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“Molly, Molly Bright!

Can I get there by candle-

light?”
“Yes, if your legs are long
enough.”
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THE VALIANTS OF
VIRGINIA

CHAPTER 1

THE CRASH

"Faﬂed!" ejaculated John Valiant blankly, and the hat he held dropped to the claret-colored rug
like a huge white splotch of sudden fright. “The Corporation—failed!”

The young man was the glass of fashion, from the silken ribbon on the spotless Panama to his
pearl-gray gaiters, and well favored—a lithe stalwart figure, with wide-set hazel eyes and strong
brown hair waving back from a candid forehead. The soft straw, however, had been wrung to a
wisp between clutching fingers and the face was glazed in a kind of horrified and assiduous
surprise, as if the rosy peach of life, bitten, had suddenly revealed itself an unripe persimmon.
The very words themselves came with a galvanic twitch and a stagger that conveyed a sense at
once of shock and of protest. Even the white bulldog stretched on the floor, nose between paws
and one restless eye on his master in a troubled wonder that any one should prefer to forsake the
ecstatic sunshine of the street, with its thousand fascinating scents and cross-trails, for a stuffy
business office, lifted his wrinkling pink nose and snuffled with acute and hopeful inquiry.

Never had John Valiant’s innocuous and butterfly existence known a surprise more startling. He
had swung into the room with all the nonchalant habits, the ingrained certitude of the man born
with achievement ready-made in his hands. And a single curt statement—like the ruthless blades
of a pair of shears—had snipped across the one splendid scarlet thread in the woof that
constituted life as he knew it. He had knotted his lavender scarf that morning a vice-president of
the Valiant Corporation—one of the greatest and most successful of modern-day organizations;
he sat now in the fading afternoon trying to realize that the huge fabric, without warning, had
toppled to its fall.

With every nerve of his six feet of manhood in rebellion, he rose and strode to the half-opened
window, through which sifted the smell of growing things—for the great building fronted the
square—and the soft alluring moistness of early spring. “Failed!” he repeated helplessly, and the
echo seemed to go flittering about the substantial walls like a derisive India-rubber bat on a
spree.

The bulldog sat up, thumping the rug with a vibrant tail. There was some mistake, surely; one
went out by the door, not by the window! He rose, picked up the Panama in his mouth, and
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padding across the rug, poked it tentatively into his master’s hand. But no, the hand made no
response. Clearly they were not to go out, and he dropped it and went puzzledly back and lay
down with pricked ears, while his master stared out into the foliaged day.

How solid and changeless it had always seemed—that great business fabric woven by the father
he could so dimly remember! His own invested fortune had been derived from the great
corporation the elder Valiant had founded and controlled until his death. With almost
unprecedented earnings, it had stood as a very Gibraltar of finance, a type and sign of brilliant
organization. Now, on the heels of a trust’s dissolution which would be a nine-days’ wonder, the
vast structure had crumpled up like a cardboard. The rains had descended and the floods had
come, and it had fallen!

The man at the desk had wheeled in his revolving chair and was looking at the trim athletic back
blotting the daylight, with a smile that was little short of a covert sneer. He was one of the local
managers of the Corporation whose ruin was to be that day’s sensation, a colorless man who had
acquired middle age with his first long trousers and had been dedicated to the commercial
treadmill before he had bought a safety-razor. He despised all loiterers along the primrose paths,
and John Valiant was but a decorative figurehead.

The bulldog lifted his head. The ghost of a furred throaty growl rumbled in the silence, and the
man at the desk shrank a little, as the hair rippled up on the thick neck and the faithful red-
rimmed eyes opened a shade wider. But John Valiant did not turn. He was bitterly absorbed with
his own thoughts.

Till this moment he had never really known how proud he had always been of the Corporation, of
the fact that he was its founder’s son. His election to high office in the small coterie that
controlled its destinies he had known very well to be but the modern concrete expression of his
individual holdings, but it had nevertheless deeply pleased him. The fleeting sense of power, the
intimate touching of wide issues in a city of Big Things had flattered him; for a while he had
dreamed of playing a great part, of pushing the activities of the Corporation into new territory,
invading foreign soil. He might have done much, for he had begun with good equipment. He had
read law, had even been admitted to the bar. But to what had it come? A gradual slipping back
into the rut of careless amusement, the tacit assumption of his prerogatives by other waiting
hands. The huge wheels had continued to turn, smoothly, inevitably, and he had drawn his
dividends ... and that was all. John Valiant swallowed something that was very like a sob.

As he stood trying to plumb the depth of the calamity, self-anger began to stir and buzz in his
heart like a great bee. Like a tingling X-ray there went stabbing through the husk woven of a
thousand inherent habits the humiliating knowledge of his own uselessness. In those profitless
seasons through which he had sauntered, as he had strolled through his casual years of college,
he had given least of his time and thought to the concern which had absorbed his father’s young
manhood. He, John Valiant—one of its vice-presidents! waster, on whose expenditures there had
never been a limit, who had strewn with the foolish free-handedness of a prodigal! Idler, with a
reputation in three cities as a leader of cotillions!

“Fool!” he muttered under his breath, and on the landscape outside the word stamped itself on
everything as though a thousand little devils had suddenly turned themselves into letters of the
alphabet and were skipping about in fours.

Valiant started as the other spoke at his elbow. He, too, had come to the window and was looking
down at the pavement. “How quickly some news spreads!”

For the first time the young man noted that the street below was filling with a desultory crowd.
He distinguished a knot of Italian laborers talking with excited gesticulations—a smudged
plasterer, tools in hand,—clerks, some hatless and with thin alpaca coats—all peering at the
voiceless front of the great building, and all, he imagined, with a thriving fear in their faces. As
he watched, a woman, coarsely dressed, ran across the street, her handkerchief pressed to her
eyes.

“The notice has gone up on the door,” said the manager. “I sent word to the police. Crowds are
ugly sometimes.”

Valiant drew a sudden sharp breath. The Corporation down in the mire, with crowds at its doors
ready to clamor for money entrusted to it, the aggregate savings of widow and orphan, the
piteous hoarded sums earned by labor over which pinched sickly faces had burned the midnight
oil!

The older man had turned back to the desk to draw a narrow typewritten slip of paper from a
pigeonhole. “Here,” he said, “is a list of the bonds of the subsidiary companies recorded in your
name. These are all, of course, engulfed in the larger failure. You have, however, your private
fortune. If you take my advice, by the way,” he added significantly, “you’ll make sure of keeping
that.”

“What do you mean?” John Valiant faced him quickly.

The other laughed shortly. “‘A word to the wise,”” he quoted. “It’s very good living abroad.
There’s a boat leaving to-morrow.”

A dull red sprang into the younger face. “You mean—"
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“Look at that crowd down there—you can hear them now. There’ll be a legislative investigation,
of course. And the devil’ll get the hindmost.” He struck the desk-top with his hand. “Have you
ever seen the bills for this furniture? Do you know what that rug under your feet cost? Twelve
thousand—it’s an old Persian. What do you suppose the papers will do to that? Do you think such
things will seem amusing to that rabble down there?” His hand swept toward the window. “It’s
been going on for too many years, I tell you! And now some one’ll pay the piper. The lightning
won'’t strike me—I'm not tall enough. You're a vice-president.”

“Do you imagine that 7 knew these things—that I have been a party to what you seem to believe
has been a deliberate wrecking?” Valiant towered over him, his breath coming fast, his hands
clenched hard.

“You?” The manager laughed again—an unpleasant laugh that scraped the other’s quivering
nerves like hot sandpaper. “Oh, lord, no! How should you? You’ve been too busy playing polo and
winning bridge prizes. How many board meetings have you attended this year? Your vote is
proxied as regular as clockwork. But you're supposed to know. The people down there in the
street won’t ask questions about patent-leather pumps and ponies; they’ll want to hear about
such things as rotten irrigation loans in the Stony-River Valley—to market an alkali desert that is
the personal property of the president of this Corporation.”

Valiant turned a blank white face. “Sedgwick?”

“Yes. You know his principle: ‘It’s all right to be honest, if you're not too damn honest.” He owns
the Stony-River Valley bag and baggage. It was a big gamble and he lost.”

For a moment there was absolute silence in the room. From outside came the rising murmur of
the crowd and cutting through it the shrill cry of a newsboy calling an evening extra. Valiant was
staring at the other with a strange look. Emotions to which in all his self-indulgent life he had
been a stranger were running through his mind, and outré passions had him by the throat. Fool
and doubly blind! A poor pawn, a catspaw raking the chestnuts for unscrupulous men whose
ignominy he was now called on, perforce, to share! In his pitiful egotism he had consented to be a
figurehead, and he had been made a tool. A red rage surged over him. No one had ever seen on
John Valiant’s face such a look as grew on it now.

He turned, retrieved the Panama, and without a word opened the door. The older man took a step
toward him—he had a sense of dangerous electric forces in the air—but the door closed sharply
in his face. He smiled grimly. “Not crooked,” he said to himself; “merely callow. A well-meaning,
manicured young fop wholly surrounded by men who knew what they wanted!” He shrugged his
shoulders and went back to his chair.

Valiant plunged down in the elevator to the street. Its single other passenger had his nose buried
in a newspaper, and over the reader’s shoulder he saw the double-leaded head-line: “Collapse of
the Valiant Corporation!”

He pushed past the guarded door, and threading the crowd, made toward the curb, where the
bulldog, with a bark of delight, leaped upon the seat of a burnished car, rumbling and vibrating
with pent-up power. There were those in the sullen anxious crowd who knew whose was that
throbbing metal miracle, the chauffeur spick and span from shining cap-visor to polished brown
puttees, and recognizing the white face that went past, pelted it with muttered sneers. But he
scarcely saw or heard them, as he stepped into the seat, took the wheel from the chauffeur’s
hand and threw on the gear.

He had afterward little memory of that ride. Once the leaping anger within him jerked the
throttle wide and the car responded with a breakneck dart through the startled traffic, till the
sight of an infuriated mounted policeman, baton up, brought him to himself with a thud. He had
small mind to be stopped at the moment. His mouth set in a sudden hard sharp line, and under it
his hands gripped the slewing wheel to a tearing serpentine rush that sent the skidding monster
rearing on side wheels, to swoop between two drays in a hooting plunge down a side street. His
tight lips parted then in a ragged laugh, bit off by the jolt of the lurching motor and the slap of
the bulging air.

As the sleek rubber shoes spun noiselessly and swiftly along the avenue the myriad lights that
were beginning to gleam wove into a twinkling mist. He drove mechanically past a hundred
familiar things and places: the particular chop-house of which he was an habitué—the ivied wall
of his favorite club, with the cluster of faces at the double window—the florist’s where daily he
stopped for his knot of Parma violets—but he saw nothing, till the massive marble fronts of the
upper park side ceased their mad dance as the car halted before a tall iron-grilled doorway with
wide glistening steps, between windows strangely shuttered and dark.

He sprang out and touched the bell. The heavy oak parted slowly; the confidential secretary of
the man he had come to face stood in the gloomy doorway.

“I want to see Mr. Sedgwick.”
“You can’t see him, Mr. Valiant.”
“But I will!” Sharp passion leaped into the young voice. “He must speak to me.”

The man in the doorway shook his head. “He won’t speak to anybody any more,” he said. “Mr.
Sedgwick shot himself two hours ago.”
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CHAPTER 11

VANITY VALIANT

f I "he witness is excused.”

In the ripple that stirred across the court room at the examiner’s abrupt conclusion, John Valiant,
who had withstood that pitiless hail of questions, rose, bowed to him and slowly crossed the
cleared space to his counsel. The chairman looked severely over his eye-glasses, with his gavel
lifted, and a statuesque girl, in the rear of the room, laid her delicately gloved hand on a
companion’s and smiled slowly without withdrawing her gaze, and with the faintest tint of color
in her face.

Katharine Fargo neither smiled nor flushed readily. Her smile was an index of her whole
personality, languid, symmetrical, exquisitely perfect. The little group with whom she sat looked
somewhat out of place in that mixed assemblage. They had not gasped at the tale of the
Corporation’s unprecedented earnings, the lavish expenditure for its palatial offices. The recital
of the tragic waste, the nepotism, the mole-like ramifications by which the vast structure had
been undermined, had left them rather amusedly and satirically appreciative. Smartly groomed
and palpably members of a set to whom John Valiant was a familiar, they had had only friendly
nods and smiles for the young man at whom so many there had gazed with jaundiced eyes.

To the general public which read its daily newspaper perhaps none of the gilded set was better
known than “Vanity Valiant.” The very nickname—given him by his fellows in facetious allusion to
a flippant newspaper paragraph laying at his door the alleged new fashion of a masculine vanity-
box—had taken root in the fads and elegancies he affected. The new Panhard he drove was the
smartest car on the avenue, and the collar on the white bulldog that pranced or dozed on its
leather seat sported a diamond buckle. To the space-writers of the social columns, he had been a
perennial inspiration. They had delighted to herald a more or less bohemian gathering, into
which he had smuggled this pet, as a “dog-dinner”; and when one midnight, after a staid and
stodgy “bridge,” in a gust of wild spirits he had, for a wager, jumped into and out of a fountain on
a deserted square, the act, dished up by a night-hawking reporter had, the following Sunday,
inspired three metropolitan sermons on “The Idle Rich.” The patterns of his waistcoats, and the
splendors of his latest bachelors’ dinner at Sherry’s—with such items the public had been kept
sufficiently familiar. To it, he stood a perfect symbol of the eider ease and insolent display of
inherited wealth. And the great majority of those who had found place in that roomy chamber to
listen to the ugly tale of squandered millions, looked at him with a resentment that was
sharpened by his apparent nonchalance.

For the failure of the concern upon which a legislature had now turned the search-light of its
inquiry, might to him have been a thing of trivial interest, and the present task an alien one,
which he must against his will go through with. Often his eyes had wandered to the window,
through which came the crisp clip-trip-clop of the cab horses on the asphalt, the irritant clang of
trolleys and the monstrous panther purr of motors. Only once had this seeming indifference been
shaken: when the figures of the salary voted the Corporation’s chief officers had been
sardonically cited—when in the tense quiet a woman had laughed out suddenly, a harsh jeering
note quickly repressed. For one swift second then Valiant’s gaze had turned to the rusty black
gown, the flushed face of the sleeping child against the tawdry fall of the widow’s veil. Then the
gaze had come back, and he was once more the abstracted spectator, boredly waiting his release.

Long before the closing session it had been clear that, as far as indictments were concerned, the
investigation would be barren of result. Of individual criminality, flight and suicide had been
confession, but more sweeping charges could not be brought home. The gilded fool had not
brought himself into the embarrassing purview of the law. This certainty, however, had served to
goad the public and sharpen the satire of the newspaper paragraphist; and the examiner, who
incidentally had a reputation of his own to guard, knew his cue. There were possibilities for the
exercise of his especial gifts in a vice-president of the Corporation who was also Vanity Valiant,
the decorative idler of social fopperies and sumptuous clothes.

Valiant took the chair with a sensation almost of relief. Since that day when he had spun down-
town in his motor to that sharp enlightenment, his daily round had gone on as usual, but beneath
the habitual pose, the worldly mask of his class, had lain a sore sensitiveness that had cringed
painfully at the sneering word and the envenomed paragraph. Always his mental eye had seen a
white-faced crowd staring at a marble building, a coarsely-dressed woman crossing the street
with a handkerchief pressed to her face.

And mingling with the sick realization of his own inadequacy had woven panging thoughts of his
father. The shattered bits of recollection of him that he had preserved had formed a mosaic
which had pictured the hero of his boyhood. Yet his father’s name would now go down, linked not
to success and achievement, but to failure, to chicanery, to the robbing of the poor. The thought
had become a blind ache that had tortured him. Beneath the old characteristic veneer it had been
working a strange change. Something old had been dying, something new budding under the
careless exterior of the man who now faced his examiner in the big armchair that May afternoon.

John Valiant’s testimony, to those of his listeners who cherished a sordid disbelief in the
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ingenuousness of the man who counts his wealth in seven figures, seemed a pose of gratuitous
insolence. It had a clarity and simplicity that was almost horrifying. He did not stoop to gloze his
own monumental flippancy. He had attended only one directors’ meeting during that year. Till
after the crash, he had known little, had cared less, about the larger investments of the
Corporation’s capital: he had left all that to others.

Perhaps to the examiner himself this blunt directness—the bitter unshadowed truth that searched
for no evasions—had appeared effrontery; the contemptuous and cynical frankness of the young
egoist who sat secure, his own millions safe, on the ruins of the enterprise from which they were
derived. The questions, that had been bland with suave innuendo, acquired an acrid sarcasm, a
barbed and stinging satire, which at length touched indiscretion. He allowed himself a scornful
reference to the elder Valiant as scathing as it was unjustified.

To the man in the witness-chair this had been like an electric shock. Something new and
unguessed beneath the husk of boredom, the indolent pose of body, had suddenly looked from his
blazing eyes: something foreign to Vanity Valiant, the club habitué, the spoiled scion of wealth.
For a brief five minutes he spoke, in a fashion that surprised the court room—a passionate
defense of his father, the principles on which the Corporation had been founded and its
traditional policies: few sentences, but each hot as lava and quivering with feeling. Their very
force startled the reporters’ bench and left his inquisitor for a moment silent.

The latter took refuge in a sardonic reference to the Corporation’s salary-list. Did the witness
conceive, he asked with effective deliberation, that he had rendered services commensurate with
the annual sums paid him? The witness thought that he had, in fact, received just about what
those services were worth. Would Mr. Valiant be good enough to state the figures of the salary he
had been privileged to draw as a vice-president?

The answer fell as slowly in the sardonic silence. “I have never drawn a salary as an officer of the
Valiant Corporation.”

Then it was that the irritated examiner had abruptly dismissed the witness. Then the ripple had
swept over the assemblage, and Katharine Fargo, gazing, had smiled that slow smile in which
approval struggled with mingled wonder and question.

The jostling crowd flocked out into the square, among them a fresh-faced girl on the arm of a
gray-bearded man in black frock coat and picturesque broad-brimmed felt hat. She turned her
eyes to his.

“So that,” she said, “is John Valiant! I'd almost rather have missed Niagara Falls. I must write
Shirley Dandridge about it. I'm so sorry I lost that picture of him that I cut out of the paper.”

“I reckon he’s not such a bad lot,” said her uncle. “I liked the way he spoke of his father.”

He hailed a cab. “Grand Central Station,” he directed, with a glance at his watch, “and be quick
about it. We’ve just time to make our train.”

“Yessir! Dollar'n a half, sir.”

The gentleman seated the girl and climbed in himself. “I know the legal fare,” he said, “if I am
from Virginia. And if you try to beat me out of more, you’ll be sorry.”

Some hours later, in an inner office of a down-town sky-scraper, the newly-appointed receiver of
the Valiant Corporation, a heavy, thick-set man with narrow eyes, sat beside a table on which lay
a small black satchel with a padlock on its handle, whose contents—several bundles of crisp
papers—he had been turning over in his heavy hands with a look of incredulous amazement. A
sheet containing a mass of figures and memoranda lay among them.

The shock was still on his face when a knock came at the door, and a man entered. The
newcomer was gray-haired, slightly stooped and lean-jowled, with a humorous expression on his
lips. He glanced in surprise at the littered table.

“Fargo,” said the man at the desk, “do you notice anything queer about me?”

His friend grinned. “No, Buck,” he said judicially, “unless it’s that necktie. It would stop a Dutch
clock.”

“Hang the haberdashery! Read this—from young Valiant.” He passed over a letter.

Fargo read. He looked up. “Securities aggregating three millions!” he said in a hushed voice.
“Why, unless I've been misinformed, that represents practically all his private fortune.”

The other nodded. “Turned over to the Corporation with his resignation as a vice-president, and
without a blessed string tied to ’em! What do you think of that?”

“Think! It’s the most absurdly idiotic thing I ever met. Two weeks ago, before the investigation ...
but now, when it’s perfectly certain they can bring nothing home to him—” He paused. “Of
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course I suppose it’ll save the Corporation, eh? But it may be ten years before its securities pay
dividends. And this is real money. Where the devil does he come in meanwhile?”

The receiver pursed his lips. “I knew his father,” he said. “He had the same crazy quixotic
streak.”

He gathered the scattered documents and locked them carefully with the satchel in a safe.
“Spectacular young ass!” he said explosively.

“I should say so!” agreed Fargo. “Do you know, I used to be afraid my Katharine had a leaning
toward him. But thank God, she’s a sensible girl!”

CHAPTER III

THE NEVER-NEVER LAND

Dusk had fallen that evening when John Valiant’s Panhard turned into a cross-street and
circled into the yawning mouth of his garage. Here, before he descended, he wrote a check
on his knee with a slobbering fountain-pen.

“Lars,” he said to the chauffeur, “as I dare say you've heard, things have not gone exactly
smoothly with me lately, and I'm uncertain about my plans. I've made arrangements to turn the
car over to the manufacturers, and take back the old one. I must drive myself hereafter. I'm
sorry, but you must look for another place.”

The dapper young Swede touched his cap gratefully as he looked at the check’s figures.
Embarrassment was burning his tongue. “I—I’'ve heard, sir. I'm sure it’s very kind, sir, and when
you need another....”

“Thank you, Lars,” said Valiant, as he shook hands, “and good luck. I'll remember.”

Lars, the chauffeur, looked after him. “Going to skip out, he is! I thought so when he brought that
stuff out of the safe-deposit. Afraid they’ll try to take the boodie away from him, I guess. The
papers seem to think he’s rotten, but he’s been a mighty good boss to me. He’s a dead swell, all
right, anyhow,” he added pridefully, as he slid the car to its moorings, “and they’ll have to get up
early to catch him asleep!”

A little later John Valiant, the bulldog at his heels, ascended the steps of his club, where he
lodged—he had disposed of his bachelor apartment a fortnight ago. The cavernous seats of the
lounge were all occupied, but he did not pause as he strode through the hall. He took the little
pile of letters the boy handed him at the desk and went slowly up the stairway.

He wandered into the deserted library and sat down, tossing the letters on the magazine-littered
table. He had suddenly remembered that it was his twenty-fifth birthday.

In the reaction from the long strain he felt physically spent. He thought of what he had done that
afternoon with a sense of satisfaction. A reversal of public judgment, in his own case, had not
entered his head. He knew his world—its comfortable faculty of forgetting, and the multitude of
sins that wealth may cover. To preserve at whatever personal cost the one noble monument his
father’s genius had reared, and to right the wrong that would cast its gloomy shadow on his
name—this had been his only thought. What he had done would have been done no matter what
the outcome of the investigation. But now, he told himself, no one could say the act had been
wrung from him. That, he fancied, would have been his father’s way.

Fancied—for his recollections of his father were vague and fragmentary. They belonged wholly to
his pinafore years. His early memories of his mother were, for that matter, even more
unsubstantial. They were of a creature of wonderful dazzling gowns, and more wonderful shining
jewels, who lived for the most part in an over-sea city as far away as the moon (he was later to
identify this as Paris) and who, when she came home—which was not often—took him driving in
the park and gave him chocolate macaroons. He had always held her in more or less awe and had
breathed easier when she had departed. She had died in Rome a year later than his father. He
had been left then without a near relative in the world and his growing years had been an epic of
nurses and caretakers, a boys’ school on the continent, and a university course at home. As far as
his father was concerned, he had had only his own childish recollections.

He smiled—a slow smile of reminiscence—for there had come to him at that moment the dearest
of all those memories—a play of his childhood.

He saw himself seated on a low stool, watching a funny old clock with a moon-face, whose smiling
lips curved up like military mustachios, and wishing the lazy long hands would hurry. He saw
himself stealing down a long corridor to the door of a big room strewn with books and papers,
that through some baleful and mysterious spell could not be made to open at all hours. When the
hands pointed right, however, there was the “Open Sesame”—his own secret knock, two fierce
twin raps, with one little lonesome one afterward—and this was unfailing. Safe inside, he saw
himself standing on a big, polar-bear-skin rug, the door tight-locked against all comers, an
expectant baby figure, with his little hand clasped in his father’s. The white rug was the magic
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entrance to the Never-Never Country, known only to those two.

He could hear his own shrill treble:

“Wishing-House, Wishing-House, where are you?”

Then the deeper voice (quite unrecognizable as his father’s) answering:
“Here I am, Master; here I am!”

And instantly the room vanished and they were in the Never-Never Land, and before them reared
the biggest house in the world, with a row of white pillars across its front a mile high.

Valiant drew a deep breath. Some magic of time and place was repainting that dead and dusty
infancy in sudden delicate lights and filmy colors. What had been but blurred under-exposures on
the retina of his brain became all at once elfin pictures, weird and specter-like as the dissolving
views of a camera obscura.

He and his father had lived alone in Wishing-House. No one else had possessed the secret. Not
his mother. Not even the more portentous person whom he had thought must own the vast hotel
in which they lived (in such respect did she seem to be held by the servants), who wore crackling
black silk and a big bunch of keys for a sole ornament, and who had called him her “lamb.” No, in
the Never-Never Land there had been only his father and he!

Yet they were anything but lonely, for the country was inhabited by good-natured friendly
savages, as black as a lump of coal, most of them with curly white hair. These talked a queer
language, but of course his father and he could understand them perfectly. These savages had
many curious and enthralling customs and strange cuddling songs that made one sleepy, and all
these his father knew by heart. They lived in little square huts around Wishing-House, made of
sticks, and had dozens and dozens of children who wore no clothes and liked to dance in the sun
and eat cherries. They were very useful barbarians, too, for they chopped the wood and built the
fires and made the horses’ coats shine—for he and his father would have scorned to walk, and
went galloping like the wind everywhere. The forests about were filled with small brown cats,
tremendously furry, with long whiskers and sharp, beedy black eyes, and sometimes they would
hunt these on horseback; but they never caught them, because the cats could run just a little bit
faster than the horses.

Christmas time at home was not so very exciting, but at Wishing-House what a time they had!
Then all the savages and their wives and children received presents, and he and his father had a
dreadfully scary shivery time remembering them all, because some had so many children they
ran out of names and had to use numbers instead. So there was always the harrowing fear that
one might inadvertently be left out, and sometimes they couldn’t remember the last one till the
very final minute. After the Christmas turkey, the oldest and blackest savage of all would come in
where his father and he sat at the table, with a pudding as big as the gold chariot in the circus,
and the pudding, by some magic spell, would set itself on fire, while he carried it round the table,
with all the other savages marching after him. This was the most awe-inspiring spectacle of all.
Christmases at other places were a long way apart, but they came as often as they were wanted
at Wishing-House, which, he recalled, was very often indeed.

John Valiant felt an odd beating of the heart and a tightening of the throat, for he saw another
scene, too. It was the one hushed and horrible night, after the spell had failed and the door had
refused to open for a long time, when dread things had been happening that he could not
understand, when a big man with gold eye-glasses, who smelled of some curious sickish-sweet
perfume, came and took him by the hand and led him into a room where his father lay in bed,
very gray and quiet.

The white hand on the coverlet had beckoned to him and he had gone close up to the bed,
standing very straight, his heart beating fast and hard.

“John!” the word had been almost a whisper, very tense and anxious, very distinct. “John, you're
a little boy, and father is going away.”

“To—to Wishing-House?”
The gray lips had smiled then, ever so little, and sadly. “No, John.”

“Take me with you, father! Take me with you, and let us find it!” His voice had trembled then,
and he had had to gulp hard.

“Listen, John, for what I am saying is very important. You don’t know what I mean now, but
sometime you will.” The whisper had grown strained and frayed, but it was still distinct. “I can’t
go to the Never-Never Land. But you may sometime. If you ... if you do, and if you find Wishing-
House, remember that the men who lived in it ... before you and me ... were gentlemen. Whatever
else they were, they were always that. Be ... like them, John ... will you?”

“Yes, father.”
The old gentleman with the eye-glasses had come forward then, hastily.
“Good-night, father—”

He had wanted to kiss him, but a strange cool hush had settled on the room and his father
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seemed all at once to have fallen asleep. And he had gone out, so carefully, on tiptoe, wondering,
and suddenly afraid.

CHAPTER IV

THE TURN OF THE PAGE

John Valiant stirred and laughed, a little self-consciously, for there had been drops on his face.

resently he took a check-book from his pocket and began to figure on the stub, looking up with a
wry smile. “To come down to brass tacks,” he muttered, “when I've settled everything (thank
heaven, I don’t owe my tailor!) there will be a little matter of twenty-eight hundred odd dollars, a
passé motor and my clothes between me and the bread-line!”

Everything else he had disposed of—everything but the four-footed comrade there at his feet. At
his look, the white bulldog sprang up whining and made joyful pretense of devouring his master’s
immaculate boot-laces. Valiant put his hand under the eager muzzle, lifted the intelligent head to
his knee and looked into the beseeching amber eyes. “But I'd not sell you, old chap,” he said
softly; “not a single lick of your friendly pink tongue; not for a beastly hundred thousand!”

He withdrew his caressing hand and looked again at the check-stub. Twenty-eight hundred! He
laughed bleakly. Why, he had spent more than that a month ago on a ball at Sherry’s! This
morning he had been rich; to-night he was poor! He had imagined this in the abstract, but now of
a sudden the fact seemed fraught with such a ghastly and nightmarish ridiculousness as a man
might feel who, going to bed with a full thatch of hair, confronts the morning mirror to find
himself as bald as a porcelain mandarin.

What could he do? He could not remember a time when he had not had all that he wanted. He
had never borrowed from a friend or been dunned by an importunate tradesman. And he had
never tried to earn a dollar in his life; as to current methods of making a living, he was as
ignorant as a Pueblo Indian.

What did others do? The men he knew who joked of their poverty and their debts, and whose
hilarious habit it was to picture life as a desperate handicap in which they were forever “three
jumps ahead of the sheriff”, somehow managed to cling to their yachts and their stables. Few of
his friends had really gone “smash”, and of these all but one had taken themselves speedily and
decently off. He thought of Rod Creighton, the one failure who had clung to the old life, achieving
for a transient period the brilliant success of living on his friends. When 