from his hands. Dr. McPhail took it up, remarking,"I can but repeat what I said to your sister when I had to assure her—with such heroic results—that she could trust the Sheik. I have never known him to be mistaken and I have known him, I should add to you now, give such judgments as that which you have now just read."


    "But what am I to do?" All the pride, a lifelong-incrustation, seemed to have been flayed off the man and to have left exposed under the raw surface a terribly afflicted child.


    "He sent further instructions to me in his covering letter. Here it is." Dr. McPhail had turned to the desk drawer and brought out a couple of similar sheets. He read in as low and accentless a tone as had the Dean:


    If this unhappy man shall, when you have given him my letter, really wish to save his life, the course, though it will test his intention, is open and simple, owing to the aid already given. All he has to do is to resign that which he gained by evil. TTiat is reparation. Thereafter, I am prepared, because of the greatness of the sacrifice already made for him on my instruction, and to assure that nothing should be lacking to consummate it, I offer to take him, should he come out here, and to teach him, if it be the Will of Allah, the rudiments of that knowledge beside which all learning of the tongue and the brain is but withered bark on the tree of life.


    The Dean sat quiet for another half hour. Dr. McPhail only moved once to replenish the fire. Then his guest rose.


    "There is no other course. I have sufficient funds to do as he orders and to comply by attending on him. Thereafter he will have to decide."


    He stood silent and then went on more to himself than to his listener,"And I, who in vanity used to taunt my colleagues about the great learning of the Arabians, so sane, so simple, so stylistically satisfying, now Justice, in its merciful wish to save me from the degradation of madness, sends me, a disgraced, detected impostor, to sit in poverty at the feet of a teacher whom I would have dismissed as a fraud but who now will spare me no knowledge."


    Dr. McPhail also stood up.


    "Then I may tell you one more thing, something which, until you had decided of yourself, I might not say. Our instructor told me also that so long as you stayed here you would never be safe from the molestation which you had wantonly admitted onto your track. Here is what he says:"


    In this matter of the mind and the body, the spirit and matter, we have to be pure empiricists. What we do know from practical and tragic experience, is that the only safety that may be relied upon by one who has torn the veil is to flee the land where that disaster befell him. It has been found that if he puts water between himself and his tracker then he may find some rest. If he should also accept instruction then he may hope for peace and live to thank the All Merciful for the judgement that fell upon him. Allah is the All Merciful but He is the God of Law. He gives a way out through which the soul may escape. If it will not then it must endure the terror of being overtaken.


    



    TWO DAYS AFTERWARDS THE TWO LOBES OF THE DIOCESAN BRAINwere working at the big study table under the oriel window that commanded the Palace garden. The larger lobe turned for a moment from the close-up of correspondence to the larger, lovelier view seen through the glass.


    "There's Jevons with the mail. More letters, and these still to be dispatched! Halliwell, I wish I had that man's composure. Every day he becomes more episcopal. Look at him now. The Archbishop himself, carrying the Crown Imperial, could not be more majestic."


    The figure disappeared through the arched door beneath them. But the ear now took up the tale, the stateliness of his approach being conveyed by the discrete boom of his measured step.


    "I often wonder whether even the Last Day could discompose him. I expect him to rise saying 'Dinner is served!'"


    The door, still vibrating from the knock requesting entry, swung open.


    "The mail, My Lord," Jevons announced, deposited a large silver salver almost hidden under its white skillfully piled load, wheeled and was gone.


    So, too, under this heaping cloud of further correspondence, was the Bishop's struggling humour. He took up the letter that had been given pride of place, glanced across the table and saw that his colleague had gone back to the earlier deposits they had been working. Then after a couple of minutes reading of the latest news,


    "Halliwell," he asked, "do you know what I have just learned?"


    "News of the Dean?"


    "How did you guess that?"


    "I don't know. He came into my mind the moment you looked up and saw Jevons approaching—perhaps association of ideas— they're both what I'd call 'unapproachables."


    "Above pity and above approach; a modern parody of the medieval ideal!" The Bishop's humour gleamed faintly over the rising cloud of care,


    "Well, he's got consumption."


    "He can't have!"


    "There's no doubt he has. Why do you say he hasn't?"


    'Well, really, Sir, I don't know. I just felt that couldn't be the . . . the . . . reason: just as I felt sure Jevons was bringing you a letter from him."


    'Well, listen to this: 'I have today received advice as to my condition. I am informed by an eminent consultant whose diagnosis I am in no position to challenge and whose judgement is very highly rated by competent authorities, that I am in an un-suspectedly advanced state of decline. So acute has die condition been found to be that instant action is demanded of me, if the gravest consequences are to be avoided. I am instructed that I must leave the country for the South without any delay, otherwise I am in momentary danger of a fatal attack."


    The Bishop looked up over the letter's edge, "You see, it is consumption, not a shadow of doubt." Then he went on.


    " 'About the length of absence that this recuperation mustrequire, I have been unable to obtain any judgement.-1 am informed that recovery itself cannot even now be assured. In these circumstances I have no choice but to leave without returning to Norminster and I am therefore writing this letter to place with deepest regret my resignation of the Deanery in your hands."


    "Well," the Bishop sighed more conclusively than sadly, "we must be thankful for the mercies that can be detected. On the whole it is certainly better to have a clean vacancy, 'an extraction' as our dentists put it, than that condition from which this Close has so long suffered, slow decay in situ. It's tuberculosis without a doubt and without a doubt our doubly damp Close is no place for such a patient. A highly polished Arabic style is no compensation for a highly infectious cough! I think we may trust the Prime Minister again to do well by us. He certainly meant well last time. We may have to go outside the diocese, but there are two or three names I might suggest to his Secretary "


    The Bishop's own Secretary seemed a couple of times about to say something but instead dipped his pen. "Here's an addressed envelope," he concluded. "You'll be writing him a note by this mail, won't you?" He looked at his senior officer in the army of faith. This was the way his Father-in-God took things. Maybe it was the way to face mysteries, to face them over with practical applications and next steps to be taken, to look at the brighter side of things, brighter because it came on top, because it didn't penetrate down.


    'I've a feeling, too," the Bishop went on, "that our crisis, epidemic, call it what you will, may be over. You're surprised at my having hunches, no doubt. Oh yes, I have them. But, like Samuel Rogers with his religious views, I keep them to myself."


    The quizzical play of the elder man's features gradually converted the younger's expression of puzzled query into an answering smile.


    "And when you're my age, and no doubt of equal if not superior ecclesiastical elevation, you will be as cautious about publishing them—not because they have proved so often wrong but because they may have turned out to be so largely, so disconcertingly right."


    He dived down on the still disconcertingly large heap of mail. It kept them busy on the bubbling surface of things till lunch— and after, until, as the Cathedral clock struck two forty-five, the Bishop exclaimed,


    "I must take a turn in the Close and get a breathful of fresh air before Evensong��."


    He had time for half a dozen turns. Completing the third he saw that Dr. Wilkes was coming up behind him. There would be just time for a genial greeting and not enough to be detained. It would be interesting, too, to see the physician's reaction.


    "I think I should inform you, Doctor, that the Dean has suddenly been ordered abroad."


    "Abroad?"


    "Yes, I understand a consultant specialist—I think that is the term, is it not—is convinced that an acute consumptive condition has suddenly intervened."


    "Tuberculosis?" The question had 4 in it something of Halli-well's incredulity. But a moment after the physician corrected his surprise. 'Well, well," he added, "of course T.B. cases can and do suddenly spring themselves on us. And, further, there can be little doubt that many are end-processes of conditions that up to the point of sudden crisis are purely functional, purely nervous, if I may put it that way."


    The slower summons of the larger Cathedral bell was at that moment exchanged for the thin nervous rapidity of the five-minutes' warning. The Bishop waved his hand. The doctor saluted.


    Besides his letter to the Palace, the Dean had mailed another one to the Deanery.


    "There, I knew it," cried out Mrs. Binyon, for she was the recipient, "I knew it, from the moment that fox came into the house, from that moment. . . ."


    Nor when she read them the rest of the letter—a month's wages for all, a lawyer coming down to see about things being moved—could they hope to move her from her dark conviction. Indeed the more they thought the whole thing over, the more they felt that though it didn't sound a bit likely or Protestant, there might be something in it.
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