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THE COLLABORATIONISTEDITORIAL
BY PETER HARRIS

When I heard that the Englisli and the Americans had landed
on the coast, I was afraid. The Germans tell me that I have no

need to worry; their armies are invincible, and they have
erected defences in depth wliieh, they say, no army in the

world can penetrate. Oberleutnant Klaus, who is In com

mand of the garrison, told me so himself, yesterday.
But I am not sure. The townspeople can hardlv hide their

jubilation, because they are sure the German troops will

be going away. They have hated me for four years, these

people, but they have been afraid to say anything. When I
pass along High-street they cross over to the other side of the

road rather than pass me. And in the cafe, Elaine, the pro
prietor’s daughter, brings me my coffee with a third of its

Contents slopped into the saucer. Tiiere is nothing tangible,
you see.

But on Tuesday, when I passed M. Dupont, the chemUt, he

was standing in the doorway. He did not look at me, but he

drew his fingers across his throat.

'Bientot, BienloV. His lips seemed to frame the words.

Two nights ago, when my wife, Marie, and I were in bed,

a stone was hurled tluough the glass of the parlour window.

There was a piece of paper round it, with a drawing of a pair

of gallows, and the slogan: ‘Traitors end thus’.

1 told the Oberleutnant about these things, but he was
reassuring.

He said: ‘Perhaps we give a little ground, but our army is

like a recoiling spring. The further it is compressed, the

greater its power’. He drew a diagram on a piece of paper to

show me. The Oberleutnant is so capable, and I felt more
comfortable.

Then 1 asked him: ‘Suppose your army has to leave the

town. Of course, as you say, it will be quite temporary. But

a lot can happen in quite a short time, mein Herr. The people

soon

WHILE no branch of literature can be considered apart Iroin

its contemporary setting, the short story and the short poem

reflect, perhaps more directly and intensively than tlic
novel and the epic, the mood of the hour. Most ol the
authors represented in thi.s number of Modern Reading

young, some of them we have the pleasure to introduce to

the public for the first time, and, it is inevitable that the

should be the background of much that aj^pears here,

have, however, tried to pi*esent a picture in which that

background is viewed from a varietj' of angles and in wlueh
there arc lights as well more sober coloui's.

arc

We

1  f reminded that no MSS. can be returned unless  a stamped
envelope is enclosed. An economy label is not sullicient.
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THE COLLABORATIONIST PETER HARRIS

here hate me. I think that every soul of the 10,000 in this
town would like to see me dead’.

I wanted him to take me away with the retreating army,

but lie grew suddenly impatient.

‘The Reich is fighting for its life, for its very existence,

M. Grouard. We cannot allow civilians to impede military
traffic’.

merely aforward to new prosperity. The occupation was
military necessity. It was to last only until the English pluto

cracy had been overthrown. But it warned us against sabo
tage. In the interests of the new France there must be law
and order. Sabotatje—that meant death.

The poster is cold. It is run off the rotary press

millions, and the people who put it up may not sympathise

with its message. They may wish to defeat it. Besides, the
Germans were notoriously untruthful. Yet it reassured us,

that poster. Tlie troops seemed well disciplined, and one

two of the shopkeepers were opening again, and nobody
molested them.

in its

or

He gave me a drink, and patted me on tlie shoulder.

‘Do not wony, j\I. Grouard—it will be all right’, he said.

Now I listen tiuee times a day to the the radio.news on

But it is all so vague, you understand. In Russia three years

ago the Germans were more specific.
usual.

The next day I went to the newspaper office as

Jacques, the reporter, was waiting there for me. We did not

know where to begin. A weekly paper in a small town depends

on council meetings, weddings and funerals. The council did
not meet, and there were no weddings that week, and although

I supj:)ose people still died, there were no funerals. But above

all, we depend on advertisements. We repeated the regular
announcements, but we did not expect to be paid for them.

To fill the paper we had to lift articles from previous issues.
Even so, it was no more than a single sheet.

How quickly we humans substitute the lesser for the
greater. A man who has just recovered from typhoid fever

W'orries over a wasp sting. A few days before, I had stood in
fear of my life; that was forgotten, but I was wondering w-hat

was to become of my business. Slowly I had built it up from

my humble beginning as a jobbing printer.
Marie said it was necessarily so under the Boche.

A few weeks later a man called to see me in my office,^—a

German, Herr Gruner. He was w'ell-dressed and polite, and he

spoke my language well, wliich is always helpful.  I can re
capture the picture of him as he sat in the leather chair in

front of my desk, and he asked me about the state of my
business.

I remember that fine day in June, 1940, when the German
tanks clattered through the cobbled stones of the main street.
All the shopkeepers liad shut tlieir doors, and fastened their
shutters.

My wife and I were in tlie front room at home with our

neighbours, the Denfin’s. Wc had all hidden our jewellery
and valuables under the floorboards. Wc w-cre afraid to

too near the windows, for we did not know wiiat to expect.
Mme. Denfin w’as nervous. She was w'ell into her thirties,

but a fine w-oman, for all that. She knew the uses and abuses

of cosmetics. But that day she wore old, unfashionable
clothes, as if to make herself as drab as possible.

‘You know’ what soldiers are like’, she said, as though by
of apology.

Marie w’as sympathetic. She remembered the Boche in the

or the day after,

Germans began posting procla-
niations in the street outside, and at last I w’ent out to read

■Iiat they said. I do not remember the W’ords, but the posters
said that w’e were to go about our business as usual. That w'as
■vvhat the luehrer wanted. He had always been friendly to
wards the hrench people. We ow’ed this occupation to the
Tiolicy encirclement followed by our go^'ernmcnt. Now, the
j^rench people were free, (hider the Germans, they might look

\say

last war.
We did not stir from the house that dav

but nothing happened. The G

w

I said, ‘Everything is difficult, very difficult’*.
He seemed almost sympathetic.
M was afraid so. It is the fruit of war, this difficulty. The

9



THE C01LAB0EATI01TI8T

Fuehrer did not want it to ̂ come—you know that. Your
Government was obstinate, so obstinate. But the Fuehrer is

hot a vengeful man, M. Grouard. No, not vengeful, at all.

He wants to help France, and the little people of France—like
you. That is why I am here—to help you. I am not here for
nothing; we Germans are a purposeful race’.
I did not say anything, and he went on: T was a newspaper

man once, and I know your problems .Advertisement revenue,
IS it not? That is what enables paper worth a franc to be
sold for fifty centimes. And of course, things are unsettled,
very unsettled. Supplies are bound to be disorganised for a
while, and the tradesmen cannot afford to advertise’.
‘Just so’, I said.

‘Well, trade will revive, Monsieur—though as long as
England stands in our way some of your factories will have to
be turned over to war material. Until the new order is firmly

established, some shortage is inevitable, quite inevitable.
Prosperity will come only through the co-operation of your
people. You seei M, Grouard, nothing in the w'orld is incle-
dependent of any other thing. On the surface perhaps, yes.
But there is alwaj’^s reaction. In your case, now; the greater
the sense of trust between our two peoples, the sooner a stable
society is built, and trade revives. What happens? Your
newspaper flourishes once more. The connection is obvious.

You have worked hard, M. Grouard, have you not? You have
succeeded because you are adaptable. I admire adaptable
men’.

There was something in the man I did not like. ‘I admire

adaptable men’. It seemed that he emphasised the first two
words. The object of Iris admiration—eh bien, he
where in the

papers in my file.

After a while he said: ‘We are prepared to buy advertising
space in your paper. Let me see, you have, what, 48 columns
in a normal issue. We will buy 12 columns a week at what
consider a fair rate’.

I am not a good business man, but I thought there must be
some snag. He seemed to know what was passing in my mind.

was some-

room, too. He was turning over the old news-

we

PBTKE HAEEIS

‘Yes, M. Grouard, we ask something else. When a customer
buys a , pair of shoes, he pays for them—but he expects
courtesy, even though he does not pay for that. Local news
is not prolific just now is it? I shall see that y'^ou are supphed
with twelve columns of matter by'^ our foreign news agency.
But of cotirse we shall expect you to use a high proportion of
what we seird you. Don’t worry—wc do not ask you to fill
your journal with heavy, dull stuff. These days people want
to be cheered, do they not? I think you are a shi*ewd man
M. Grouard, and I do not disguise the fact that there will be
some political colouring. But advertisers often insist on it,
do they not? But in this case the end is a healthy one—^
reconciliation between the French and German peoples’.
I wanted time to think, so I changed the subject.

‘My stock of paper is not large, Herr Gruner’.
‘Probably not. But we Germans are the finest foresters in

the world, and there is no shortage of pulping wood. We do
not mind supplying paper—as long as we know it will be
well used.’

He left me soon afterwards, and agreed to return in a week,
when he had examined the question of rates.
I did not know what to do, and I consulted Marie. She is

so discerning, Marie, and I like her advice on big matters.
‘You must accept liis offer, Andre’, she said. ‘We can expect

no help from the English, and we must concede things—yes,
even to the Boche. Otherwise you will be forced out of busi

ness, and perhaps sent to a concentration camp...  . There is
evidence enough in your files for that’.
‘But is it not—treacherous’?

Marie shrugged. ‘Marshal Petain is an honourable soldier.
He is no traitor’.

Of course^, it was true, what Marie said. You must under
stand my attitude. I am no nationalist. I want nothing as
much as peace. Men are all the same, really. In the.last war
I was three years in the trenches, and I know that they are
all the same. Lice do not discriminate between Latin and

Teuton, and all men stink when they hang dead for days on

the barbed wire, where no burial party can reach them. The

10 11



PETER HARRIS

After a year I was selling a few hundred copies instead of
three thousand.

It was then that Herr Gruner told me that my paper ■would
receive no more assistance.

‘I cannot finance inefficiency, M. Grouard’, he said.
I returned to printing. Here again I had to depend on the

Germans, from whom I had orders for posters and procla
mations. The Fuehrer had made a speech, and France must
know. The Gauleiter had prohibited tliis, that, the other
tiling, and France must know. French workers were called
for to go to Germany, and France must know. Sometimes I
had to print the announcement that one of my compatriots
had been executed for sabotage. But, worst of all, it fell to
me to post these notices. I dreaded the task, and would leave
my bed as soon as dawn broke, before many people were in
the streets, that they might not see me. But they did see me,
and despised me the more for my subterfuge. The local
tradespeople had nothing to sell, and even had it been other
wise they would not have given me their orders. Every day
new courses were added to the invisible wall which divided

THE COLLABORATIONIST

maggots are the same maggots, and after an advance and a
retreat both French and Germans have queued outside the
same brothels, and pawed the same women. Perhaps you
say that is superficial. Oh yes, in peacetime, when there is
time for idealogical differences. But in the trenches the
physical is the all.

So I listened to Herr Gruner's offer, and if the rates he
stipulated were ungenerous, the)'’ offered a living of sorts.

At first it was not so bad. People were without hope, and if
I chose to fill my paper with German propaganda, it was no
more than small and unimportant addition to the sum of
despair. England would fall. A few of the bolder of the towns
people listened to the English news bulletins in French.
Winston Churchill promised liberation to France. Liberation,
lhat was so drole. And an obscure general, De Gaulle, was
rallying a few outposts of our empire behind him. But we
knew it was all futile. Then weeks followed days, and England
did not fall. Futile? Well, perhaps. . . . A new spirit was in
fusing veins with a new fi re. Food was short, and what there
was of it was expensive; cattle was being driven into Ger
many; Jean, the doctor’s youngest son, was shot for attacking
a German sentry. This w'as the new order. The future might
hold nothing that was good, but the present held everything
that was bad. There was always hope. Hope costs notliing,
and to the hungry it is a form of bread; it may not fi ll bellies,
but it talks of fuller bellies to come. The new spirit was all-
pervading. There must be ho compromise. Peoi^le spoke of
impeding their German masters, that by doing so liberation
might be brought nearer. There must be
that was it. no compromise

us.
I had always spent my days with men round me. Every

morning would bring its quota of callers to my office. They
were not always affable, these callers; perhaps I had abridged
their reports or criticised their politics. But our wars were
fought in gloves. The town was quiet, you sec, and those little
disagreements broke the monotony. But now there were no
callers, except Germans. Often they were arrogant; they
made me feel the inferiority of my position. But they were
men, and I hungered for men’s company. Sometimes I
invited to dine with them. These Germans did not go short
of food.

Marie always refused to accompany me when 1 went out
with the Germans. She would not say why.

One morning early a German officer was attacked in the
street, and killed. I did not know about it until Marie told
me that an arrest had been made. She said that I was sus
pected of having betrayed the killer to the Germans. What

was
Eyes were turned on me and my newspaper, at first with

va^e, uncertain resentment. Later the feeling crystallised,
Friends of twenty years avoided me, but the falling circula
tion of my journal was evidence enough. Each week sales
dropjDed by a few dozen copies.

Occasionally I saw Herr Gruner. He was less affable.
‘You French are a turbulent race’, he said, ‘How

help you’?
can we

1312



THE COLLABOHATIONIST PETER HARRIS

‘Some concessions, perhaps, Andre, but to make friends of
the Boches. . .

It is useless to try to explain that there was no middle
course. I would try to esca])c to some other town, where I
unknown, but I cannot desert Marie.

Now the sun is setting, and the little town is strangely
tranquil. Where are the German soldiers who usually throng
the streets at this hour? Mustering, perhaps, for departure?
I passed M. Dupont again this evening. It seems that he

must for ever be standing in the doorway of his shop. Was it
imagination, or did his lips frame the same words: '’BientoU
bientuf’i

am

evidence was there? None that T know of. but the people
needed no evidence. c

Previously the townspeople had ignored me, but now I saw
them turn their heads in my direction as I walked tlirough
the town, and I heard them muttering among themselves.
There was nothing I could do. I had made my'’ choice; one
may not queue for bread and potatoes. Toujo\irs, e’est Vun
ou Vautre.

Once I heard the name of the arrested man mentioned as
I passed group of men standing in front of the caf6.
Suddenly I was impelled to go across to them. I heard myself
speak the first words to my fellow townsmen in two years.

I didn t betray him’, I cried. ‘I didn’t, I tell you. What
evidence have you? What evidence . . .’?

They did not say anything, but put their hands in their
poc ets and turned their backs on me. Qui s'excuse s^accuse.

near a

Four
V  jears and what years. The period seems to have

passes quickly for the happy man, for
ooks at the clock. When he does so the hands have

■p». + ^ ^rid he is bounding toward the grave as a
the river. But I -would have it so, because a clock

f  time, and unless time is significant, it is
tutile to note its passage.

They been bad years, and sometimes I think of the
enches. They were bad years, too, but even in the day.s

It rained, and the earth stank, one felt tliat there was
some purpose, some end. Familiar places and people might

ar away, ut they were always there, and their existence
^ ood in the mind. They were immovable and permanent,
Ike rocks, and one day you miglit be back. You clung,
hmpet-hke, to the idea. It was a reality; shells, lice, rats—
tliey were mere illusions of a nightmare from which you
would one day awak^. War is a nightmare, you know,

ut now, there is nothing left to cling to, no wall at my
back. Marie tries to be comforting, but she says  I should not
have been so intimate with the Germans.

14 15



VIOLET QUIRK

^esire but she was a miserable little thing, discontented,
^d-tempered, given to whining. Naturally.

Wlien she was sixteen her father died and she was put in
- care of a refined widow who was frightened of her. No

one resisted Susan. Even a rebellious puppy or kitten was

niastered or removed. She got everything she wanted
«oon as she wanted it. When she was eighteen she wanted ....

English earl and she got one. At last she was content. The

American newspapers left her in no doubt as to who her father

had been, and by New York society standards her mother

had been a nobody. But now she was an English countess.
Her husband was an earl. She liked the word earl more than

the word duke. It occurred more often in old ballads and in
historical romances. He had a castle just like the ones she

had read about in English novels. She met the people she

had seen before only in plays. It was perfect. >

But in a year or so a familiar feeling stole over her. She

had had it so.often before when she grew tired of  a new gift
ui’ a new dress. It was boredom. Her life had been one long
boredom, broken only by flashes of delight when she

-something she wanted. It says much for her marriage to the

earl that it delighted her for so long,
tired of it she wanted to be rid of it at

the

as

an

got

Wlien she was once

BLACK-EYED SUSAN
BY VIOLET QUIRK

Susan’s father began in a New York slum and ended in

Mayfair. His sudden wealth, acquired during the prohibition

period, sent him reeling at first and never afterwards did he
regain complete balance though he always kept on his feet.
When he set out to marry he looked for a girl who would

fulfil all his ideas of a lady and he found Helen Randall, the

daughter of a landscape painter with a small private income.
She looked delicate which was what he wanted, his mother

having been broad-hipped, great-bosomed and with  a cracked
voice which could out-shout every other woman in the street.

She was a prodigious fighter and always won. She had been

known to sink back, half-conscious, with a handful of her

opponent’s hair in each fist. He himself had been thumped
through boyhood, his mother rarely giving an order without^

accompanying blow or push, not painful or malicious but

habitual. She indeed loved her son savagely, thereby supple

menting the self-confidence he had inherited from her in

good measure.
So naturally he wanted a lady when he could afford one,

and to him a lady was languid, frail, delicate of accent, and

incapable of manual labour. Her father had never wielded

anything heavier than a paintbrush. He admired that,
thinking of his father’s pick. So he married Helen and she died

a year later in childbirth, leaving a daughter who became just
like herself in physique, only much smaller. She was indeed

and fair almost to excess so that she looked like  a little

ngel. And like an angel she was treated, though she was a

r rror, nurses said. What else could she have been? Ever}'^

him was gratified. She was pampered, body and soul. Like
^ rincess, her father tliouglit proudly, knowing nothing of

jjgcipline to which most 2>i’incesses are subjected. She

thousands of toys, hundreds of dresses, never went out
cold or wet. She fulfilled Iisr father’s heart’s

an

a P
the
h&d

jt was

,
but'the earl wasn’t agreeable. It is true he had been attracted
by Susan’s money, but he had also been attracted by Susan

herself. Greatly. She was such a beautiful little doll, so unlike
his six-foot sisters who could hunt and golf like men. Besides
she was his wife, and for centuries the men of his family had

always stuck to their wives, no matter what might happen
on the side. He wanted to keej^ his Susan. She was offended

not being used to disobedience from others, but her tantrums
as he called them, didn’t trouble him much. They-even pleased
him ill a way. As though this dainty little creature cpuld

make him do what he was determined not to do! She -wanted
a divorce. A divorce! In his family! He laughed and Waited
for her to get over it. He didn’t notice the purpose which was
tightening her delicate, i^ink lips. When she found that
indignation, argument, anger had no effect on him, she

1716



VIOLET QTJIEKBLACK-EYED SUSAN

She fell in love with Jasper Canning when she saw him on the

stage and that moment his fate was sealed. He was married,

but she made it worth his wife’s while to let him go. Her desire

for him increased painfully, for she had never before had to

wait so long to get what she wanted, divorces in England

being so slow to get. He was a rising star and he loved it.
Fame meant more to him than money. He earned money

enough for his own needs and being a true artist was not

greedy for any more. This added to his desirability in Susan’s

eyes, for both the earl and Stephan were compelled to marry

for money.

Her marriage to Jasper, when at last it was possible, was
romantic than either of the others, for wasn’t it pure

love on Jasper’s side when for her sake he relinquished his
wife, a former actress who had comradely suited him, and
when he cared so little for her money that he chose to go on

acting though she had offered to pay him his salary ten times
over? Oh, she was happy with Jasper. Sometimes she would
sit in a box and w’atch him act and the love scenes fired her

for his homecoming. They didn’t affect her possessiveness

being merely part of his job. But by and by other women did.

Jasper aroused the love of women in the way all successful
actors do and unlike the carl he was not intolerant of it, unlike

Stephan he was not afraid to encourage it. His former wife
had understood but not Susan. Rivalry was a thing she had

experienced and she didn’t like it. She told Jasper it
would have to stop and he took no notice. She threatened
to divorce him and he told her to go ahead. Not that he

meant that, she was sure, when he afterwards made love to
was not intimidated. He

more

never

her at her request. But he certainl)

simply removed herself. Wherever he was she was not, and in
a few months the earl discovered that he hadn’t a wife at all

and never would have in the shape of Susan. Her cruelty

gradually destroyed his love for her and amazed him to such
an extent that he remained amazed ever after. Also, he

wanted children and he would never get them from Susan.
Not now'. He consented to a divorce.

She already had someone else in her mind. It w'as beauty
she wanted tliis time. She had had her fill of rank. Stephan

was a Hungarian of ancient lineage and no money. His face,

unmarred by mental effort, was formed by generations of

happy living into perfectly harmonious features. His body

W'as agile from much horseriding and muscle-trained by sports

His temperament w'as accommodating, his family having

lived like gentlemen on debts for three generations.

Susan wanted Stephan. In the case of the earl it had been

his earlship she had wanted. She indeed greatly desired

Stei^han and his perfect, masculine beauty. Stephan was

very willing. Why shouldn’t he^be with all heV money con
sidered? And she was such a little ornament as well. Stephan

liked women. He had never been unloved since the age of
seventeeh. So it was very easy for him to respond to Susan’s

passion. They married. She enjoyed the way other women

coveted him. He never dared look their wav, not often
anyway. Susan didn’t like to share and she soon let him

know it. And after all what had he to grumble about? She

gave him heaps of pocket money and was as pretty as a

picture. His relatives in Hungary reminded him ceaselessly
that he had dropped into a good thing, that he was made
for life.

did not ward other women off. He came home w'hen he liked.

He accepted invitations to himself alone w'ithout asking her

first. And why wasn’t she invited? Jasper said once that

instead of mingling with the company she enthroned herself

and w'aited to be approached on bended kne^,like a queen

But they didn’t know Susan. The familiar feeling crept

on her agaip. Stephan hadn’t the power or prestige of the
earl. He was weak really and too eagerly obedient. No wonder

she grew tired of him, considering who she was. She told him

she wanted a divorce. He was dismayed but showed no fight.

And she was free again. Again she had the delightful
feeling she had had in her childhood when she had asked for

a new toy and it hadn’t arrived yet but w^ould any minute.

but that was only his fun.

Then the war started, Susan did not believe that anything
which could interfere so drastically with her way of living
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BLACK-EYED SUSAN

VIOLET QUIRK

without further trouble. He went

^ IS own room and locked the door. She went back to bed
but couldn t sleep. She lay awake thinking-thinking .  . .

la ami lar feeling, that annihilating boredom, had not

come to her yet with regard to Jasper. How could she be

bored with him when he was always exciting, amazing and
enraging her. She had never been treated like this before.

Servants vould stand anj-thing from her because, like her

fathei, she paid them double wages to make slaves of them.

Her two former husbands had lived to please her and when

she wanted to be rid of them she had had to make them glad
to go. Was that what Jasper was trying to do to her? He’d

better think again. He had struck lier. She got out of bed to
look at that precious face which had been struck. She smiled

slowly at what she saw. Was it a blood memory from the past
which caused her to feel no humiliation, no bitterness, wliich,
indeed, gave her a feeling-of havipg come home after long
wandering? Her father’s mother had alwaj's fallen into

satisfied sleep after a Saturday night light with her husband,

loving him all the more next morning for having been such
a man.

Jasper was her perpetual saviour from that awful boredom.

She never knew what he would do next. He had given her
.something she had never had before.

Susan had a black eye.

could possibly last long, but Jasper lived as though every

minute were a farewell. More and more he yearned for the

companionship of his theatrical friends. One night when he

wasn’t home at twelve she went to bed, knowing he must

have gone out to a supper party or perhaps a supper for two.

She couldn’t sleep. She had so much to say to him and it kept
whirling round and round in her brain. Excitement and

anger made her quiver with pain. Two, three, four. It

four in the morning and he hadn’t come home yet. Surely it

wasn’t unreasonable to be annoyed. At twenty past four he

walked in boldly, no guilty creeping to his door hoping he
would not disturb her. She leaped out of bed and rushed out
to him.

‘Why didn’t you telephone me you’d be late’? she de
manded.

was

‘When I do you make such a fuss’, he said casually.
‘W’^hy didn’t you ask me to come too’?
‘You weren’t invited’.

She hadn’t been invited, but he had,
who had

working actor,

once lived on two pounds a week. She got herself
ready for furious protest and an expression of distaste crossed

his face. It had been such a fine party. Kathleen and Mary
had been there amongst others. They were women of the

theatre, middleaged, gifted, witty, tolerant, sad under their

gaiety, knowing as they all knew that life w'ould never be the

same again. And now this homecoming! Another scene!

I^hy do you go out with people who don’t invite me’?
‘You went out without Stephan—when you were tired of

him’.

■ He implied he was tired of her just to hurt her; he didn’t

mean it of course, she was sure. He could sting like
when he liked. But she wasn’t going to take insults from

anybody. She slapjied his face. And instantly he put out his

hand to thrust her away. That is what he thought lie did.
But there had been champagne and its exhilaration was mixed

with the fatigue of early morning. He was both elated and

exhausted. He had struck rather than pushed and he had
used his fist not his hand. His intention had been to put her out

a woman
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ARTHUR F. HEANE

trade and sometimes to arrest, the detrimental effect of in

ternational crises (strange to reflect that even such tremen

dous events should have power to disturb the sale of filthy

photographs and the receipts at side shows and brothels).

He would never accept money from me, though several times
he admitted he was broke to the wide. But once or twice

he had soupe miic ckouic and hoeuf miroion at my expense,

and then a blot of colour would stain his high pale cheekbones

and his dead eyes would lighten and he might speak of his
ambition to live near Rouen for which, for some reason, he

had a great affection. And once, swiftly and passionately, he

told me of a chance that had just occurred for him to work

*  there, he was off to Rouen next day to see about it. But when

I was in Paris again a few weeks later he was still on the edge

of the pavement, and we said notliing of it.

His nationality puzzled me. He spoke with a slight foreign

accent as a rule, but when he was loosened by food or drink

he used English idioms that usually evade even the most

competent linguists. I have just mentioned one, ‘broke to the

wide’, any foreigner might use it, but in the delivery, the

tripping of the tongue, there is a sometliing to detect. And
he said it like I did.

He was, too, one of those men who, amazingly in an un

speakable calling, communicate a certain reticence,, wear a
veil as it were about their intimate existences. So that I knew

him veiy little really, though I knew he had been in England

and had had a position there, and then returned to France.
He was a man of education, had read Shakespeare and Tol

stoy, Baudelaire, William Blake, Montaigne; once, when he

had been given a mille by a wealthy young Englishman for
some services that lasted a couple of days, he quoted Horace.

‘Horace’? I said. ‘Yes’ he said quickly as if discovered, ‘you

learn things like that out of the end of a dictionary. In

my job you never know what may be useful—professors,
schoolmasters and—and so on’.

Sometimes he had fainting fits, then I put him into a taxi
cab and sent him home. At that time I never knew where he

lived except that it was near the Place de la Republique,

can

NO SERVANT
by ARTHUR F. HEANE

IF I was able to go back to Paris now I wonder if  I should

see him. 1 should know just where to look,—at the bottom

0 the Rue Royale where people stop at the edge of the pave

ment and wait till the skimming, swooping taxicabs have
passed. In daylight, of course; I never saw him there at night,
le may have thought darkness added a touch too sinister

even fm him. But in the crisp whiteness of the Place de la

oncorde his thin, shabby, insinuating body would slither

acioss the pavement, his j^ale lips would say noiseless things,

^  fumble inside his buttoned jacket, and at a

re u le would turn with sly, lubricious humility to some
o ler passei-by, his quiet lips would move and his fingers

fumble apm. Would you 'believe me if I said that in spite of
baint huke he once made me feel more of a louse than I have
ever felt m my life?

He always interested
I used to stop and talk with him

sometimes, sometimes we’d walk round to the Rue Mont

Ihabor and drink amer jncon at a broken-down bistro he

used. Not that I had, at that time anyway, much interest

either in lus dirty postcards or the erotic displays he re
presented on a 50-50 basis. As a customer, in fact, I was dud.
But he interested me from the very moment when he with

drew his hand from his buttoned jacket and said ‘No, I don’t

think you 11 need me somehow’. And he had looked parti
cularly lean and luingry that day, his light brown eyes were
sunken, lus lips twitched now and then, he wa.s unshaven,

with at least tliree days' growth, so that liis yellowish beard

sprouted, softening the point of his long, triangular chin.
Those times he looked fifty.
He used to tell mc>, of his bad times over the mner jjicon;

of the winter when the tourists had gone home like the

swallows, as .he whimsically said, the sudden illogical appear
ances of the police that led to confiscation of his stock in
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One was from St. Luke, the

un It was of a V out of the pages. I picked it
»  , y^oung, fair-haired, lean-faced man in Holy

.  Orders, fearless-eyed, confident and aware. ^

urne ooked at him as he lay there with his dull
eyes open, a i tie colour back in his cheeks, his pale lips
rem mg. e half raised himself and began to speak, and
then, seeing what ■ ’ = r

NO SERVANT

(‘Not very cheap, but I can be near my business’ he once told
me almost impressively). But all the taxi drivers knew where
he lived, he had some sort of arrangement with them about
fares. I don’t think those fainting fits have finished him.

I imagine him still, in spite of all chaos, on the pavement’s
edge in the Rue Royale, for he seemed, he seemed—if I may
use an imjsossible phrase—rather immortal.
At last, once, I went home with him. It was over one of

those fainting fits, too, a worse one than usual;  I was really
concerned. As a rule he was coming round by the time he was
in the taxicab but this time he lay back on the seat in a
shabby shrivelled heap. The taximan peered into the vacant

helpless face and shook Iiis head violently. I got in beside him. ●
We stopped outside a ghastly narrow street near the Place,

full of scabrous, reeling houses with balconies, ragged washing, ■
people in bed, hot foetid interiors, four or five floors of them,

and then attics with sloping ceilings and unopenable sky
lights. It was one of these, the taxi-man said, and we went

to find out exactly from a fat, horrible woman sitting with a
young man in a gutter. The smells of cabbage, garlic, smoke,
sodden washing and an open urinal were sickening. As I paid
the driver a naked girl came to a window and beckoned to me.
He still sagged in my arms as I pushed and carried him up

the five flights of stairs to his attic. I put him on the bed and

gave him brandy and while he spluttered and opened his
eyes I looked round.

There was hardly any furniture, an iron bed with dirty
bedclothes, a ragged strip of carpet, a bucket, a plain wooden
box with a broken piece of looking glass. The window wouldn’t
open, the air was inconceivably foul,

fn a corner behind the bed I saw the only book in the room.

I felt a sudden unreasonable disappointment, for  I had

thought somehow he would have some books, a picture or
two, sometliing to take him away from it in the hopeless
hours when his thoughts came trooping. But except the
book there was nothmg.

1 lucked it up. It Avas a dirty, greasy old English Bible, the
binding half off, the page.s loose. One or two pages fluttered

one

-  in my hand, he stopped,
n  en, od forgive me, I opened the door, Avalked down

the staircase into the obscene and stinking street and left
him alone.
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I’OEMS BY HELEN LOVAT FEASBK

OXFORD

SHADOW and sun and sky
Drift over tower and dome:

People like ghosts in the streets

Blown and unreal pass by. ^

POEMS BY
HELEN LOVAT FRASER

SEA SONG

FOLD in your curious soul the sound

Of echoing cold spume flung on shore

By tinselled seas where monsters lie,

Tinselled seas under a sky

Where low and strange the sea moon hangs:

Monstrous seas and nionstrous sky

Only seen by your inward eye!

Deep in the valley alone ^
Closed in itself and old

My river-ringed city lies
Quiet in its mists and its stone.

CRETE

HE fought by the ruins of the sea-king’s palace:
Hot was the sun and loud the sound of war,

And over the ruins of the sea-king’s palace

Scattered the ghosts of a long-ago war!

Fire and the sound of a war that is passed

Sky-tall flames and the shatter of stone.
Is it the sea-king’s son that is fighting,

Or an English soldier far from his home?

OLD STONE AGE

ONCE old, shy creatures shambled down this hill,

Shuffling the dead leaf underneath the shade

Of the forgotten forests: now,
Leaf and bone forgotten, both are gone.

Long-armed, sliag-eyed. roaming the forests' gloom
With wet and apisli mouths these submen came!

Till forced aground by fear and time they /led

To caves of safety lapped in stone and death.

Low falls the shudder on the beach.

Hollow the sea-shells’ bugle-shapes,
But in the seas the monsters reel

And no seabirds through the moonlight wheel.

THE SALT MARSH

you see nothing by that stunted tree

But a track winding through to the wet salt marsh?
You hear no sound at all but the sudden sound

Of wind and seabird harsh,

Nothing more—seen

A^o, nothing more.

Then who is the man that is ceaselessly

Pacing the rough harbour with the old shrunk stones?

Who is that restless man, ah, who is he?

Nothing is there but stunted tree and grass!

How the wind rises! how it shakes that branch!

The thin and twisted branch of the wind-bowed tree—

Ah, stop that man who paces up and down!

His footsteps drag the very heart from
Ji is the wind you hear across the marsh.

heard, this fading dusk?or

me.
f
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WINSTON CLEWES

a pan. We were like to have fried, up there
A drop of sweat fell from my

on the bare rocks

4. 4-u I, ^4. ./"T ^''^tch-face I
put up my other hand to smear it clean, and at thah

the whistle blew, a little lost sound like a seamew’s^^^li^

Coming just then after waiting for it like I had. it ca *^^11

me off guard, with a kind of shock. So I was a fraction's^

second behind the others in getting started. As I stumbl
after them down the steep sliding scree of loose muck I could
hear the Captain calling out: ‘Keep in line, comrades don’t
break the line’, and the sergeants repeating it further slonff
I could hear it with one part of my mind, that is, away outside

myself; but right in my ear my own voice was saving vou

damned fool, you damned fool, you damned dunderheaded
fool.

a

NO COMING BACK
BY WINSTON CLEWES

tKe frontier at twelve noon, Yesterday.

At. five minutes to twelve I was lying on my belly at

the edge of the rocks, looking down the mountain.  I was on

one side of the frontier, and the muzzle of my tommy-gun,
just the tip, was on the other. I’d waited for this moment for

a long time. Now here it was, coming up fast, up the face of
my watch, hot-footed. When the big hand touched twelve—

I was coming back! I could have shouted it at the top of mv
voice: I'm coming back!—stood up and shouted it down the
mountain-side like thunder.

I was keyed up. Waiting for zero-hour does that to you,
keys you up so that when
me like

WE CROSSED

zero comes all you’re thinking is let

soldier fall

I was flaming mad. Not with the enemy I was supposed

to be charging. ‘Keep in line, boys’, the Captain kept
saying. ‘Steady. There’s no hurry. Take it easy’. That
how the charge was—notliiiig to get excited about* I

that I’d missed the great moment that I’d been waiting and
working for, that bright flash of time in which I could sav to

myself NOW, now I am coming back at last. The mornent
had come, and I’d been elsewhere. I’d missed it I’d looked

forward to it so, and now it might never have happened So

I cursed like a kid that knows the words but not the passion

in them. I never gave a thought to the enemy although

were getting near the line of the woods. If the enemy was in

those woods, pretty soon now he’d loose off with eveiwthing
he’d got, and our line would waver, and re-form and there’d
be a rising yell, and we’d crash down into the woods feet first

(those still on their feet), and trample his daylights into the
ground.

But tlicre wasn’t a sound, except our feet on the shale, a

muffled grunt now and again as a man traversed a few yards

on his backside, and the Captain’s voice saying quietly: ‘Take ‘

it easy, comiades. Keep in line. Watch your next in line
through the wood . And then we were under the shadow of
the trees.

on

was

was mad

v

we

. It makes a nice cool dignified kind of

was with the partisans last vear. They didn’t bother

with such refinements. They fought the cheapest wav, the

quiet way, with a knife from behind when they coukl. I
didn t cotton on to it very well: I was there for fun then, just

passing through, so to speak; and killing—just killing—

didn t seem so hot. Lct-me-Hke-a-soIdier-fall was my idea of

war, and my morale suffered if I didn’t live up to it. That’s

w y jomec the Legion. I sec now I’d got the wrong angle.
Guerrillas don’t have
don’t need it.

Well, there I laj., yesterday, waiting for zero, waiting for

we ve o c oc . All along that frontier line, regularly spaced

out on each side of me, was the rest of No. 2 Company, and
beyond them: soldiers, not partisans; and the tautness

of the nerves of every one of them ran up and down the line
till you could have sworn the unseen frontier was  a live high-
tension cable. \^c looked down the mountain to where the

trees started, and Ijelow them, the vineyards, terrace by

terrace. Nothing stirred in all that wide view. Nothing. Not

a bird sang. The.suii poured heat on us like boiling oil out of

any morale. If you hate enough you

It struck cool under there, almost stopped your breath
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NO OJIING BACK WINSTON CLEWES

her mouth’s been in the songs I’ve sung, the moon’s got its
light from her, the wind’s had her voice to speak with.

Maybe love’s not like that. Maybe that’s just craziness.
Maybe I’ve been crazy for year, and that’s why I didn’t

like a dip in cold water. It was that plunge from broiling light
to moist half-darkness that took me back. I was alert, I'd got

my gun at the ready, I wouldn’t have given anyone  a half

chance to try any stand-and-deliver stuff, but—maybe I’d

got a touch of the sun up there on the ridge. It was like being
in two places at once. I was there in the wood, but another

part of me, just as real, was back in last year, back on the

plain, back at the door of the shed they called the Inn of tlie
two Angels, back—

Just like when I saw her for the first time. The same moist

half-darkness, after the same broiling light, that made the

inside of the Inn seem as big as a cathedral. Inn, they called

it. More like a big barn, it was. The casks went up to the roof

in tiers, and back into the darkness, you couldn’t see how
far. What you breathed seemed to be half old wdne-soaked

air and half cpbwebs. Only the local peasantry used the

place, and few of them. I could never make out why it was

there at all. There were no travellers on that road, the road

led nowhere but to the foot of the mountains, and then

stopped.-1 d come that way because I was going over the
mountains. I was sick of the partisans, as I said. I believed in

their cause, but I didn't like their atmosphere. So I was going
to join the army they said was forming over the mountains,
and come back in proper style to finish the job off with a

band playing, as it were. I came along the road in the brazen

heat with martial music already in my ears, and turned off at

the Inn to get a cup of wine and roll a cigarette.
I  she was standing inside and I saw her for the first time.

S>he was standing inside leaning against the trestle counter.
»ne might have been waiting for me. She had a white flower

m her hair. Her eyes were like lamps shining,

ve le^d it said that if you’re in love you can remember

'  ̂ *^ean, the girl you
love. Well, maybe I haven’t been in love. I don’t know. I

s aye over at the Iiin for two days, and I can only say that

trom the hour I left, waking or sleeping, by night or by day,

m company or alone, her face has never gone from me. Not

like a picture hanging on the wall. Just that the shape of

mind leaving her, because I was crazy. It didn’t seem to
matter. We’d found each other: we -iOere, we existed in for and
by each other—what did a year matter? I should come back:

So maybe it wasn’t a touch of the sun, maybe I was just

crazy, coming tlu-ough that wood yesterday. Walking
fully, trigger-finger ready, keeping touch with the next i__

line—and all the time, half of me not there at all, and the
other half ready to jump for joy like a crazy fool. If I’d

face to face with one of the enemy I should probably have
thrown my arms around him and kissed him. Because I

coming back, at last, to my girl, like I said I would.

And the 'Captain’s voice said quietly: ‘Steady, boys. Take

it easy. Check your line. We’re coming into the open’. The
sunlight opened up in front of us, and as we left the shadow
of the trees, the heat struck us like a hammer. The vineyards
fell away in front, terrace by terrace, down to the plain. There
wasn’t a sound but the scuffle of our feet. No

care-

111

come

was

enemy.

●

We reached the level ground, the wliistles peeped in the
stillness, we halted, and looked at each other. ‘Take it easy,
friends’, the Captain said. ‘At ease’. We flopped and waited,
while a sort of council of war developed. Officers ran up and

down the line. They conferred and broke up. The Captain
cainc back.

‘Boys, he said, ‘the enemy have apparently fallen back
to other positions. They may intend to hold San Raffaele.

That’s ten miles on. Or they may hope to fall on us from

ambush. Tliis company will provide scouts to go forward. I
calling for volunteers’.

There was a general movement, but I was in front.

‘Sir’, I said. ‘Sir, I know this country. I was through here

last year. If I may suggest, sir—’
‘Go on’, he said, ●

am

‘Let me go forward alone, sir’.

He looked at me. ‘Alone? Why’.

\
\
I

3130
r.'-‘

r



WINSTON CLEWES

(ioorway and called again, ‘Hallo there. Anyone home’? At

any rate her father must be about somewhere, I thought.
The sound of my voice flew up into the roof and ran about
among the tiered casks and came back to me.

I didn’t know what to do. This was something I had never

thought of. I half turned to come out wdien something
dropped heavily on my shoulders from above, throwing
sideways on to the ground. My head came up against a
barrel and I went out like a light.
When I came to I was outside by the wall, neatly laid out

on a stretcher. Someone asked how I felt. ‘O.K. O.K,’, I
said. ‘What happened’? I couldn’t remember a thing.
‘Some old geezer took you for the enemy’, the man said.

‘Tried to stick you. Lay doggo up among the barrels and
dropped on you’.
Then I remembered. I sat up. ‘Where is he’? I said.

‘Don’t %vorry’, the man said. ‘He’s dead. It was his last
kick, I guess. Must have died as he dropped. He was lying
on top of you when we found him. We thought you were'
both stiffs’.

me

NO COUING BACK

I told him. There was only the one road, and the country

on each side as flat as your hand, no cover anywhere. Any
ambush must be on the road. If I went forward down the road,
followed after a short while by a screen of men flung out to
each side, followed in turn by the main body, I was bound to

spring any trap, and
‘You are prepared to do this ? he said. 1 said I was. He

shook me by the hand. I think he was moved that I should
■ make the offer, a foreigner. ‘You are a brave man’, he said
theatrically. ‘Yon deserve well of my country’. I let him
run on. I wasn’t playing hero. I knew the road, and I knew
damned well there was no place for an ambush within miles
And anyway in my own mind I didn’t believe the enemv

were in that section at all; I wouldn’t have bet money that
they ever had been. There was nothing there for them, unless
they intended going into the wine business.

I wasn’t acting tiic hero. I just wanted to arrive at
the Inn alone, I wanted to liave her alone for
before the army took over. 1 wanted to
not as Private No. 999. I

no right Ip be sentimental.

I went off down the road; They’d been working in the

^  as we walked along.
We d walked arm

No

a few minutes,

o come back as myself,
\vas sentimental. Soldiers have

in arm. smiling at each other, and the out

line of the mountain against the sky had had a rosy nimbus
from the wine we’d drunk each other’s hcaltli in. We were

happy. It wasn’t like a parting. It wouldn’t be long. I
coming back.

Now as I walked the sun was going down. The fields were
empty. 1 he dust of the road w'as as soft as white velvet, and
as soundless. I felt a little cold.

And there it was. The Inn. Just the same, no change, hudd
ling by the roadside as though it had been dropped there. It
tlirew a long untidy shadow across the road. As I stepped
into the shallow I broke into a run, forgetting I was a soldier.
I forgot the presence of the enemy, forgot the war. I ran up
to the door and called her name. The door stood open as it
always did. It was quiet inside, and dark..! stood inside the

was

My throat closed up. I couldn’t ask it for a long time.
Wlien I did: ‘Sure’, he said. ‘There’s a girl. We can’t get
anything out of her. She’s nuts’.
My darling. She sits without speaking, looking down at

the ground. Now and then she trembles. She doesn’t look up,
just trembles, head to foot. If you put out a hand to touch
her, she shrinks, winces
She never looks

aw'ay ?o you just don’t touch her.

up.
I don’t know what they did to her. I thought there was

notliing here for them. I didn’t know that wherever there’s

beauty there’s something for them to trample; wherever
there s innocence, there’s something for them to smirch;
wherever there’s life, there’s sometliing for them to kill.
I know now, I know now about the j^artisans. I know how

they feel. When it’s dark tonight I’m leaving the Legion to
get on without me. I’m off on my own. Js^o more martial music
for me. No panoply of war, no girl I left behind me. And this
time: no coming back.
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CYEIL HUGHES

3
by never referring to that lady’s age (which was actually an
over-ripe sixty). So Mrs. Travers and daughter were always
invited together. Mr. Travers was never invited because of
the certainty that he would not come.
On this occasion, her mother being slightly ill, Helen was

on her own, and feeling as though she had come under false
pretences. And then she met Howard Preston.

It was during the noisy interval that succeeded two silly
party games which Mrs. Venables had insisted on playing.
Howard was talking to a group of breathless girls in various
degrees of painted and glamorous undress, when it became
embarrassingly obvious that his back brace buttons had come
unstuck and his trousers were slipping. He made a furtive
grab at them and calculated the chances of a graceful exit.
One or two of the girls giggled. As often happens on such

occasions, everyone in the room suddenly decided to look in
Ills direction. He felt very unhappy.
And then Helen appeared and took him on one side in the

most friendly manner, as though she’d been meaning to all,
ev^'ening, escorted him unobtrusively to an empty room,
acquired a needle, thread and buttons from somewhere, and

repaired the damage neatly and speedily.
His thanks were as handsome as his appearance. Helen

hadj in fact, been looking with interest for some time at liis
crisp, curly black hair, straight eyebrows and nose, clear,
frank blue eyes, fine teeth, and the weak mouth which seemed,
strangely, to add to his attractiveness. They were together
for the rest of the evening.
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first meeting between Helen Travers and the man who
to be her husband and her murderer was hardly romantic,

THE

was

but very significant.
It was at one of those silly parties which the w'ealthy and

pathetic widow, Mrs. Venables, was in the habit of giving, and
which she invited all the more fashionable young people

few of her older friends
to

, she could tliink of, in addition to a . . , , ,
whom she endeavoured to prove, with painful lack of

success, that her own place lay rather with the younger
guests than with them. The young people almost invariably

partly because the prospect of free food and drink of
hio-h quality, even with Mrs. Venables thrown in, was not

one to be spurned, and partly because the simple virtues of

politeness and charity towards the aged have not entirely
died out, as some people think, in tliis generation.

Helen herself was not regarded by Mrs. Venables as either
fashionable. She was thirty, and had an alarming

to

came.
a

young or
tendency to be efficient in many directions, which made
most women hate her and all men fear her. She deserved

neither of these reactions, for in addition to possessing an

honours degree in English literature, an apprehensive know
ledge of politics, and a flair for making a house both comfort
able and beautiful, she had a genuine love for her fellow’-

creatiires, a pair of dec2?, calm eyes of sombre blue, and a
smile which transformed her face in a second from  a slightly
melancholy pleasantness to vivid beauty. But it wa.s

f

After that it was quite inevitable. Perhaps only Helen
knew just how inevitable it was, and how sublimely happy

the thought made her. There were gossip, and sneers, and even
laughter about the attachment, she well knew. Mr. Travers

gave it his blessing. Long experience had led him to the
elusion that whatever Helen did was right. Mrs. Travers, who
had sense enough to feel

not to inteifere. Helen and Howard found they had  a lot to
give each other.

Five months after the party they were married.

con-

little worried, had wisdom enougha

rumoured that she did book-reviews and articles for, amongst

others, Left-wing magazines. Which was really quite enough
to disqualify her from attending a Venables party. (For
this was before the war, when Left views were young, but not
fashionable).
However, Helen’s mother was one of the few acquaintances

of Mrs. Venables who had achieved the status of friendship
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other reason that she married, him. Perhaps there was in her

head some notion of saving a person less capable than herself

from the consequences of such a marriage. Perhaps there
were other reasons too.

But the plain and simple fact was that she loved Howard.

Nothing she discovered about him could alter that. The more

she knew, the more she loved. It was an experience she had

never really known before—somebody entirely her own,

demanding her whole being, her whole attention, her whole
womanhood. Had she been less perceptive, had she been

blind to his failings, she would have loved him until her love
went sour and turned to hate when revelation came. Had he

been perfect, her love would have been mediocre,  a small and

insufficient thing. But he was not perfect. And his imper

fections challenged her love, developed it, so that it enveloped

and accepted them. She loved them because she loved him.

She loved him utterly—as a lover, as a wife, as a mother.

Howard was, indeed, her own, her only child, to be pro
tected at all costs from the world he could not face, and not

least from the consequences of his own acts. To him the

situation was manifestly ]3leasing. He basked in his wife’s

love, and thrived on it. He was psychologically constituted

to worsliip, a very personal god, and to demand from that

god at least as much as he gave. If the god had at any time

failed him, he would have been quick to complain of being

forsaken. Helen did not fail him. She was fully prepared to

deal with the complications which her sharing of Howard’s
life was bound to entail, and from which a fortunate material
situation and

him. In return he offered her a genuine devotion which

frankly acknowledged her almost maternal omnipotence;

the fascinating but dangerous charm of his personality; and
the weakness which called forth all the resources of her

tender love. And the greatest of these, in Helen’s eyes, was
lus weakness.

The marriage went well at first, of course. They were easily

the brightest couple in the county. Their comet soared and

dazzled in many directions. The unsigned articles and

unfettcred existence had liitherto protectedan
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So began that brief and sad period of joint activity which

was always a variation, in one form or another, on the theme

of Helen preventing Howard’s trousers from falling down.
Not that Helen found it sad or unpleasing in any way.

Sad to the outside observer, yes, but the outside observer was

not in Helen’s shoes, and did not hold the grasp of the
situation that she did. She received no shocks. Nothing that

happened was fundamentally different from what she had

expected. She had quickly learned all there was to be learned
about Howard, and married him with her eyes open.

He was three vears younger than she was by the calendar,

and a lifetime younger in outlook. He edited and owned

weekly newspaper with the largest circulation in the county

(left to liim by his uncle), had a real talent for popular

journalism and a retentive memory for the ̂ 'itty remar^
of others, wliich he would rej^roduce with perfect timing in

the most appropriate situations. This, and a certain easy

adaptability, made him popular with men. This, a tendency

to enjoy life beyond his income, and his undoubted sexual
attraction, made liim adored by women. I e was no nc ,  ut

was beloved of an aunt (widow of the unc e) w lo was con-

veniently old and rich and intended to keep her money wlule
she was alive but made no secret of its destination after her

death.

Helen knew that she

a

would have married Howard had hfe

i\

been a pauper; and she was undeterred by the unkind remarks
which his undeniably attractive financial piospeets

sioned from a number of females who had hoped to marry him

themselves. Her knowledge of Howard made her quite certain
of her course. She knew him as nobody else could liave known

him. Her calm dark eyes saw him, as no other eyes would

have seen him. She had nothing spectacular to go by, nothing
unique or unusual. Howard was always his normal Wlf She
simply penetrated more deeply than others. And she knew that

he was handsome, and charming, and kind and superficially

clever. But she knew, also, that he was dishonest, a liar and
as irresponsible as a child. ’

occa-

because of this knowledge than for
It was even more
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which Helen contributed to Howard’s paper suc-reviews

ceeded in creating for it in intelligent circles  a respect rarely

achieved by provincial journals of comparable unimportance.

The anonymity of the contributions also produced the

impression amongst people who did not know Helen that
Howard was the author, a misunderstanding which both

partners were glad to allow' to continue.
Howard insisted on showing his wife to his numerous

friends like a new toy. As her marriage seemed to have made

Helen about ten years younger, Howard’s friends did not
bore her cuite as much as they would have done had she

been still single, And the kindness and tolerance which made
her suffer fools gladly, added to the skill w'ith which she
contrived to subordinate her talents to Howard’s inferior

ones, made her a brilliant hostess and a flattering guest.

The first practical signs of Howard’s true nature might
have been passed off as pure exuberance, had she not been

cxjjecting them. A series of delightful extravagances—two

new cars, a fantastically large house, too many expensive

parties, a litter of unnecessary presents. Helen scolded gentlv

but with acquiescence. She knew that this was but the
beginning.

And then, quite suddenly, the brief comet reached its

zenith, and began to decline—gently at first, but unmis

takeably. The new toy lost its novelty, and, like  a spoilt
child, Howard began looking m tlie shop window aaain
Not that he let Helen know, by any definitp inrV

that he was off on another course. He wouldn’t for the wo^ld

have done anything so calculated to hurt her. But Helen

Sir f Howard
tliought, foresee his every action

’s every
.

Sh^lT^Tif r subterfuge amused her by theirinadequacy.
She knew that he really thought he was deceiving her, and

knew, too, that he felt no consciousness of doing wrong.

He was trying to save her feelings. To save his she pretended

to be deceived. Pretended even when he made those clumsy
excuses for not taking her to several parties he attended by

saying it was a stag party, or insisting laughingly that she

would be bored by the company. She even Jet him tliink she
believed him when he went away for week-ends ‘on business’

concerned with persuading certain well-known authors to
write articles and stories for his paper—persuasions which

could equally well have been done by post, and which, of

course, never produced any practical results.
Who the woman was (or, more probably, women) Helen

bothered to tr>" to find out. She was certain that, for

the present at least, it was not very serious. Not in itself,
that was. There were, however, incidental circumstances

which might have had serious consequences had she not been
there to deal with them.

Howard was incurably generous where women were
cerned. His new interests demanded an increased expenditure

and impressive presents, and, at the same time, he saw to it
that liis wife was not neglected. The means by which he met

his new commitments were as simple as they were un-

never

con-

scrupulous.
It was fortunate that Helen received early, practical

evidence of her husband’s financial methods. The first

instance was provided by a visit, during Howard’s absence

from the house one day, from a suave representative of a firm

of motor-car salesmen, who presented a cheque for over five,

hundred pounds, signed by Howard, which his account had
been unable to meet. Several communications from the firm

and the bank to Howard had elicited no reply. Helen mur-

mistake and gave the man amured something about
cheque on her own account for the amount required.

She said nothing to Howard about the matter. But she

smilingly suggested one evening that a busy man like her,

husband could do with a personal secretary, and that no
better person could be found for the task than his very

efficient wife. Howard agreed quickly and gratefully. Sub
sequently several incidents of the same kind were dealt with

before they had gone too far.

it would be untrue to say that Ploward’s next lapse did

not give Helen a slight shock. Although she could plot her
husband’s future course with accuracy in its essentials, the38
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temper, under quite unendurable provocation. That was

when, returning unexpectedly early one week-end from a

visit to her parents, and learning that Howard had gone to

spend an hour with liis friend Dr. Talbot, she found one of

her husband’s more objectionable mistresses brazenly un

packing her case in her and Howard’s bedroom. There was an

unpleasant scene, afterwards recalled by Helen with mingled

regret and joy, wliich resulted in the visitor’s leaving in a

huri’y before Howard’s,arrival. Howard she did not, could not
blame. He collected women as a child collects tadpoles, and

with as little concern about their fate when he had tired of

them. He was not conscious of breaking any solemn vows.

The vows he made on his marriage day he had no doubt sin-

ely meant at the time. But that time was not now, and

promises made then were no longer valid.
Helen continued with considerable success to guide Howard

tlu-ough affair after affair without letting him become too

deeply entangled with the numerous people capable of doing
him serious harm. Because it was for him she was doing it,

she was happy. But she could not rid herself of a growing

apprehensive feeling that there might one day come an
obstacle which even her skill would be unable to negotiate.

That burst of deeply passionate and, for him, enduring love,
which had led to his marrying her could conceivably occur

its object. In that case, tact

ccr

again, with somebody else

details of the route were apt to cause even her some surprise.

And when after a visit by How'ard’s aunt she found liim in his

study carefully copying his aunt’s signature from her most

recent letter on to a cheque for a hundred pounds (made out

to liimself) in that lady’s cheque book, she was inclined to

remonstrate. This W'as really too much—though Helen was

not thinking of any moral considerations, but only of the

danger to Hc?w'ard involved in the course he was taking.
Howard was little embarrassed, certainly, but ingen

uously frank. Helen knew that he had done it because he

must have known that she "was paying his debts, and wanted
to save her further expenditure. She pointed out the dangers

but said nothing about the dishonesty. Howard, she was sure,

did not consider it dishonesty. After all, he would argue, his

aunt’s money w'as coming to him anyway, so what was wrong
own in advance when he needed it?

Helen returned the cheque-book and hoped she managed to
convince the owner that it had been left behind by accident

(as Howard alleged it had) and gave Howard the hundred

pounds, euphemistically terming it a loan.
Shortly after this Howard’s aunt did at last die, to her

nephew’s candid delight and, it must be admitted, Helen’s
relief. The fortune which Howard inherited was substantial,

and it seemed certain that monetary difficulties would no

longer expose him to any risks.

But his newly acquired wealth made his female admirers
bolder with their allurements and him more reckless with Iiis

attentions. This comparative abandonment of secrecy

Helen thought, a natural development anyway. Having

created a situation, Howard would inevitably begin to take

it for granted, and to expect everybody else to do so as well.

Helen submitted gracefully to a series of increasingly

frequent visits from women of varying degrees of animally
attractive inanity. The visitors treated her at first with

uneasy caution, which tended after a time to degenerate

into careless contempt. She was often surreptitiously mocked,

occasionally openly insulted. In return she was kind, charm-

sometimes gently caustic. Only once did she lose her

with getting a little of his

was,

ing,

and diplomacy would not be enough.

It did occur again and, strangely enough, Helen herself
was the means of bringing it about. She had travelled down to

London to discuss some proposed articles with the editor of

a literary weekly. There she met an old school friend, Blaine

Fielding, and invited her to stay with them for a week or

two. Elaine duly came, and immediately an electric spark

seemed to pass between her and Howard. Helen observed
and her heart sank.

Yet in a way she was glad. She had felt it must happen,

and she was glad that it was Elaine rather than one of the
atrocious females she had endured so heroically. She enum

erated Elaine’s qualities to herself. Physical beauty, yes—

as
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