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All, all of a piece throughout:
Thy Chase had a Beast in view:
Thy ars brought nothing about;
Thy ‘wvers were all unirue,

*Tis well an old Age is out,

And time to begin a New.

DRYD&N, The Secular Masque
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One

WHEN I saw Finn waiting for me at the corner of the street I
knew at once that something had gone wrong. Finn usually waits
for me in bed, or leaning up against the side of the door with his
eyes closed. Moreover, I hau been delayed by the strike. I hate
the journey back to England anyway ; and until I have been able
to bury my head so decp in dear Londo: . that I can forget that I
have ever becn away I am inconsolable. So you may imagine how
unhappy it makes me to bave to cool my heels at Newhaven, wait-
ing for the trains to run again, and with the smell of France still
fresh in my nostrile. On this occasion too the bottles of cognac
which I always smuggie had been taken from me by the Customs,

80 that whea closing time came I was utterly abandoned to the _

torraents of a morbid self-scrutiny. The invigorating objectivity of
true contemplation is something which a man of my tempera-
ment cannot achieve in unfamiliar towns in England, even whzn
hehasnotalsotobewmymgabouttrmns Trains are bad for the
nerves at the best of dmes. What did people have nightmares
about before themwwetmms? So all this being considered, it was
an odd thing that Finn should be waiting for me in the road.

As soon as 1 saw Fima I stopped and put the cases down, They
were full of French books and very heavy. I shouted *Hey!’ and
Finn came slowly on. He never makes haste. I find it hard to
explain to people about Finn. He isn’t exactly my servant. He
seems often more like my manager. Sometimes I support him,
and sometimes he supports me; it depends. It’s somehow clear
that we arca’t equals. His name is Peter O’Fianey, but you needn’t
mind about that, as be is always calied Finn, and he is a sort of
remote cousin of miné, or 50 he used 1o claim, and I never
‘roubled (o verify this. But people do get the impression that he
is my servant, and I often bave this impression too, though it
wouid be bard to say exacily what featares of the situation sug-
gest it. Sometimes I think it is just that Finn is a humble and self-
eacing person and 80 automatically takes second place. When
we axe short of beds it is always Finn wizo sieeps on the Soor, and
this seemus thovoughly natural. §t is true that I am always giviog
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Finn crders. bt s becavse Finn seems not to have many
ideas of his own abrut how io ¢mploy his time. Some of my
friends think thar Finn is cracked, but this is not so; he koows
very well indeed wirat hois about.

‘When Finn came up 0 me 2t last ¥ indicated noe of the cases
for 2im to carry, but he 4id not pick it up. Instead he sat Cown oo
it and looked af me in 2 melanchely way, I sat down on the other
case, sod for a little while we wers silent, I was tived, and reluctant
to ask Finn any questions; be would tell ail soon enough. He
loves trouble, his own or other people’s without discrimination,
and what he particularly likes is to break bad news. Finn is rather
handsome in a sad larky fzshion, with straight drooping brown-
ish hair and a bony Irish face. He is a head taller than me (! 2m a
short man}, but be stoops a little. As be looked at me so sadly my
heart saok.

“What is it?" T said at last.

‘She’s thrown us out,” said Finn,

I could not take this seriously; it was impossible,

‘Come now,’ I said kindly to Finn. ‘What does this really
mean?’ ;

“Bhe’s throwing us out,’ s2id Finn, *Both of us, now, today.’

Fing {s 2 carrion crow, but he never telis lies, he never even
cxaggerntes. Yet this was fantastic,

“But why?' I asked. *What have we done?’

‘It’s pot what we've done, it’s what she’s after doing,” said
Finn. 'She’s going to get married to a fellow.’

This was a blow. Yet even as I finched [ told my::If, well, why
not? I am 2 tolerant apd fuir-minded man. And next moment I
was wondering, where can we go?

‘Put she never t0id me anything,’ T said.

“You never asked anything,' said Finn,

This was true. Daring the last yvear | had become uninterested
in Magdalen’s private life. If she goes out and gets herself engaged
to some other man whom had I to thank but myself?

‘Who is this person?’ I asked.

*Soime bookie fellow,’ said Finn, L

‘Is he rich?’

“Yes, he has a car,” said Finn, This was Finn’s criterion, and I
think at that time it was mine too.
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‘Women give me heart disease,” Finn added. He was no gladder
than I was at being turned out.

I sat there for a moment, fecling 2 vague physical pain in which
portions of jealousy and wounded pride were compounded with a
profound sense of homelessness. Here we were, sitting in Barls
Court Road on a dusty sunny July morning on two suitcases, and
where were we to go next? This was what aiways happened. [
would be at pains to put my universe in order and set it ticking,
when suddenly it would burst again into a mess of the same poor
pieces, and Finn and I be on ilie run. I say my universe, not ours,
because I sometimes feel that Fian has very little inner life. I
maean no disrespect fo hir in saying this; some have and some
haven’t. I connect this too with his truthfuiness. Subtle peopie,
like myself, can see too much ever to give a straight answer.
Aspects-have always been my trouble. And I connect it with his
aptness to make objeciive statements when these are the last
things that one waats, like a bright light on one’s headache.
it may be, though, that Finn misses his inmer life, and that
that is why he follows me about, as J have a complex one and
highly differentiated. Anyhow, I count Fino as an inhabi-
tant of my universe, and cannot conceive that he has one
containing me; and this arrangement seems restiul for both of
us. : .
it was more than two hours till épening time, and I could
hardly face the thought of seeing Magdalen at once. She would
expect me to make a scene, and I didn’t feel energetic enough to
make a scene, quite apart {from not knowing anyway what sort of
scene I ought to make. That would need some thinking out. There
is nothing like being ousted for making one start to specify what
it is one is being ousted from. I wanied time to reflect on rmy
status. g

*Would you like a cup of cofiee in Lyons'?” I said to Finn hope-
fully.

‘1 would not,” said Finn; ‘I'm desiroyed already waiting for
you to come back, and berself wishing me at the devil. Come on
aow and see her.” And he started oif down the stieet. Finn never
refers to people otherwise than by pronouns or vocatives. I fol-
lowed him slowly, trying to work out who I was,

Magdalen lived in one of those repulsive heavy-weight houses

9



in Barls Court Roac. She had the top half of the house; and there
1 had lived too for more than eighteen months, and Finn a8 well.
Finn and I lived on the fourth floor in a maze of attics, and Mag-
dalen lived on the third floor, though I don’t say wo didn’t sec a
iot of each other, at any rate at first. I had begun to feel that this
was my home. Sometimes Magdalen had boy friends, I didn’t
mind and I didn’t inguire. I preferred it when she had, as then I
had more time for work, or rather for the sort of dreamy unluc-
rative reflection which is what I enjoy more than anything in the
world, We had lived there as spug as a pair of walnuts in their
shells. We had also lived there practically rent-free, which was
another point. There’s nothing that irritates me so much as paying
rent.
Magdalen, 1 should explain, is a typist in the city, or she was at

the time of the earlier evenis reiated in this story. This hardly

escribes her, however, Her real employment is to be herself, and
to this she devotes a tremendous zeal and artistry. Her exertions
are directed along the lines suggested to her by woemen’s maga-
zines and the cinema, and it is due simply fo some spring of
native and incorruptible vitality in her that she has not suoceeded
in rencezmg herself quite fea wreless in spite of having made the
prevailing conventions of seduction her constant study. She is not
beautiful: that is an adjective which I use sparingly; but she is
both pretty and attractive. Her prettiness lies in her mgula.r fea-
tures and fine complexion, which she covers over with 2 peach-
like mask of make-up until all is zs smooth and inexpressive as
alabaster. Her hair is permanently waved in whatever fashion is
declared to be the most hecoming. Tt is a Cyed gold. Women think
that beauty lies in approximation to a harmoenious norm. The
only reason why they fail to make themselves indistinguishably
similar is that they lack the time and the money and the technigue
Film stars, who have all these, are indistinguishably similar, Mag-
dalen’s attractiveness lies in her eyes, and in the vitality of her
manner and expression. The eyes are the one part of the face
which nothing can disguiss, or at any rate nothing which has been
invented yet. The eyes are the mirror of the soul, and you can’t
paint them over or even sprinkle them with gold dust. Magdalen’s
are big and grey and almond-shaped, and glisten like pebbles in
_ the rain. She makes 2 lot of money from time to time, not by
10



tapping on the typewnriter, but by being 2 photographer’s modsl;
she is everycne's idea of a prety girl.

Magdalen was In the bath wizen we arrived. We went into huz'
sitting-room, where the elecizic fire and the ligtle pﬁes ‘of nvion
ings and sk underwear and the smell of :;:o@*)owqer meade
& COSY scene. Finn siumped on (o the tousied divan in the way she
always asked himnot to. I went to the bathiroont door and shouted
‘Ma f‘;f“ .

The splashing ceased, and she said, ‘Is (hat you, Jake?” The
cistern was making an infernal noise.

“Yes, of course, it’s me. Lock, what is ail this?’

‘i can’t hear you,” said Magdalen. ‘Wait 2 moment.”

“What is all this?” I sboutzd. All this about your marrying a
bookie? You can't do tais without consuliing me!’

1 felt T was making a passabie scene outside the bathroom ¢ g,
1 even banged on the panel.

] can’; hear a word,” sad Madge. This was untrue; she was
playing for tume, ‘Jake, dear, do put the kettle on and we'll have
soms cofiee, I'il be out in a minute.”

\Kaguam, swept out of the bathroom with a blast of hot per-
fumed air jusiasi mmmgthe coffee, but dodged straight into
her dressing-rooms. Finn 3ot up hastily from the divan, We li¢
cigareties and.Waited. Thea after a long time Magda?cn emcrged
resplendent, and stood telore me. I stared at ber in gulet amaze-

-meat. A marked change hed taken pidce in her whole appearance.
Stz was wearing @ tight silk dress, of an expansive and fussy cut,
and a jreat deal of rather dear-locking Jjeweliery. Even the expres-
sici: on her face seemed to have altered. Now at last I was aole to
take 1o what Finn had told me, Walking c";own the road I had
Beea too full of self-concern to refiect upon the oddness and enot-
mity of Madge's pias. Now its cash vaiue was before me, It was
ceriainly unexpected. Madge was used to consort with tcd;ou..
but humang City swes, or civil servants with Sohemian tastes or
at worst with literary backs Ike myself I wotidered what Curious
fault in the social « mﬁmua , should have brought ber iato con-
tact W\L-. & £08N0 WG couid imspire ber o dress like thates w(.&:eu :
slowly round hex, mkmg, it &l in,

‘Wiat do you thaak I i, the Albert Mcmonal?' said Mag

dalen.




“‘Not with those eves,’ T said, 2nd I looked into their speckled
dentis.

Then an vnaccustomed pain shot through me and I had to turn
away. I ought to have taken better care of the girl. This metamor-
phosis must have been 2 long time preparing, only I bad been too
dnll to see it, A girl like Magdalen can’t be transformed over-
night. Someone Had been hard at work.

Madge watched me curiously. ‘What's the matter?‘ she asked.
'Am you il1?°

. Ispoke my thought ‘Madge, T ought to have looked after you
bettet

“You didn’t look after me at all,’ said Madge. *“Now someone
else will.” .

Her laughter had a cutting edge, but her eyes were troubled,
and I felt an impuise to make her, even at this late stage, some
sort of rash proposal. A strange light, cast back over our friends
ship, brought new things into relief, and T tried in an instant to
grasp the whole essence of my need-of ber. I took 2 deep breath,
however, ‘and followed my rule of never speaking frankly to
women in moments of emotion. No good zver comes of this, It is
not in my nature to make myself responsible for other people. I
ﬁudnthaxdmgghwn.ckmmwaiaimg.mdan@rm
rmoment passed, the gizna! was gone, the gleam in Magdalen's eye
disappeared 2nd she s2id, *Give me some coffee.” I gave her some.

*Now look, Jakie,” she said, ‘you tmderstand how it is. I want
voutomowycmstuﬂ"outasmasmtodayzfvoucan I've
put all your things in your room.”

She had too. Vmomob;ectsotmmewlmhmﬂydeoomzed
the sitting-room went-missing. A}mdy I felt T didn’t live there
oy more. |

3 don’tuude'stanﬁhothxs, lsnd,‘andls!nu %e interested
to hear,’

‘Ym‘youmusttakeenryt&bw mdMagdalen.‘I‘llpayfor"

‘the taxi if you like.” Now shs was as cool as a lettuos, |
‘Haveshmt.\dad@, I said. T wag beginning t0 worry about

a.yun,and’elta fot better. ‘Can’t I go on living vpstairs?

not*ntheway But T koew this was a bad iden.
‘Oh, Jalka!” said Madge. ‘You are'an imbectle!” This was the
. kindest remark sbe had made yet, We both :
. 12 5 T
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All this time Fina bad teen lecning against the door, looking
avsrraciedly into the middle distance, 'W.m’.u."t he was [istening
or not it was hard o tell

*Send hize away.” s2id Wagdalen, *Ho gives mo the croeps”

‘WherccaaIsend ™ o?‘ T askad. * Where can we either of us
go? You know & vegot ne money.’ .

This was pot strictly true, but I always ooetend as 2 ma.twr of

policy tc be penailess, one never knows wied it may not turs out

@,

t¢ be usefal for this to be taken fob granisd. i

“You'ic adulis,” said Magdalen. ‘Al least, you're suppoeed
be. You can decide that for vourssives.”

I mat Finn’s dreamy gaze.  What shall we do?* ¥ asked hirm,

”msomcamuasme«s.andaftawheuadmdmc"em
to refiect than I had.

*Go w Dave’s” he said.

% could sew notiung agains hat,w!sai&‘(%ood?'mdswuwd
after hini, ‘Take the cases!” for be bz | shot of like an arrow. I

sometimes think he doesn™ care for Magdaxen. Hecame back and
ook ¢ne of (hem and vanished.

Nagﬂaenandllooxeaateachothwhkeooxexsatmebemn
ning of tre second round. -

‘Look here, Madge,® 1 said, youm'ttx.m meoutjustmce
taas.

“You arrived just like that,’ said Madge.

it was true. I sighed.

‘Come here,” I told her, and held out my hand. She gave me
hers, but it remained as stif and unresponsive as a toasting-fork,
and after a moment or two I released it. -

‘Don’t make a scene, Jakie,” said Madge.

xcommthavemadeevwakﬁieonemwmmt Tfelt -

weak, and lay down oz the divan, . ;
‘,_.h,en"zsaxdgmﬂy.‘Sayourepummmeou&,and‘aﬂfm'a
man that fives on other people’s vices.” |
‘We cli iive on othes people’s vicks,? saxd@mdgewx&wah of
up-to-date cynicizm which didn’t suit ber, *1 do, you do, and you

_ live ca worse ones than be does.” This was @ reference to the sort

of books I sometimes trassiatsd,
*Who is this character, anyway?® I asked her,
Madge scanned me, watching for Gae efect. ‘His came,” she
i3
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said, ‘is Starfield. You may have heard of him.” A triumpbant
Iook blazed without shame in her eyn.

Em:denedmyfaeetemke!texpmmle&&nmsmﬁeld,
Samuel Starfield, Sacred Sammy, the diamond bookmaker. To
describe him as a hookis had been a %t picturesque on Fion's
par&,aiﬁhoughhcsb&hwhzsoﬂicmm?mdiﬂymdhmm
in lights. Starfield new ¢id a bit of everything in those regions
where his tastes and hiz mopey could take him: women's clothes,
night clubs, the film business, the restavran’ bosiness. _

‘1 see,’ Isax&lwam’tgomgmpmmashowform
“Where did you meet him? 1 ask this question in a purely socio-
logical spirit.”

‘Ic‘on’tknowwhat&batm mdMadgu.'lfycummt.
know, I met him on a number eleven bus.” This was clearly & iie.
1 shook my head over it.

‘Youuenlwunsfprhfeasamanmqum. Ismd.‘Yon’{lhave
mspwdmymmmamwﬂmmpmmweﬂtb.’
Andnocamedtomeaslmdxtmaxnm@m’tbewhahd
life at that,

*Jake, wiﬂyougetout!’smdMagh!@

‘Anyhow,’ I said, mm‘tmwﬁwmmm
Sam, are you?"

‘Weshanneodtbxsﬂat.’sadmgdﬂm,‘andlwmtymm
of it now.”

1 thought her answer was evasive. Dadmmymmpt—
ting married?’ 1 aaked. I began to have the feeling of responsibility
agnin. After all, she bad no father, and 1 felt in Joco porentis. It
nmabmxttbcon&y!omslhmmm:tmmmm
that T came to think of it, somchow fantastically mnlikely that
Starfield would marry a girl e Magdalen. Madgo would do to
hang fur coats on 2 well a8 any other ferasle clothes-horse, But
=he wasa't flashy, any more than £he was rich or fameus. She was
a nice bealthy English gir!, as sivople and: sweet as May Day at
Kew. Put I imagined Starfiel’s tastes as being more axotic and.
far from matrirmonial, ¢ Yes,” sold Maden with emphasis, still as
fre<h as cream. "And now will ron stort packing?” She had = hed:
'M‘W,MW&WM mﬁnmmamdoﬁmy

%m&mmmmmmwmm 'rmm
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are some books of yours here,’ and she took out Murphy and
Mor Ami.

“Making room for comrade Starfield,” I said. &nhemd?
Amdbyﬂnway,domheknowlmst?’

*Well, yes,’ said Magdalen evasively, ‘but I don’t want you to
meet. That’s why you must packnpatonoo.Ftom tomorrow on-
ward Saromy will be here a lot.”

“One thing’s certain,’ Isaxd,‘lcen’tmoveeverythmgmac;ay.
'l take some things now, but I'll have to come back tomorrow.’

1 bete being hurried. “And dor't forget,” I added fervently, ‘that

the rodiogram is sune.’ My thoughts kept reverting to Lloyds
Benk Limited,

*Yes, dear,’ mdMadga,‘butxfyoueomcbackaﬂzxtoday.

wkphomﬁm,andxflt s a man, ring off.’

*This disgusts me,’ I said,

“Yes, dear,’ sudMadge. *Shall I order a taxi?®
: ‘No!'!shamd,leavmgthemom. i

‘KyoueomcbackgvhenSammysme, Magdalen called after
mupthem'ﬂckbrakymmck.

74 L]

Itooktboothetag!,wua.mdpackedupmymmmﬁptsina
! brown-paper parcel, and left on foot. I needed to think, and I can
pever think in 2 taxi for looking at the cash meter. I took & num-
ber soventy-three bus, and weat to Mrs Tinckham’s, Mrs Tinck-
ham keens & newspaper shop in the neighbourhood of Charlotte
Street. It's a dusty, dirty, nesty-looiing cormer shop, with 8¢hap
admtmmmmmﬁummmm:m-
mamaﬁwumsm@mmdwwmd%mﬁcnm
and Ammmwmmgesmm‘ay&form

i

iucmmmmlm-mmmam buy anything in”
Nm”’m:&hopamp’wﬂmm is also for sale, and -

the Evening News. Most of the literatume liss ansf‘wrm,r,
gm?m&xmmddm‘ydww% Tyem M Tineltham hern

.

aﬁtdreadmg.wama%«m&om%mﬁom and

picks om some Wostorn, yellow with age, only o deciare bali-wmay

throurh that she’s mad it befome but "em\ quite iorgotien. Sho

srmast. Sy powy have read: the wixde of - her r“.t:c :, vmca is Iimited

sov alow to incrensa, 15 seen ber sometinmg & at Prench
is




newspapers, though she professes not (o know French, but per-.
haps she is just looking at the pictures. Besides the ice-cream

coniainer there is a little iron table and (wo chairs, and on a sheil
above there are red and green non-alcoholic drinks in botiles.

Here I have spent many peaceful hours.

Another peculiarity of Mrs Tinckham's shop is that it is full of
cats. An ever-increzsing family of tabbies, sprung from one enoz-
mous wiatriarch, sit about upon the counter and on the empty

" sheives, somnoleat and contemplative, their amber eyes narrowed
and winking in the sun, a reluctaat slit of liquid in an expanse of
hot fur. When I come in, one often leaps down and on ‘o my
knee, where it sits for 2 while in a sedate. objective way, beforg
slicking into the street and along by the shop fronts. But I have
never met one of these animals farther than ten yards away from
the shop. In the midst sits Mrs Tinckham herse}f, smoking 3
cigaretie. She is the only person I4know who is literally a ¢haine /
smoker. She lights each one from the butt of the jast; how she
lights the frst one of the day remains to me a mystery, for sho
mever seerns {0 have any matches in the house when I ask ber for

, -one. Y once arrived to find her in great distress because her current
cigarette had fallen into a cup of coffec ané she had no are 0
Iight another. Perhaps she smokes all night, or perhaps thereisan
undying cigarette which burns cternally in her bedroorn. An
ename! basin at her feet is filled, usualytoovexﬂqwmg,m th’ -
cigaretle ends; and beside her on the counter is a little wireless .
which'is always on,, very softly and inaudibly, so that & sort of
murmurous 1ousic - accompanies Mrs Tinckham as sy ssts,/ .
wreathed in cigarette smoke, amoag the cats, :

I came in and sat down zs usual at the iron table, andhr“ ;

-msf'omthenearw!shelfonwmyknee.hmamach?nemm

motion it began to purr. I gave Mrs Tinckham my first sponta-
neous amiie of the day. She is what Finn calls a funny old speci-.
men, but she has been very kind to me, and f never forget kind-

‘Weil, now, back again,’ said Mrs Tinckbam, leying aside
Amozing Storles, and she turned the wircless dowa a bit more
untii it was just a mumble in the background.

“Yes, unfommntcly,'lsa:d. st'l"mck,whataboutaglassof

. somethiog?’ :
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