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THE SOUL OF SUSAN YELLAM

CHAPTER 1

MOTHER AND SON

The village church at Nether-Applewhite has been described as an interesting chapter in
ecclesiastical architecture. It stands a little apart from the cottages upon a hill which
presents something of the appearance of a tumulus. Part of the church is Norman, but to the
uninstructed the outside has been mellowed by time and weather into a charming
homogeneity. It was embellished early in the eighteenth century by the addition of a brick
tower. The inside is likely to challenge even the uncritical eye. The transept is as long as the
nave, and two large galleries arrest attention in the west end. Overlooking the chancel is the
Squire's pew, a sort of royal opera-box, provided with chairs, a table, and a fireplace, not to
mention a private entrance. Opposite to this, across the chancel, stands a three-decker
pulpit of seventeenth-century woodwork, with a fine hexagonal canopy. On the north side of
the steps to the chancel is a mutilated fifteenth-century screen.

Squire and parson can see every member of the congregation.

There are large pews in nave and transept occupied by the gentry and farmers, and many
small pews which—although the seats in the church are spoken of as "free"—have been used
habitually by certain cottagers. One of these pews in the nave was known as the Yellam pew.
Sunday after Sunday, rain or shine, Susan Yellam sat bolt upright in her pew. Her son,
Alfred, sat beside her. Mother and son were never guilty of missing a response, or of looking
behind them, or of failing to contribute something in copper to the offertory plate. If a
stranger happened to be conducting the service, and if he was so lost to a sense of duty as to
display unseemly haste, Mrs. Yellam's voice might be heard, loud and clear, setting the
proper pace. At the end of every prayer, her "Amen" came to be accepted, even by the young
and thoughtless, as a grace and benediction. Always she wore decent black, as became a
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woman who had buried—in the churchyard outside—a husband and three children. But her
Easter bonnet had a touch of mauve in it.

Her clothes were not the least part of a tremendous personality. Children believed that she
went to bed in her black gown. Authority exuded from every pore of her skin. Probably
Boadicea was cast in just such a generous mould. She possessed, as will be seen presently,
that British cocksureness which so endears us to foreigners. Her particular views upon
religion, politics, ethics and agriculture (she tended her own garden admirably)—views
constantly aired for the benefit of her neighbours—had become indurated by use. They had
stood, as she informed all and sundry, the test of time and experience. The Parson, Mr.
Hamlin, observed of her that she was temperamentally incapable of detecting the defects of
her great qualities. She supported Squire and Parson in all that they said or did, and after
the gracious lady of the manor was the most respected woman in Nether-Applewhite.

Upon a certain Sunday in June, 1914, Susan Yellam sat as usual in her pew. Across the aisle,
higher up, sat the Squire's servants, and behind them the Parson's three maids. Before the
service began, Mrs. Yellam noticed that one of the maids was a stranger and not country-
bred. The girl flaunted no finery, but the cut of her modest skirt and jacket proclaimed her
urban. Mrs. Yellam guessed that this was Mr. Hamlin's new parlourmaid from Old Sarum.
She might be described as pretty, but "peaky" and "spindling." The Squire preached
eugenics, in and out of season, and upon the subject of young females as potential mothers
Mrs. Yellam saw eye to eye with that genial autocrat. However, she consoled herself with
the reflection that Nether-Applewhite air and good plain food would accomplish a much
needed change. She hoped that the girl would not smirk or giggle if old Captain Davenant
read the lessons, an infallible test in propriety for strangers. And she wondered vaguely
what Alfred would think of her. For a season, Alfred had "walked out" with this young
woman's predecessor, a bouncing, red-cheeked lass of the village. Nothing had come of such
perambulations. Alfred was what the French term "un célebataire endurci." And he was
made extremely comfortable at home. But he had passed his thirtieth year, and of late his
mother had hinted discreetly that her cottage, larger than most, could accommodate three
persons—or more.

Her thoughts were distracted from the new parlourmaid by the arrival of the Squire and his
party. All eyes in the church were concentrated upon the Squire's only son, Lionel, who
brought with him his young wife, Joyce, the daughter of Mr. Hamlin. Mrs. Yellam knew that
this had been a love-match, brought to a happy issue against opposition. It was known, also,
that Master Lionel had left his regiment, the Rifle Brigade, and was installed as his sire's
land agent. Tongues had wagged freely concerning a young soldier's competence for such a
position. But Mrs. Yellam had firm faith in the lords of the soil. Master Lionel, in her opinion,
had done the real right thing, both in his choice of a wife and of a calling. Perhaps to her the
call of the land sounded a more clarion note than any other.

Mr. Hamlin and the choir filed in. The congregation rose. In the days of Mr. Hamlin's
predecessor, nobody budged from his comfortable seat when the parson bustled out of the
vestry. Mr. Hamlin had changed all that. He put down billing and cooing in the galleries, and
the sucking of peppermints. At first he was regarded with hostile eyes as an innovator, but
gradually it became known that he had restored forms and ceremonies which presented
definite meaning to the instructed. Villagers love forms and ceremonies when they are
discreetly led to understand them.

Old Captain Davenant read the lessons, and the new parlourmaid emerged triumphant from
the ordeal. Mrs. Yellam noticed, too, that she joined in the responses, and sang the hymns in
a modestly restrained, clear, musical voice. Later, she listened attentively to the sermon. So
far, so good. At the same time, it became obvious to the mother that her son, even more than
herself, was impressed by the deportment and behaviour of this pretty stranger. During the
psalms Alfred's eyes strayed too often across the narrow aisle, and at sounds of a soft,
beguiling voice he opened his mouth and left it open for a significant space of time.

After church, Mrs. Yellam walked home by herself, exchanging sober greetings with her
neighbours. Alfred lingered in the churchyard, as was his custom, because, being a carrier,
he captured a little extra trade thereby. Also, although a confirmed bachelor, he liked to
bandy pleasantries with the women, young and old, who were indeed his principal
customers.

Mrs. Yellam, having curtsied respectfully to the Squire and his lady, moved majestically
along the village street. As she passed the baker's a savoury odour of baked meats assailed
her nostrils. It is said that smell affects the memory potently. So long as she could
remember, Susan Yellam had connected this smell of baked meat with Divine Service. As a
child she had fetched her Sunday dinner from the grandfather of the present baker, and,
always, as a reward, her mother had given her a large lollipop. After she married, her
Sunday dinner was cooked for her in the same oven and carried to her cottage by a small
maid, who, then and there, received and consumed an immense bull's-eye. And it seemed to
Mrs. Yellam a very fitting and proper thing that on Sunday the flesh should be as adequately
nourished as the spirit. Invariably, also, on passing the baker's, she experienced a mournful
pleasure in recalling her late husband's remarkable appetite. Alfred, as a trencherman, was
no degenerate son of such a sire.

When she reached the bend of the road, which skirts the placid Avon, she saw her cottage



and smiled pleasantly. It was thatched, and on that account beloved by elderly spinsters who
drew in water-colour, and frowned upon by sanitary inspectors. The thatch, a masterpiece of
craftsmanship, surmounted whitewashed walls held together by stout oak beams black as
the Ace of Spades. Generations of Yellams had lived and died in this cottage. Some might
have lived longer—so said the sanitary inspectors—if the Avon, inconsiderate stream, had
never overflowed its banks, making thereby an island of the cottage and its garden.

She entered her house, and walked into the parlour, rarely used. Upon a round table near
the window was an immense family Bible. Mrs. Yellam placed her prayer-book beside it, and
turned to go into the kitchen, which served as a living-room for herself and her son.
Suddenly she paused, went back to the table, and opened the Bible. It had belonged to
Alfred's great-grandfather. Upon a fly-leaf were many names and dates—births, marriages
and deaths. Her eyes lingered upon Alfred's name.

Alfred Habakkuk Yellam, born November 19th, 1883.

Alfred's father had objected to the name Habakkuk. But Alfred's mother had her way. A
favourite brother had been so christened.

She closed the Book. Yes; it was fully time that Alfred should marry. She wondered what
name would be inscribed beside his.

At the kitchen door she found waiting a small Hebe carrying a beef-steak pudding in a basin
done up in a white napkin. Mrs. Yellam took the pudding from the child, placed it in the
oven, after removing the napkin, and said wonderingly:

"Whatever be you waiting for?"

Hebe grinned. Young children love old jokes. Mrs. Yellam took from a shelf a large green
bottle, shook it, and produced the expected bull's-eye. Hebe opened wide her mouth. Mrs.
Yellam popped in the sweet. Hebe raced away to her own dinner. Mrs. Yellam, holding the
bottle in her hand, stood still for a minute, watching the diminutive, diminishing figure till it
was lost to sight. Then she turned and contemplated her garden smiling beneath a June sun.
The midsummer heat still held deliciously the freshness of spring. The pervasive charm of
the glorious month was at its highest pitch. And this stout, red-cheeked woman, nearing her
sixtieth year, was subtly conscious of this, although incapable of putting thoughts into
words. But dominating her sense of the beauty of things there remained an even more
immeasurable satisfaction common to all women when they survey their belongings, great
or small, a fundamental pride in possession which Tory statesmen, denying the vote to these
supermen, have failed to take into wise account. Women are basically conservative, even the
humblest of them. They cling to property, to tradition; they love the deep lanes, the very ruts
along which they move; they clutch to their bosoms all that is truly theirs, beginning, of
course, with their own children.

At this moment, the Squire of the parish, Sir Geoffrey Pomfret, happened to be surveying his
domain as seen from his own front door. And he had less reason behind a pride in great
possession than Susan Yellam, inasmuch as his broad acres were an inheritance. Every
vegetable and flower in the Yellam garden had been planted and tended by the proprietress.
They were perfect in her eyes because of this. She had precisely the same feeling about
Alfred, her son, whom she perceived leisurely approaching the comfortable home that she
had made for him.

She went indoors and busied herself with preparations for the most substantial meal of the
week.

Alfred quickened his pace as he approached the small stable which held his two serviceable
horses and the van which plied regularly between Nether-Applewhite and Old Sarum. He,
too, on entering the stable, paused to survey his possessions, but not with the same
complacency which might have been seen upon his mother's face. Alfred loved his horses,
and his roomy van balked dearer to him than he would have cared to admit, certainly as
dear as the full-length Reynolds portrait in the dining-room of Pomfret Court was to the
Squire. Both Sir Geoffrey and he knew that portrait and van must be sacrificed upon the
altar of necessity. Sir Geoffrey needed twenty thousand pounds to reduce a crippling
mortgage; Alfred, if he intended to keep and improve a good business, must advance with
the times to the rattle of a motor. And, of late, whenever his mind had grappled with this
insistent problem, he had noticed that the old van creaked more than usual, as if in protest.

Alfred fed his horses, patted their shining necks, and went into the cottage to "clean up."
Splashing mightily, he smelt the beef-and-kidney pudding. Five minutes afterwards, Mrs.
Yellam said grace. Mother and son ate in silence till the meal was nearly over. Then Mrs.
Yellam asked a question:

"What be the name, Alferd, o' the new maid over to Vicarage?"
"Fancy Broomfield."
"Fancy! Wherever did she come by such a finical name as that?"

"T don't know, Mother."



Mrs. Yellam continued, in a slightly aggressive tone:

"I never was one to hold with queer onChristian names. It's silly, too, to call girls by names
o' flowers. Look at Lily Pavey!"

"I never do," affirmed Alfred.

"Dark-complected, and no better than she should be. An' that there Rose Mucklow—! More
like a gert carrot, seemin'ly."

Alfred, having enjoyed "advantages," did not use the dialect of Wiltshire, seldom heard now
except from the elderly villagers. As became a carrier accustomed to pick his way through
country lanes, he seldom argued with his mother, partly because he knew that her tongue
was sharper than his, partly, also, because he travelled, mentally, along lines of less
resistance. On this occasion, he said curtly:

"I like Fancy."

"The name or the maid?" asked his mother quickly.
"Both. The name seems to match the maid."

"Why, Alferd, whatever do 'ee know about her?"

"I brought her from Salisbury. A rare talker; she sat beside me, she did, and talked free and
pleasant, as—as a throstle sings."

His mother eyed him sharply. Alfred, as a rule, disdained flowers of speech. She proceeded
more warily:

"If so be as you know all about her, let's hear what's to tell. I'll say this, she behaves herself
in church."

This commendation loosened Alfred's tongue, as was intended. Very leisurely, between
immense mouthfuls of bread and cheese, he told an artless tale. Fancy, it appeared, was the
youngest daughter of a small farrier in Salisbury, and the first of three daughters to take
service. Her father enjoyed poor health. At this Mrs. Yellam sniffed. She held strong
opinions, like the Squire, upon eugenics. If put to it, she might have admitted that ill-health
was apportioned by Providence to the less deserving. Dissenters, in her experience, suffered
more from mysterious ailments than Church-people. Draughty, jerry-built Chapels were
handicraft of Satan. Alfred continued. Fancy had chosen a country place, because she was
none too robust.

"Peaky and spindlin'," remarked Mrs. Yellam. "Is her mother alive?"
"The pore soul gave up the ghost when Fancy was born."

"That's very bad, Alferd."

Alfred, no pessimist, answered cheerfully:

"Might have been worse, Mother."

"Eh?"

Alfred grinned.

"She might have died before Fancy was born, and then there'd be one pretty maid the less in
Nether-Applewhite to-day."

"Gracious! She do seem to find favour with 'ee. 'Tis wicked to wager money on't, but I'll lay a
pound o' good butter, Alferd, that you disremember Mr. Hamlin's text this marning."

"You'd win that bet, Mother. I'm bothered and moithered to death."
"About this white-faced maid, Alferd?"

"About my old van. About the horses, too. I'm far-seeing, Mother. Get that from you, I
reckon. Yesterday, in Salisbury, I did take upon myself the very hateful job of looking at a
motor-'bus."

Mrs. Yellam sighed. Fancy flew out of her capacious mind.
"What be us coming to, Alferd!"

"I don't know. But I'm always one to make a guess. My son, maybe, 'll be a carrier, like his
father and granfer before him; likely as not he'll want to sell the motor-'bus and buy a flying-
machine. We all march on and on."

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear!"

Mrs. Yellam gazed mournfully at her son. As a Christian soldier she believed devoutly in
"marching on," but such marching implied a leisurely procession, not excess speed. She
hated motors, because they rushed by, covering the foot-passengers with dust or mud
according to the season. She had, too, an inchoate aversion to all machinery, because it



minimised and mocked at human labour, which she respected inordinately. Machinery had
driven able-bodied men overseas to return no more. She had seen certain cunning
handicrafts wither and die. For instance, how many thatchers were left? Machinery, so she
believed, had raised the cost of living; machinery—the ubiquitous locomotive—linked
together disastrously town and country, filling the minds of maids with what she called
"flummery" and covering their bodies with cheap finery. Machinery, had you probed her
heart to its depths, manufactured free thought, and everything else that lured God-fearing
persons from the old ways. It was, indeed, hateful to think of her Alfred driving a motor-'bus.

She exclaimed impulsively:
"Alferd, don't 'ee sell the horses and van."

Alfred scratched his head, looking sheepishly at his mother. He understood her very well,
and shared most of her cut-and-dried opinions, cherishing even her admonitions. All his life
he had had good reason to respect and admire her sterling common sense, less rare
amongst Arcadians than is generally supposed. He replied uneasily:

"That means losing good business, Mother. Folks want more and more nowadays, and they
want it in a hurry."

"Leave well alone, Alferd."

"Suppose well can't be left alone? I ain't one to complain; I'm grateful to the Lord for His
blessings, but if another likely young feller started a motor-'bus, he'd down-scramble me."

"I allow you knows best about that."

She sighed again. He could see that she was profoundly affected. He went on very slowly,
thinking as he spoke:

"And there's others.... You rub it well into me that this cottage'd hold more than a man and
his mother. If I bring the others here, I must think of them. I'd like to do handsomely by
them as come after us. Mother," his voice trembled a little, "it's more to me than you think
for, but the old van must go. Our folk won't stay homealong. I'll do a big business carrying
people instead of parcels."

Mrs. Yellam rose.

"If you give me they others, Alferd, I'll put up with this wondersome change. God's ways be
our ways, if we look humbly into 'em. I did hear tell t'other day of a motor-hearse. Don't 'ee
carry me to my grave in one!"

Alfred solemnly reassured her, and began to fill his pipe.

As a rule, he took a Sunday nap after dinner, whilst his mother was washing up. At three, he
would stroll along the village street, combining business with pleasure, picking up gossip
and booking orders for the coming week. Later, he might walk in the park with a companion,
not always of the opposite sex. He liked a wit-sharpening talk with a man, sensible, perhaps,
that his own wits had not too sharp an edge to them. The women of the village were
unanimous in pronouncing him a true Yellam. All the men of his family were good to look on
—stoutly-built fellows, broad-sterned and broad-shouldered, slow of speech and movement,
slow, too, to wrath, patient under adversity and modest under prosperity, solid and stolid,
kind to animals and children, and racy of the soil.

Upon this particular Sunday, Alfred took the high-road earlier than usual. Fate, rather than
inclination, directed his steps towards the Vicarage. For the moment his van and a pair of
horses filled his mind. Back of these lay a pleasant wish to pass the time of day with Fancy
Broomfield. No doubt she was feeling very homesick. He wondered what she would have to
say upon the subject of motor-'buses. He divined in her a vein of sentiment, which appealed
to him the more strongly because it was absent in the red-cheeked, bouncing girl whom he
had considered, temporarily, as a future wife. From her he had escaped—thank the Lord!

Alfred reached the village in five minutes. It was a source of pride to his mother and himself
that their cottage was isolated. Such isolation carried with it a certain distinction, an
immunity from derisive comment upon the Monday's washing, and the shrill voices of
scolding wives, and the howling of babies. The Yellams' cottage always smelled sweet. There
were no neighbours to pop in at unseasonable hours to borrow unconsidered trifles which
they had no intention of returning.

Nether-Applewhite was regarded by the Squire as a model village, delightfully old-fashioned
in appearance but brought up-to-date by a judicious expenditure of time and money. The
passing traveller admired the width of the main street which meandered north and south,
following the course of the Avon. Some of the cottages had been built in the sixteenth
century, or, possibly, at an even earlier date. Some were, as obviously, modern, but not, on
that account, unpleasing to the more critical, for harmony had been aimed at and achieved.
The high note—Ila note qui chante—was the curious thatching of the roofs, some of them
miracles of cunning craftsmanship. The tiny gardens blazed with colour, because the lady of
the manor loved flowers and bestowed handsome prizes, each year, upon the most
successful of many competitors. Stocks, red-hot-pokers, larkspur, polyanthus, peonies and



dahlias caught the eye which was lured back to the humbler beauties of mignonette, forget-
me-not, love-in-idleness, and a generous profusion of roses.

Few villagers were abroad, but Alfred Yellam bagged a brace of orders and exchanged
banter with half-a-dozen young men loafing near the main bridge across the Avon. Amongst
these happened to be a soldier, looking very smart in a kilt and white spats. Soldiers were
not too highly esteemed in Nether-Applewhite. This particular specimen was the son of a
notorious poacher, and till now regarded by the fathers of the hamlet as a ne'er-do-well. To-
day, he carried himself handsomely, turning a bold, bronzed face upon all beholders. He
spoke civilly to Alfred and enquired after his mother. He had just come back from India with
his regiment, and was entertaining an appreciative audience with Eastern tales spiced like
the breezes that blow from Ceylon.

Alfred listened to him, marvelling at the change in the man. Presently, he essayed a mild
jest:

"You were a rare runner after the petticoats, Harry, but I never thought you'd live to wear
Iem.ll

Bucolic laughter greeted this sally. Harry laughed as gaily as the others.

"You may come to it, Alfred Yellam, if what I hear tell of comes true."

"And whatever might that be, Harry?"

"War, Alfred, war such as you fellers never dreamed of."

"What a tale!"

Harry surveyed the group critically:

"A bit o' drill'd make men o' some of 'ee." He broke into a lusty barrack-room ditty—

"It's One—Two—ten times a day,

And now that you 'ave got it,

Don't yer give it away—!

ONE—TWO—ten times a day,

When I was in the timid, orkard squad, boys."

Alfred said solemnly:

"I ain't one to deny that wars may come. And you were always a good fighter, Harry, but we
are men o' peace."

"Ay," said one of the group, "I never did fancy soldierin'.
Alfred said slily:

"William ain't yet forgiven a Hampshire redcoat who walked out and off, by Golly! with his
girl."

Having fired this shot, Alfred walked on. In his mind he turned over the thought of war, such
a war as he, indeed, had never dreamed of in maddest nightmare. And the words and tune of
the barrack-room ditty echoed through the cells of his brain. He wondered vaguely whether
he could stick such dire discipline—ten times a day. Wouldn't he up and smite the sergeant
to mother earth with his big fists, which clenched themselves at the mere thought of such a
treadmill? Then he reflected comfortably that England's fleet sailed gloriously between him
and such a possibility. The Squire belonged to the blue-water school. So did the Parson.
Alfred muttered to himself:

"They talk that way because they know no better, pore souls!"
A carrier had other things to worry about.

Approaching the Vicarage by the back way, he heard a woman's voice. He stood still. Tender
modulations fluttered, like doves of peace, out of the pantry window. Alfred smiled.

"'Tis she, the pretty dear! Talks and sings just like a throstle."

CHAPTER 11

FANCY BROOMFIELD

Fancy Broomfield left Salisbury for Nether-Applewhite with a heavy heart not hidden by a
pathetic smile. Possibly Alfred Yellam had a glimpse of unshed tears, when she took her
place beside him in his van. And his ears may have caught a poignant note of distress
quavering now and again beneath her prattle. Country folk are observant, although they
keep their observations to themselves. Fancy had been happy at home. When she took a
place in Salisbury, in the time-honoured Cathedral Close, she saw her people frequently. As



she moved farther from Salisbury, she was grievously conscious of what separation from her
father included. The fact that he was failing in health, and therefore in fortune, punctuated
her misgivings. Alfred won her confidence with a few curt words about her new place and its
master. He did not mention her bouncing predecessor, but he talked of the Parson and his
household with the incisive tones of one who knew. What he said was reassuring. Most
maidservants approach a new place with justifiable apprehensions concerning the mistress.
In this case there was no mistress. Possibly disagreeable fellow-servants may arouse even
livelier forebodings. A cook, for example, holds the keys of Heaven and Hell in her hands.
Fancy had envisaged an immense cook with a great red face, and a liver swollen to atrabiliar
disproportions. She was pleased to learn that the autocrat of the Parson's kitchen was not
much larger than herself and consistently amiable.

"Parson preaches against sour faces," said Alfred. "No yapping and snarling in his house.
From your looks, you ain't one to come slummicking in after hours with a silly tale about
being took all over queer when out walking."

"My! no," affirmed Fancy.

Alfred digested this in silence. Fancy had already told him much about her family, but she
had not mentioned others. Presently, Alfred said abruptly:

"Have you got a young man in Salisbury?"

Fancy laughed for the first time, a silvery trickle of laughter.
"Why should you think I have, Mr. Yellam?"

"It seems to me likely."

"Well, I am fond of one boy. He's too sweet for anything."

"Is he?"

"Yes, I'd like you to meet him. Maybe I'll show you his photograph one fine day. It's in my
trunk. He's a sailor-boy, and at sea."

"Ah. At sea, is he? My mother says that a woman is silly to marry a sailor. Why? Because, if
you love him, he is always at sea, and if you hate him, he bides at home."

Fancy laughed again.

"Then my boy, after he marries, will be always at sea. How miserable for his wife!"
"It is a fair warning."

"For me, Mr. Yellam?"

"I mean, if you marry your sailor-boy."

"But I can't marry my own dear brother."

And then Alfred laughed, Homerically.

Soon afterwards, he left her and a modest box at the Vicarage. She thanked him demurely,
asking how much she owed him. Alfred was tempted to demand a kiss in payment, but a
glance at a virginal face restrained him. He said, "One shilling, please, miss," and she
slipped the coin into his ample palm, adding: "It's a new one. That brings luck, don't it?"
Alfred indulged in no speculations on this point, but when he found himself alone, he
examined the loose change in his pocket, and picking out a new shilling, transferred it to
another pocket, wondering furtively if he were making a fool of himself. He whistled gaily as
he drove on.

Fancy was shown to a small room, which pleased her immensely, because no other maid
shared it with her. From a casemented window, she could see the park of Pomfret Court,
with its clumps of fine trees and its herds of dappled deer. She felt that she would be happy
in such a quiet place. The room was very simply but comfortably furnished, spotlessly clean
and fresh. She admired the wall-paper, white with small sprigs of pink roses on it. What a
lucky girl to have such a nice room! And, approaching the Vicarage, she had fallen in love
with the many-gabled house standing amongst beeches, a warm-looking house of time-
mellowed brick, built substantially, happily situated below the church and just above the
village. As she was unpacking, the house-maid, Molly, brought her a cup of tea. Being her
first day, Fancy was not expected to wait at dinner, but Molly told her that after dinner she
would be sent for, and that she might expect a five-minute chat with her master.

"Is he masterful?" she asked.
Molly nodded, adding confidentially:

"Such a pair of eyes as never was. Gimlets! It ain't no fun lying to him, and no use either. He
can look bang through a pore girl, and tell her what she's had for dinner."

"Oh, dear!" exclaimed Fancy.

"Don't you worry! 'Tis an easy place. No SHE poking and prying about. Only we have to be



good girls here, and then we're happy."
"I do hope I shall be happy," said Fancy, adding hastily, "I look such a fright when I ain't."

After dinner she was duly sent for, and found the Parson walking up and down his study. He
regarded her austerely, bidding her welcome to his house. Fancy noticed at once the
keenness of his glance, and the still more penetrating quality of his voice. First impressions
count enormously with sensitive creatures, and young women in Fancy's station of life are
not much concerned with shades and gradations. To most of them men are angels or devils,
black or white. Fancy had encountered what she called "devils" in Salisbury, rough fellows
with Rabelaisian jests upon their thick lips. From such she shrank instinctively. Happily for
her, she had met the other sort in and out of the Cathedral Close. Instantly, she acclaimed
Mr. Hamlin as angel, a rather terrible angel, such as she imagined Saint Michael to be,
pitiless to the wicked, smiting them hip and thigh with a flaming sword. Her second
impression, not quite so vivid, was more agreeable. The Parson's clothes were shabby, and
his study, which, indeed, reflected truthfully the man's personality, presented a somewhat
bleak aspect. It looked a workshop rather than a comfortable room. The cocoanut matting
was worn; plain deal shelves held innumerable cheaply-bound books; pamphlets were piled
upon the floor; the chairs, with one exception, were not upholstered. She blushed a little as
the thought came to her that she, the new parlourmaid, not yet in working kit, was the
smartest object in her master's room.

Mr. Hamlin asked her a few questions. Fancy had good references; she was a
Churchwoman; she had been confirmed by Sarum himself. She belonged to the Girls'
Friendly Society. Did she like her work? Yes. Mr. Hamlin smiled. For a moment Saint
Michael vanished and a less terrifying personage stood in his place.

"I like my work," said the Parson incisively. "That is a vital matter. Perhaps it is the most
vital matter in the world. Each of us has his or her work, and if we do it gladly it is well with
us. You don't look very strong."

"I'm much stronger than I look, sir."
Her soft, deprecating voice brought another smile to the Parson's lips. He said abruptly:

"Good. Women need all their strength and reserves of strength. Your work here will not be
too hard. Spare yourself whenever you reasonably can, and so you will serve me and
yourself the better. Good-night."

Fancy went away, slightly awed, but feeling much more comfortable. Before going to bed,
she wrote a short letter to her father, telling him that she liked her place. She added a
postscript: "Mr. Yellam, the carrier, was ever so kind to me."

She slept well in a comfortable bed.

She came to Nether-Applewhite on a Thursday. On the following Sunday, as Alfred Yellam
had foreseen, she was feeling homesick, because she had never failed to see her own people
on that day. After luncheon, to hearten herself up, she sang hymns in the pantry.

Her face brightened, when she perceived Alfred at the door of the pantry. After asking her
how she fared, and learning that the other maids were "out," he said, in business-like tones:

"Any orders for the carrier?"

Fancy smiled demurely. She was alone in the house. The Parson had a Children's Service at
three. She guessed that, as a rule, carriers did not call for orders at such an hour.

"Not as I know of, Mr. Yellam. Do you generally call for orders on Sunday afternoon?"

By this time she had been informed of Alfred's perambulations with her predecessor. It
might be an honoured custom in Nether-Applewhite for the carrier to walk out with the
Vicarage parlourmaid. Alfred gave a guffaw.

"Well, no; I took a notion to drop in, casual-like, to pass the time of day."
"What would the Vicar say to that?"

"Parson ain't the fearsome man you take him to be. A very human gentleman, always
welcome in our house. And I make bold to tell you that I'm heartily welcome in his."

"If that is so," said Fancy, politely, "won't you sit down, Mr. Yellam?"

She indicated a chair into which Alfred bumped massively, with the air of one not to be
budged from an impregnable position. Fancy was getting ready some dainty tea-things.

"Expecting company, miss?"
"Yes. Mr. Lionel Pomfret and Mrs. Pomfret. A nice tea. Master's orders."

Alfred nodded. He eyed Fancy with ever-increasing approval. A black gown, with snowy
apron, bib, and cap, became her admirably. Beneath the cap her soft brown hair lay in
shining ripples; the bib lent extra fulness to a too thin bosom; her big hazel eyes sparkled
with animation; her pale cheeks had a tinge of pink in them. Alfred contrasted her delicate



features with the exuberant comeliness of the late parlourmaid. Charm was not a word very
distinctly defined in his vocabulary. But he became conscious of Fancy's charm, although he
would have called it by another name. Certainly she was sweetly pretty, like a rose-leaf
which a rough wind might blow away. More than aught else, too, he was struck by her little
hands, which moved deftly and swiftly. He made sure that she was a good needlewoman.
Such hands could make light pastry. All this pleased him tremendously. Fancy prattled on
about the company expected, telling Alfred what he knew already, but he listened in silence,
captivated by her voice. She cut dexterously some thin slices of brown bread-and-butter, as
she spoke of the love-match between Squire's son and Parson's daughter.

"I am looking forward to waiting on them," she declared.
"Yes—a very handsome, notable couple. Squire'll be a granfer before he knows where he is."
"What things you do say, Mr. Yellam!"

"Ah-h-h! In my common way, I say what I think, never meaning offence, particularly to young
maids, but 'tis a fact Sir Geoffrey is fair aching for grandchildren, the more the merrier.
'"Twould be terrible if his house and lands passed to some measly next-of-kin. But we won't
think of that."

"No. Not yet, at any rate."

Alfred felt reproved but not disconcerted. It might be politic to change the talk to motor-
'buses, so he said abruptly:

"I'm in a fair sweat, Miss Fancy."

"Mercy me! Shall I fetch you a glass of water?"

"Figure of speech, miss. It's like this, if you'll excuse me talking of my own affairs."
"Why, I like that. It's so—so friendly of you, Mr. Yellam."

"I'm standing betwixt the devil and the deep sea."

"Well, I never!"

He gazed so earnestly at Fancy that she wondered if she were the deep sea, and that the
devil was an allusion to the late parlourmaid. Alfred continued:

"The world, miss, goes round and round for true lovers, but it don't stand still for anybody,
leastways not for carriers. We must push along with the times, eh?"

He glanced at her anxiously. She was quick to perceive that he wanted counsel and much
flattered thereby. She eyed him as keenly as he, just now, had eyed her. Being so frail and
attenuated herself, his massive form and square head attracted her strangely. She admired
his big chin and too heavy nose. And her eyes lingered with appreciation upon the bulging
biceps and deltoids shewing strongly beneath his thin summer jacket. What a sad pity that
her dear father had not been cast in such a mould! To his anxious question, she replied with
a little bob of her head.

"My father and granfer were carriers before me. Van and horses was good enough for them.
And good enough for me, too. It tears me to scrap 'em."

"Scrap them?"

"Ay. When you go back home, how'd it suit you to ride in a motor-'bus?"
"It would be grand," said Fancy.

Alfred rubbed his hands; his red face beamed.

"Dang me, if that don't put the lid on it."

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Yellam?"

"I was half hoping you'd say what you did. Yes—it would be grand. A nice 'bus—red and
yaller—'d make the neighbours yap a bit. Do you know what they call my old van?"
"It's a nice comfortable van."

"So 'tis. But would-be funny folks call it 'Flash o' Lightnin'.
Fancy laughed. Alfred decided that it was a treat to hear her laugh.
"Are you angry with me for laughing?"

"Lord—no! A laugh like yours warms the cockles of my heart. Laugh away, miss. All the
same, there's a meaning in what neighbours say. I do move slow, when I've a load. And in
winter-time, when roads are heavy, I just crawl along. You're right. A motor-'bus is grand.
And I can pay cash for one, I can."

He spoke with pride, opening his large hands. Fancy, having finished cutting the bread-and-
butter, sat down opposite to Alfred. With some difficulty he mastered the impulse to invite



this bird-like creature to perch on his knee. Her air of aloofness both pleased and
exasperated him. She sat very still, with her hands folded upon her lap, just as good girls sat
in church. Alfred talked with gusto about motor-'buses.

"Can you drive a motor?" asked Fancy, when he paused to mop his forehead with a huge red
bandana.

"No, miss. But if I say it as shouldn't, I can do most anything when I try. They'll teach me in
Salisbury—free, gratis and for nothing, if I buy the 'bus."

"I do hope you'll be careful, Mr. Yellam."

Alfred was delighted at this mark of solicitude. For the moment nothing more was to be said.
He searched his mind for another suitable topic of conversation. Already he had decided to
ask Fancy to walk out with him, but he feared a rebuff. It was "up" to him to shew her his
paces. Any premature love-making might be disastrous. Nevertheless, it behoved him to
waste no time in making himself agreeable. Half-a-dozen likely young fellows would be
fluttering about Fancy before the week was out. First come, first served. He essayed a fresh
flight:

"Coming through village, miss, I met a soldier—'No Account Harry' we used to call him. Back
from the Indies, and spruced up wonderful."

Fancy exhibited lively interest.

"A soldier, Mr. Yellam! I do like soldiers, because—because——" Her voice melted on a
silence; her cheeks shewed a deeper pink.

"Do tell, miss. Why do you like—soldiers?"

"You'll think me such a silly."

"Not me. I'm no mumbudgetter. What you tell me I'll keep to myself."

Her eyes dwelt steadily on his. In a lower voice, she asked:

"Do you believe in fortune-telling, Mr. Yellam?"

"I don't know as I do. But I don't know as I don't."

"I do. And—maybe the Vicar wouldn't like this—I can tell fortunes myself with cards."
"Well, I never!"

"Yes. About three months ago, a lady came to Salisbury and lodged near us. She told
fortunes with cards; she taught me. She didn't do it for money. Now, if you laugh, I'll never
forgive you...."

Alfred became portentously solemn.

"The lady told me that I should marry a soldier."

Alfred looked perturbed, but his shrewd sense sustained him.
"Did she? Likely as not she'd seen you walking out with one."
"I have never walked out with a soldier."

Alfred looked unhappy. He thought of the well-set-up Highlander. He beheld Fancy hanging
on his arm, gazing upward into a bronzed, devil-may-care face, listening to strange tales of
the Orient. Jealousy ravaged him. His dejection deepened when he discovered that his
tongue had lost the trick of speech. He yearned to speak lightly and facetiously about
soldiers. But he could think of nothing better than this:

"Soldiers are soldiers."

Fancy read him easily. Her father distrusted soldiers, who loved and ran away. He had
warned her against their beguilements. But Fancy had read English history, more
intelligently than most girls of similar upbringing. She knew what soldiers had done for
England. Also, she had eye for a bit of colour. Soldiers appealed to her imagination. She put
sailors first, the jolly tars. Tommy came next, with his swagger cane, his jaunty walk, and his
cap cocked on one side, shewing a "quiff" beneath.

"Why do men, like you, Mr. Yellam, despise soldiers?"

Alfred wriggled, impaled upon this barbed hook. He had wit enough to realise that serious
issues impended. He might easily offend Fancy. And no answer rose pat to his tongue. Why
did he despise soldiers? He was too honest to deny the indictment. Yes; he did despise
soldiers. He answered stolidly:

"There are soldiers and soldiers. 'Tis sober truth, miss, that the best men in these parts don't
enlist. The pay is bad, and the work hard. The wrong 'uns take the shilling only when they're
driven to it. It may be different in Salisbury."

"I don't know that it is. I can understand why men like you, Mr. Yellam, don't enlist. Why



should you? But that doesn't change my feelings about soldiers. Whatever they may have
been, whatever they are, I think of this: At any moment, with their hard work, with their
poor pay, they may be called upon to give their lives for—us."

Her soft voice faltered. Perhaps Alfred was already in love. He may have been. When her
voice failed, and he beheld her for the first time as a woman of sensibilities, tender for
others, pleading for the less fortunate, all that was best in him leaped into being. Nothing
but his disability to find words for his thoughts prevented him from avowing his feelings. He
realised instantly that here sat the girl for him, the wife he wanted. His experiments in
courtship, if you could term it that, confirmed his conviction that he had remained single so
long simply because Fancy was waiting for him. She was absolutely right because the others
had been as absolutely wrong.

"That's true," he heard himself saying.

Fancy went on in a livelier tone:

"Have you read Kipling, Mr. Yellam?"

"I seem to have heard tell of Mr. Rudyard Kipling in the newspapers."
"T want to tell you what he said about soldiers."

She quoted slowly:

"It's Tommy this, and Tommy that, and Tommy—go away!
But it's—Thank you, Mr. Atkins, when the band begins to play."

Alfred was visibly impressed. He recalled the Highlander's words about war, such a war as
he had never dreamed of. What if the band did begin to play? More, it surprised him that
Fancy should quote Kipling. Obviously, she had enjoyed educational advantages denied to
him. She spoke like the quality. He began to measure the distance between them, conscious
of shrinkage in himself. To gain time he repeated her last words:

"When the band begins to play! 'No Account Harry' spoke of that, yes, he did. But war is for
kings and potentates, not for us. As I came along river, I says to myself: "We have peace
here, glory be to our noble Fleet!" It gives me a mort of comfort thinking of our mighty ships.
And I remember what Parson said not so long ago. 'You working-men,' he says, 'are the
backbone of England.' And, by Golly! I stiffened myself accordingly."

Fancy smiled, and said no more. She glanced at the pantry clock. Alfred rose. His face was
redder than usual, as he held out his hand. It consoled him mightily to reflect that "No
Account Harry," by virtue or vice of an unsavoury record, would hardly dare to stick his tip-
tilted nose into the Vicarage.

"So long, Miss Fancy. Would it be called presumption, if I made so bold as to ask you to take
the air with me next Sunday? 'Tis wonderful pretty in the Park, and I'd like to shew you the
fat bullocks."

Fancy blushed, for he was squeezing her small hand.
"I should like it very much," she replied simply.

Alfred asked for no more, wise man! He had squeezed her hand, and she had not resented it,
although her slim fingers lay calm and cool within his ardent clasp. She accompanied him to
the back door. In the lapel of his jacket Alfred sported one of his mother's roses. He
presented it to Fancy in silence—and fled. As he passed into the park, intending to map out a
pilgrimage for the following Sunday, he thought complacently:

"I'm a forcible man. Neighbours say that, and 'tis so. She's a dinky maid, bless her!"

With eager strides he mounted the gentle slope of the long escarpment between Pomfret
Vicarage and Pomfret Court, keeping to the right of the main drive. The path he followed
meandered through a plantation. Suddenly, he caught a glimpse of a pair of lovers strolling
arm in crook, with love in their eyes and laughter on their lips. He recognised Lionel
Pomfret and his bride. Alfred plunged into the hazels and let them pass. When the coast was
clear he took the path again, skirting the Court and the Home Farm, and, ultimately,
debouching upon the downs. Warmed by his walk, he removed his hat and fanned himself
with it. Then he sat down and let his eyes wander across the landscape.

How fair it was upon that midsummer's afternoon!

A soft haze slightly obscured the water meadows. Through it he could see the Avon, a silvery
riband. In the far distance the finest spire in the world soared into palely blue skies. The
breeze from the land had died down. Presently the breeze from the sea would stir,
tremulously, the grasses at his feet. Sheep were grazing hard by. Some of them rested in the
shade of the yews which fringed the top of the down. Immediately below him stretched the
park. Under the clumps of beeches stood the fallow deer. Beyond were the lawns of Pomfret
Court, flanked by ancient elms and oaks and horse-chestnuts. Between the masses of
translucent foliage, the facade of the house glowed faintly red as if the sunbeams
penetrating the bricks during nearly four hundred years were now radiating from them.



All this to Alfred—and to how many others—was the outward and visible sign of peace, a
peace sanctified by time and the labour of countless hands. That such a peace could be
imperilled passed the understanding of wiser men than the carrier. Surely it would endure
till the end, till eternity.

For ever and ever—Amen!

CHAPTER III

INTRODUCING MRS. MUCKLOW

Susan Yellam rarely left her cottage, and, during week-days, was not too cordial to chance
visitors. On Sunday afternoon, however, she was at home to friends, and hospitably glad to
offer them the best cup of tea in Nether-Applewhite, and some hot buttered toast which
waited for nobody. If a too nice stomach disdained buttered toast, the pangs of hunger could
be alleviated with bread and honey (from the hives in the garden) or bread and jam (of Mrs.
Yellam's own making). A rich cake was in cut.

Mrs. Yellam had been a Mucklow. And her favourite brother, Habakkuk, had married a
Rockley—all of Nether-Applewhite. Mrs. Mucklow generally dropped in on Sunday
afternoons, bringing a grievance with her. The Mucklows had not prospered like the Yellams
and Rockleys. And this was the more remarkable because the Mucklow men were fine
upstanding fellows, reasonably sober, and God-fearing Churchgoers. The ancients of the
village affirmed that the brains of the family had been served out in one lump, and given to
Susan Yellam.

Upon the Sunday following Alfred's visit to the Vicarage, Mrs. Mucklow, wearing black silk
and a bonnet, dropped into the cottage. She was taller than her sister-in-law, and very thin.
Invariably she disagreed with everything said by Mrs. Yellam, and yet, oddly enough, the
two women remained friends, partly because Susan believed devoutly in the ties of blood,
and partly because Jane's rather fatuous contradictions shed searchlights upon Susan's
commonsense. Wisdom is comfortably bolstered by the folly of others.

"Well, Jane, how be you?"

Mrs. Mucklow answered dolorously:

"T be no better than I was las' Sunday."
"That's bad."

"No, it ain't. I expected to be worse. Very soon I shall be lying along o' Mother. She suffered
wi' her innards, pore soul, just as I do."

"She got comfort out of it, too, just as you do, dear. Sit you down, and let's hear the news."

Jane Mucklow sighed, and sat down. Unlike her sister-in-law, she strayed daily into the
cottages of her neighbours, picking up gossip, and repeating it with embellishments of her
own. As she removed white cotton gloves, she said sharply:

"I want your news first, Susan."

"But I haven't any, Jane; nothing, that is to say, which you don't well know already."
"Maybe. But I wanted it from your own lips."

"Bless the woman! Whatever do 'ee want?"

"What you prides yourself on giving—information. Don't sit there so genteel, and pretend to
me that you don't know what your Alferd be up to this very minute!"

"I don't—and nor do you."

"Yas, I do. Your Alferd was over to Vicarage las' Sunday. To-day, he's traipsin' the Park with
Miss Fancy Broomfield."

From her pronunciation of the name, it was quite evident that the young person in question
was not what diplomats call gratissima to Mrs. Mucklow. And the sniff that followed was
aggressive. Mrs. Yellam poured out a large cup of tea with an impassive face. Inwardly, she
winced. Alfred had kept his plans to himself, doing so, moreover, in accordance with advice
well rubbed into him ever since he had affairs of his own to attend to. But a mother—and
such a mother—might be deemed an exception to a golden rule. Mrs. Yellam said calmly:

"Is he? Who is your Rose walking out wi'?"

The question was ungrammatical and unkind. Rose, large, plain, and red-headed, sighed for
swains who did not walk out with her. She might have been comfortably married to Alfred at
this minute. The older families in Nether-Applewhite fancied intermarriage, much to the



exasperation of Sir George Pomfret. And so far—the stock being exceptionally sound—no
great evil had come of this. Within the year Prudence Rockley had married her first cousin.
In Mrs. Mucklow's opinion marriages between near of kin were preferable to alliances with
outsiders. Town girls, she regarded, not without reason, as hussies.

"My Rose be a good girl, and well you knows it."

"Maybe you have something agen this Fancy Broomfield? If so, Jane, out wi' it."
"Townbred girls be all alike."

Mrs. Yellam replied tranquilly:

"I bain't an upholder o' they, but I keep faith in my Alferd's good sense and judgment. He's
walked out wi' a baker's dozen o' maids afore this 'un, and why not? I've allers told Alferd to
pick an' choose."

Mrs. Mucklow attacked the buttered toast almost viciously.
"'Tis true, I suppose, that his father's van ain't good enough for your son?"

Inwardly Mrs. Yellam winced again. Alfred had made his decision "on his own." But she
answered as tranquilly as before:

"Seemin'ly it ain't. God A'mighty knows what us be coming to, and He don't tell. As a
Christian woman I bows afore Him."

Poor Mrs. Mucklow, continually contrasting the prosperity of Alfred with the ill-luck, as she
deemed it, of her own three sons, sniffed again. Not long since the three Mucklows had
contemplated emigration to Canada. They had been anchored in Nether-Applewhite by Mr.
Fishpingle, sometime butler to Sir Geoffrey, now bailiff at the Home Farm. They happened
to pursue avocations such as hurdling, spar-making, hedging and ditching, which were
precariously dependent upon a demand that varied tremendously, a demand that, year by
year, shewed inexorable signs of failing. And Mrs. Mucklow was uneasily conscious that her
sons' ill luck was regarded by her sister-in-law as part of a Divine dispensation. In the same
complacent spirit the good-luck of Alfred became, in Susan Yellam's eyes, a mark of Divine
favour. It may be imagined how this rankled in the heart of a woman who held herself to be
as good a Christian as her neighbours, and perhaps better. Mrs. Mucklow retorted tartly:

"You be allers shovin' your Christian feelin's down our throats, Susan. But I say this—you
ain't been tried as I hev."

Mrs. Yellam dealt with this drastically.

"I be thankful for God's mercies. I might be less thankful if so be as I mixed up my victuals
as you do. Faith in A'mighty God have more to do wi' the stomach than most folks think on.
As for being tried—I tend four graves in churchyard to your one."

Mrs. Mucklow's small beady eyes softened.

"Yas—you've had your sore trials, Susan. And the graves be a credit to 'ee. But I've said it
afore, and I say it again, small fam'lies make for righteousness. Keepin' my childern in shoe-
leather alone took a deal o' saintliness out o' me. Be that cake?"

"I hopes so. Have a slice?"
"Your rich cake allers lies heavy on my pore stomach, but 'twould be ungenteel to refuse."
Mrs. Yellam cut a large slice. As Mrs. Mucklow consumed it, Mrs. Yellam said impressively:

"T'll tell 'ee something, Jane, as betwixt us two. I ain't one to brag unduly, and 'tis true that I
be proud o' my Christian feelings. For why? Because, long ago, I come mighty near to losing
Iem.ll

Mrs. Mucklow gasped; a piece of cake stuck in her throat.
"I never did! Come near to losin' 'em, did 'ee?"
"Yas." Mrs. Yellam's voice became solemn. "When I buried my pore husband...."

"That was a rare funeral, Susan. Squire and my lady there, flowers from the Hall, a very
moving set-out. Was I interrupting of 'ee?"

"You was, Jane, but never mind. As I laid my husband to rest, I says to myself: 'The Lard
gave and the Lard ha' taken away.""

"Very proper."

"The pore man suffered so bad with rheumatics that it seemed God's mercy to take 'un. He'd
no pleasure in life onless he were talking of his aches and pains. And allers the misery o'
telling me what he'd like to eat an' drink—and couldn't. That fair tore him, and me. He was a
rare doer, like Alferd. When he was taken, I did not rebel."

Mrs. Mucklow was so interested that she suspended operations with the cake, awaiting the
climax of an astounding tale, arrested by a strange expression upon her sister-in-law's face.



The pupils of Mrs. Yellam's eyes seemed to contract; her lips became set. She continued
very impressively:

"When my children died, 'twas different. Seemed to me like as if I was buryin' part o' myself.
"Twere bad enough when the two boys went, but when Lizzie sickened, my own lil' maid,
why then, Jane, I did rebel."

"And no wonder!"

"I watched her slippin' away, and I says, 'No more churchgoin'.
Mrs. Mucklow repeated the words:

"No more churchgoing—! That, from you? I be shaken to my beam ends."
Mrs. Yellam went on, in the same cold, incisive voice:

"We be told, Jane, that the Lard chastens him whom He loves, but we read elsewhere in the
holy Book that He chastises them as He hates. When Lizzie died I'd the blasphemeous notion
that God A'mighty hated me. And then my faith went a-flutterin' out o' winder. I lay in bed
two Sundays, because I dassn't go into my pew. I never spoke to nobody. Yas—I lay abed,
fighting Satan. He tempted me rarely."

Mrs. Mucklow nodded.

"Ah-h-h! You be tellin' a wondersome tale, Susan. Satan nearly had me, near as no matter,
when I was a maid. He came gallivantin' along in a red coat...."

"A soldier?"

"No, a fox-hunting young gentleman. 'Tis a subject I don't care to think about. How did
Satan tempt you, Susan?"

"Wi' a brandy-bottle. It stood there makin' eyes at me...."

"For all the world like my young gentleman."

"What saved you, Jane?"

"I dunno'. It might ha' been God A'mighty's grace. It might ha' been fear o' consequences.'

"Them two things saved me, Jane. But I calls it one thing. God A'mighty's grace made both
on us think o' consequences. I says to myself: 'What will Alferd do if his mother don't go
churchalong? What'll happen to him, if his mother be known as a drunkard?' And, there and
then, Jane, my pore faith come a-flutterin' back, a-shaking its feathers, like a hen after a
storm o' rain. And the storm was over, too. It's been warm and sunny for me ever since. Now
you know why I be proud o' my Christian feelings."

Mrs. Mucklow nodded and finished her cake. She had begun her second cup of tea, when
steps were heard upon the stone flags which led from the front wicket to the back door.

"'"Tis Alferd," said Mrs. Yellam.
"And Miss Fancy Broomfield," added Jane Mucklow. "Come to ask your blessing, Susan."
"Fiddle!" replied Mrs. Yellam sharply.

Within a minute, however, it became plain that Alfred wanted nothing more exciting than a
cup of tea for himself and his companion. They had climbed to the top of the down, after
visiting Mr. Fishpingle at the Home Farm. Miss Broomfield, formally presented to the elder
women and as formally received, looked pale and tired. Possibly, she divined hostility the
more penetrating because suppressed. Mrs. Yellam said magnificently:

"Please excuse me for welcoming you, Miss Broomfield, in my kitchen."
Fancy smiled.
"What a pretty kitchen!"

The kitchen—as Mrs. Yellam was complacently aware—deserved the adjective. It boasted,
what is never found in modern cottages, an open hearth and ingle-nook. Hams and flitches
of bacon were smoked in the wide chimney. After such treatment, the hams were hung in a
row from a big black beam. By the side of the hearth stood a small stove large enough to
bake modest joints. The window, with diamond-paned casements, was deeply recessed, with
a red-cushioned seat running round it. The dresser, opposite to the hearth, exhibited pewter
and some willow-pattern pottery. Upon the oak panelling on each side of the hearth hung
gleaming brass, including an immense warming-pan. The table in the middle of the room had
been stoutly built of deal. Removing the table-cloth, you would have seen a surface scrubbed
white as the linen cloth. Along the window-sill were pots of geraniums. Even Mrs. Mucklow
admitted that Queen Mary could eat her dinner off the red tiles of the floor.

Mrs. Yellam nodded. Alfred brought a chair for Fancy, but she declared her intention of
sitting upon one of two stools against the wall.

To her amazement, Alfred said sharply:



"Don't sit on that!"

"Why ever not, Mr. Yellam?"

"'Tis a coffin stool."

Fancy sat down upon the chair he placed for her. Mrs. Mucklow said mournfully:
"I wonders, Susan, why you keep they stools in your kitchen."

"And so do I," added Alfred.

Mrs. Yellam answered simply:

"They mind me, Alferd, that in the midst o' life we be wise to think, now and again, o' death.
Will you remove your hat, Miss Broomfield?"

Fancy did so, slipping off her gloves first. Mrs. Yellam frightened her a little. Not quite at
ease, she minded her table manners, and behaved with a gentility quietly noted and silently
commended by the elder women. On such occasions, when a stranger happened to be
present, Mrs. Yellam loved to lead the talk, choosing a subject likely to improve the minds of
her listeners. The captious may regard this as an unpleasing trait. Mrs. Yellam believed that
it was more blessed to give than to receive instruction. But, listening to Parson or Squire,
she imbibed such wisdom as fell from their august lips with an attention and an intelligence
which she exacted from others when she held the floor. Her first duty, as hostess, was to see
that her guest made a good tea, the sort of tea, obviously, that she did not get at home.
Fancy, however, trifled with her food, being overtired, and positively refused to eat cake.
Mrs. Yellam said majestically:

"My son tells me that you be a reader, Miss Broomfield."
"I like books," replied Fancy. "I have not read many, Mrs. Yellam."

"I don't hold wi' reading," observed Mrs. Mucklow; "leastways, not for pore folks as has no
time to waste."

This was a sly thrust at Susan Yellam, one of the few villagers who took in and read a
halfpenny paper.

"Nor do I, Jane, for such as you means. Parson says you find in a book just what you bring to
‘un. There's folks in Nether-Applewhite as brings nothing, nothing at all."

Mrs. Mucklow helped herself to a second slice of cake. Alfred lit his pipe, hoping that Fancy
would stand her ground when his mother opened fire. Mrs. Yellam smiled graciously at her
guest. She might be "spindling," but she looked intelligent. Nevertheless, she distrusted
intelligence in very young women. Undisciplined, it might turn a modest maid into a militant
suffragette. From all such, Good Lord, deliver us! A Nether-Applewhite girl, at the head of
her class in school, had joined the Salvation Army, and now banged a tambourine in
Southampton. Sometimes she wondered whether her own Lizzie mightn't have turned out a
handful. Such a possibility almost resigned her to the loss of a child very precocious and
with a strong will of her own. You will understand the temperament and character of Susan
Yellam better if you grasp the fact that she endeavoured, habitually, to explain the
mysterious workings of Providence both to herself and to her neighbours. She had been a
devoted wife and mother, but, marking as she did the disconcerting changes in young
women of her acquaintance, she was forced to the conclusion that many mothers profited by
losing their prayers. God Almighty knew best. She addressed Fancy again:

"You live in Salisbury?"

"I do, Mrs. Yellam."

"My son tells me that there be many radicals in the town."
"I daresay."

"Be you true blue or yaller?"

"I don't quite understand."

"Be you Conservative or Radical?"

"My father is a Liberal."

Alfred looked uneasy. As a carrier, seeking business where he could find it, and dealing
impartially with all, he eschewed politics, and deprecated the discussion of controversial
themes. He would have been amazed had a stranger informed him that his outlook on life
was panoramic in comparison with his mother's. Coming to the rescue of Fancy, he said
encouragingly:

"So is Mr. Hamlin. He ain't the worse parson for that. As Mother knows."
Mrs. Yellam nodded. A slight acerbity informed her voice as she answered her son:

"Mr. Hamlin be a good man in parish, Alferd. 'Tis a square sound peg in a square hole. And I



say this for 'un. He don't talk politics wi' me."
Mrs. Mucklow interpolated slily:
"Ah-h-h! Parson be a wise man too."

Mrs. Yellam ignored this superbly. She looked at Alfred, but her remarks were addressed to
Fancy.

"We all knows that Mr. Hamlin is Radical, and 'tis a sore point wi' Squire and many others. I
hold wi' the old ways, I do. I've no patience wi' mischief-makers, a-settin' class agen class,
stirrin' up strife, and a-puttin' beggars on horseback. As for they jumped-up folks, sanding
their sugar yesterday an' to-day peacocking along pretending to be quality, I fair hates the
sight o' 'em. I wouldn't let a maid o' mine take service wi' such. All this talk about equality
be foolish and contrary to Scrupture. There be gentle, and simple, rich and pore. And I takes
it that pore means more nor poverty—pore o' purse, pore o' mind, pore o' body...."

"And poor of soul," said Fancy.

Mrs. Yellam turned sharply. But there was no offence in the girl's quiet voice. She lay back
in her chair, listening attentively, obviously interested. Mrs. Yellam nodded.

"And pore o' soul. You don't look, Miss Broomfield, as if you was ashamed o' service."
"I ain't," said Fancy.

"And I reckons you hold wi' me that folks should rest content in their proper station o' life,
eh?"

Fancy answered politely:
"I heard a sermon preached on that in our cathedral.”
"Did 'ee now?"

"Yes. Till I heard that sermon, Mrs. Yellam, I was never quite able to understand about doing
my duty in that state of life unto which it should please God to call me."

"'Tis plain as plain to me," said Mrs. Yellam.

Fancy hesitated. She desired to please Alfred's mother. She was quick to realise how easily
she might displease her. Being innately sincere, she continued bravely:

"It seemed to me to be wrong not to want to better oneself, to rise higher...."
As she paused, at a loss for words, Mrs. Mucklow interrupted with a hard laugh.
"Right or wrong, we all feels that way. Susan Yellam don't fancy motors, but she'd like to

ride in her carriage an' pair, and would too, if so be as a convict uncle from Australia left her

a fortin'.
Alfred said uneasily:

"Now, Aunt Jane, you know we ain't got convict uncles t'other side of the world. What will
Miss Broomfield be thinking of us?"

To his astonishment and delight Fancy, not his mother, answered Mrs. Mucklow.

"But that is what the preacher made so plain and comfortsome. He said that we were not to
be content with the station to which we might be born, but content in that unto which God
might call us. He might call us to a higher position, or to a lower. He might give carriages
and horses, or take them away."

Her gentle voice, so persuasive, so sincere, carried with it an extraordinary conviction. This
simple explanation of a text familiar to anybody who has learnt the Catechism became
instantly adequate.

Mrs. Yellam, quite as sincere as Fancy, said quickly:

"'Tis true. I never thought on't just that way. And 'tis fair, too. Let God's Will be done,
whate'er betide." Her face brightened. She said almost joyously: "I shall ride in Alferd's new
motor-'bus wi' proper pride now, feeling sure that God A'mighty called me to do so."

Alfred beamed. Fancy, he perceived, had "made a hit." It might be prudent to take her away,
and run no risks. If he and she resumed their walk, the elder women would discuss her
handsomely. A favourable first impression might become indelible. He got up:

"If you feel good and ready, Miss Broomfield, we might take the road again."

"She be tired out," declared Mrs. Yellam. "Anybody but a man'd see that. You let Miss
Broomfield bide along wi' us, Alferd; she can bide so long as she's a mind to."

This was disconcerting both for Alfred and Fancy. Happily for them, Mrs. Mucklow espied an
opening for contradiction. She exclaimed derisively:

"What a notion, askin' a young maid to bide along wi' two old women, when every bird i' the



trees is a-singing to his mate. But 'tis true, Miss Broomfield be leg-weary, after climbing our
hills. Take her down river, Alferd. Do 'ee borrow the miller's boat."

"That I will," said Alfred. "And glad he'll be to oblige me, too. Come on, miss. 'Tis only a step
to the mill."

The pair vanished. The elder women looked at each other.
Mrs. Mucklow said slowly:

"I be flambergasted, Susan."

"So be I."

"A very pretty, modest maid."

"Alferd might do worse; I allows that."

"So do I, Susan."

Mrs. Yellam hesitated, and then said slowly:

"Alferd be fair daffy about her, that's a fact. Miffed as I may well be at his choosin' a
sweetheart who looks, seemin'ly, as if a puff o' wind'd blow her bang out o' parish, I sticks to
what I says, the boy might ha' done worse."

"Boy, indeed! He be a man."

"'Tis true. And the multiplication-table, one might say, be made for him rather than her.
Alfred did tell me las' night that an auntie, on her mother's side, bore twins twice. But as to
that, we women be all in God A'mighty's hands."

"Then Alferd have told 'ee as he wants her?"
"Don't 'ee repeat it. He have."

"Then he'll get her. A big strong feller like that feels wonnerful cuddlesome when he comes
acrost they delicate, abstemious females. 'Tis as sartain as we be sitting here that he'll put
the question in his own good time."

Mrs. Yellam sighed.
"We be on the skirts o' great happenings. If 'tis the Lard's Will, I have nothing to say."

CHAPTER IV

LE PAYS DU TENDRE

During the month that followed, Fancy was very happy. Time stands still for true lovers. Past
and future seem immensely remote; the present, with its rosy hours, holds captive the happy
prisoners. Alfred, it is true, had not yet put his fate to more than the touch. He had encircled
a slender waist with a reassuringly strong arm—no more. Being a Yellam and a carrier, he
disdained haste. Fancy was well content to stroll arm in crook towards the altar. Indeed,
upon more than one occasion she had checked Alfred when about to explode into speech.
Behind this procrastination lay a maiden's quickening sense of the passion she had
provoked. Men whom she regarded as "devils" had accused her of being prim and cold. She
happened to be neither, but it delighted her to think that she inspired restraint in her lover,
that he treated her with a delicacy less rare in big strong men than is generally supposed.
His dry humour appealed to her, and the rude Doric of this remote Wiltshire village brought
many a smile to lips that grew redder as kissing-time drew near. As yet Alfred had not kissed
her, although he had kissed the others many times. She gleaned this information from her
fellow-maids, who were very sympathetic and, apparently, more impatient for a satisfactory
consummation than the protagonists themselves.

Meanwhile, Alfred was learning how to drive a motor, and becoming acquainted, very slowly
but surely, with the "insides" of the great beast. Already he regarded it as human, and of the
same sex as Fancy. He would say:

"She was ramping and roaring yesterday afternoon and spitting black smoke at me. But
when I coax her, she purrs sweet as any pussy-cat."

Lively chaff was exchanged between the lovers upon fortunes told by real ladies, which
turned out wrong. Fancy, however, still pinned her faith to an old pack of cards in her
possession, and to appease her Alfred began to speak of himself as a soldier. When Fancy
confided this to Molly, she said maliciously: "Soldier, eh? Well, he ain't one o' the 'onward'
sort, is he?" Fancy divined that Alfred would speak when the motor-'bus was delivered; and
there were moments when she asked herself anxiously which of the two "hers" he loved the
better.



Toward the end of July, her mind was set at rest upon this point. After the first walk to the
downs, Alfred discovered that Fancy tired easily, although her alert little mind remained
active and indefatigable. His own brains moved slowly; frequently he was unable to follow
the maid's divagations and speculations. For example, he had asked her soberly what she
intended to mean by the expression a "poor soul," an expression used by him in an entirely
different sense.

"You came nigh upsetting Mother," he told her. "Dang me, if she didn't think 'twas a biff at
her."

"I meant a lean soul."
"Whatever may that be, dear?"

Always, when these problems presented themselves for solution, Fancy would hesitate and
blush a little, which hugely delighted Alfred, who set himself the pleasant task of framing
questions during his drives to and from Salisbury to be answered on the next Sunday.

Having taken time to collect her powers of speech, Fancy said solemnly:
"Some rich people as well as poor have lean souls."

"Rich people? Do you know any rich people?"

"No, but David says so."

"David? You don't mean David Mucklow? He's a pore soul, sure enough."

"I was speaking of King David, who wrote the Psalms. When people's bodies wax fat with
riches, their souls grow lean."

Alfred nodded, feeling slightly uncomfortable. He weighed an honest fifteen stone.
"Ah-h-h! They wax so fat that they stick in the Narrer Gate?"

"Yes; I suppose so."

Alfred considered this, frowning. Then his face brightened.

"T see you slipping through that Gate like a lozenge."

"Oh, please don't say that! 'Tis a figure of speech, Mr. Yellam. Thin people may have lean
souls. I sometimes think that my soul is lean, when I lie awake thinking of—of——"

"Of what, dear?"

"Of myself, and what I want for myself."
"What do you want?"

"Lots and lots of things."

She evaded further questions, arousing a keener curiosity. Her elusiveness frightened him.
He couldn't understand anybody lying awake after an honest day's toil. He tried to picture
her lying sleepless, with her luminous eyes gazing into the darkness. Did she think of him?
Did she really want him as he wanted her? The mere thought of her frail little body aroused
a strange reverence. His mother was right. A puff of wind would blow her out of parish, blow
her out of sight, blow her bang through the Narrow Gate. And feeling this, with the
stabbing, ever-recurring reflection that she was the least fleshly of mortal women whom he
knew, he would not willingly have added half a cubit to her stature or half a pound to her
weight. In his eyes, she was just right.

Upon a never-to-be-forgotten Sunday, much rain had fallen. Fancy, who, like most servants,
wore too thin shoes, perpetrated a mild joke:

""'Twill be dryer on the river than on land, Alfred."
For some time they had called each other by their Christian names.
"You're right, Fancy."

The motor-'bus, gloriously red-and-yellow, shining like a sunset, had been brought
homealong the night before. Alfred shewed it to Fancy, expatiating upon its superlative
merits and beauties till Fancy's jealousy was kindled afresh. Oddly enough, urban though
the girl was and advanced in her ideas, she felt as Mrs. Yellam did about machinery.
Whirring wheels and roarings and rampings aroused queer qualms in her. Alfred took out
the heavy silver watch which had belonged to his father, and balanced it on the radiator.
Then he proceeded to "race" the engine, although he had been advised not to do so. The
watch never quivered, but Fancy did. She put her hands to her small ears, and ejaculated:

IIO_h_h!II
"What's the matter?"

When the engine was purring gently, Fancy confessed that noise upset her. Pistols, for



example, discharged suddenly in places of entertainment, made her jump. Alfred said
derisively:

"What a rare wife for a soldier!"
"I thought 'twas going to explode, yes, I did."

"Not she. 'Tis a beautiful 'bus, and, maybe, she'll carry me and mine"—he glanced at her
now pensive face—"to fame and fortune."

With this hope animating his heart and voice, Alfred spoke at length, and with impressive
deliberation, mapping out a golden future. Already he had made arrangements to transport
passengers to Salisbury, likely boys and girls anxious to attend the High School. He
predicted an ever-increasing traffic and the almost immediate necessity of running two
'buses and engaging an assistant.

"Maybe such a job would suit a young woman I know, Miss Fancy Broomfield."

Fancy hastened to assure him that such ambitions soared high above her disabilities. Alfred
continued, waxing very eloquent, letting loose amazing phrases, setting forth prospects
which must please and allure his listener, talking at her so persistently that Fancy became
frightened.

"Alfred," she said, entreatingly, "don't make so sure of things."

"'Tis in my hand."

"I mind poor Father's plans, and that makes me nervous when you race on so."
"What about his plans?"

"He'd a nice business, shoeing the carriage horses of the quality. He never did fancy rough
work. But it went to bits, when motoring came in. That lay back of his poor health. We never
know what'll happen."

"I say we do. God Almighty helps them as helps themselves. I'm helping myself to a large
spoonful, but I can down it, and more too."

Undeterred and undismayed by her protestations, he rushed on gaily, as if driving his 'bus at
excess speed. To Fancy he seemed to be whirling out of sight altogether. Nevertheless she
guessed that this nerve-racking, soul-jolting excursion into the future was presented as a
joy-ride for her.

"If you ain't careful," she warned him, "you'll fetch up in Buckingham Palace."
At this derisive quip, he jammed on brakes, regaining her sympathy with the grim remark:

"Or in a ditch. You're right, my girl. 'Tis a fool as toots his own horn. Let's say good-bye to
the old van."

The van stood derelict at the back of the shed; the stout horses had been sold at a fair price.
Alfred locked up the door of the shed and glanced dubiously at the grey skies. The afternoon
promised fine weather, but the grass in the park was sopping. Being a true Yellam, Alfred
had made elaborate plans; he had chosen the spot where he meant to propose, a bosky nook
in one of the smaller plantations, hard by a tiny stream, where ferns grew luxuriantly. In this
sanctuary Fancy might be persuaded to take off her hat and gloves. Then, after due
preliminaries, the man would have his way with the maid. He felt full of poetry, and quite
incapable of expressing it.

"Wet as water it be underfoot," he growled.

And then Fancy made her small joke. Alfred jumped at the suggestion. Twenty minutes later,
they were floating upon the quiet bosom of the Avon, where the river widened above the
mill.

"Perfectly lovely," murmured Fancy.

Alfred nodded, with a heart too full for speech. The sight of his red face amused the maid.
She knew well enough what was simmering beneath a too stolid exterior. He pulled up-
stream with short, jerky strokes, effective but not elegant. His jacket lay across Fancy's
knees, a protection against splashings. White shirt-sleeves bulged with big muscles. They
were heading for a small willow-covered eyot, really—as Alfred reflected—a more secluded
spot than the bosky dell. He could push the boat through the reeds and bulrushes and find
snug harbourage under the willows.

He did so.

Secure from prying eyes, they sat together, side by side, at the bottom of the boat. Alfred
slipped an arm round Fancy's waist, and pressed her to him. He wondered whether she
would remain cool and calm, when the burning question was asked. With huge satisfaction
he noticed that her bosom just heaved beneath her thin blouse. On this blouse rested a tiny
gold locket which held the portrait of her sailor brother. Alfred had never seen this locket
palpitate before. His own heart thumped almost indecorously at the sight. Stealing a glance



at her face, he saw that she was blushing. The silence was so delicious that he hated to
break it—and didn't. Certain carefully-prepared phrases whirled out of his mind.

"My!" exclaimed Fancy.

"What is it, dear?"

"A big water-rat!"

"So 'tis. I don't blame him for wishing to have a look at you."

The rat behaved charmingly, peering down at them from the bank, ready to dive into his
hole, if the trespassers upon his domain moved.

"He ain't afraid," said Alfred; "but I am."

Fancy said hastily:

"Don't move! What bright eyes he has, to be sure."
"No brighter than others I know."

"Shush-h-h! There! He's gone. I wanted to see him stroke his whiskers. I wonder whether he
be a gentleman rat or a lady rat?"

This happy remark provided a new opening. Alfred said with authority:

"He's a buck rat. He didn't feel frightened, but I reckon he'd told his missis and the little
'uns that he'd just take a squint at a notable couple, and come back. I'll wager a new hat,
he's telling 'em a fine tale."

"For all you know he may be an old bachelor."

"Ah! Rats are wiser than we. And Nature is kinder to them. 'Tis no big business for them to
get to house-keeping. When they're good and ready, they go at it—slam bang."

"Yes. Animals don't want much."
Alfred pressed her a little closer.
"Take off hat and gloves, Fancy."
"Why?"

"'Tis a notion I have."

She smiled faintly, and obeyed. Alfred eyed the hat, a simple affair, home-made. The gloves
were of white silkette. Everything she wore seemed to be part of herself, dainty, ephemeral,
easily crushed and soiled.

"Put your dear head on my shoulder. 'Twill be more cosy."
She hesitated, and did so. Her palely-pink cheek lay close to his lips. He said solemnly:

"I mind what you said, Fancy, about lying awake nights, wanting lots and lots of things. Tell
me about the things you want."

"T c-c-can't."

Her voice had sunk to an attenuated whisper. He realised that she was trembling, and his
own pulses throbbed with hers. He continued, more fluently, pressing her tighter to him:

"Are you wanting grand things?"
"Oh, no. Whatever made you think so?"

"Because, dear, there is something grand about you. It mazes me, when I think on't in my
everyday way. You're Parson's parlourmaid, thank the Lord! and I'm a plain carrier, with no
book-learning and rough manners. 'Tis like this, Fancy. I'm of the earth, and you're a lil'
angel. "Twouldn't surprise me to find wings growing on your dear back."

He touched her back gently, to make sure. It was satisfactory to find that wings, as yet, had
not sprouted.

"I'm only a silly girl, Alfred."
He repeated obstinately:

"You're grand. I reckon 'tis your soul which comes nigh to busting your dinky body. Now,
Fancy, what do you think about, nights?"

Direct in all things, it never occurred to Alfred that a modest girl might shrink from
answering such a question in the sincere spirit which put it. She smiled sweetly:

"When we talked about that, Alfred, I was thinking amongst other things of...."

"Yes, dear?"



"That hat." She pointed a slim finger at it. "I wanted that hat ever so, because I saw one very
like it on the pretty head of Mrs. Lionel Pomfret. I wrote a long letter to Father, telling him
where to buy the straw and the trimmings. You like it, don't you?"

"I never saw a prettier hat, but I like best the head as bobs under it."
"It cost me four-and-eight; not a penny more."

"Wonderful you be with your needle. Go on, Fancy. I reckon that hats ain't all you think
about."

"I think about Willie, tossing in his great ship."

A consuming envy of Willie, the sailor brother, assailed Alfred, but no suitable phrase
occurred to him. Fancy continued:

"Most of the time, Alfred, my thoughts are with poor Father. He does miss me."
"I'll be bound he does."

"He enjoys such miserable health. He's a real farrier, doctors horses as well as shoes 'em.
And he takes his own medicine. I used to water it down, unbeknown to him."

"Horse medicine? That's moving stuff. Looks as if your thoughts, dear, never rambled far
from the family."

"Oh, yes, they do. I think a lot, Alfred, about the future."

This was more encouraging.

"SodoI;sodol."

"If anything happened to Father or Willie, where would I be?"

Alfred replied happily:

"I don't know where you would be, but I can tell you where you might be."
His eager voice beguiled her, but she resisted its pleading.

"I might be almost alone in the world. My two sisters are married. They live in small houses.
There wouldn't be room for me. I like this place, but, oh, dear! some places be awful. It's
selfish to think of myself, but I can't help it."

"'Tis a heartsome thing to think about. I think about you, Fancy, when I drive slow along our
roads. You fill my mind, you do."

He hoped fervently that she would say what he wanted and confess outright that she let
some of her thoughts dwell on him. But again the poor fellow was grievously disappointed.
She murmured confusedly:

"How funny!"
"Funny be damned!"
"Alfred——1"

"I don't care. I'm moved as if I'd taken your father's horse medicine. You're raking me up
with a small tooth-comb. If I think of you all the time, 'twould seem fair that you'd think of
me some of the time."

"Perhaps I do."
"Ah-h-h! That's better. We're coming to grips."

As if contradicting this, the aggravating witch raised her head. Alfred grew desperate. Had
he been browsing in a fool's paradise? The thought palsied speech. He spoke angrily:

"I see how 'tis. You lie awake shaking with laughter, thinking what I fool I am."
"Gracious! If you talk like that, I shall think so."

"I am a fool about you. 'Tis a fact. I ain't ashamed on't."

"Folks say...." She hesitated; her eyes twinkled demurely, but he couldn't see them.
"Well, what do folks say?"

"That you're a oner with girls, on and off like."

"On and off? You're throwing big Eliza at my head. If I was a true soldier man, always
bragging about my victorious marches with women, I might tell you 'twas t'other way about.
Being only a timorsome carrier, and a lover of God Almighty's truth, I say this. Eliza scairt
the gizzard out of me, she did. I fair ran away from her audacious, ungenteel attacks. Now
you have it."

Fancy laughed. Alfred fumed on, beside himself with love and impatience.



"I've walked out with many maids, some not so maidenly as might be. I'm a picker and
chooser, getting that much sense from my mother. I never walked long with any of 'em. If
you'd happened along fifteen years ago, when the first petticoat hit me in eye, I'd have
remained true and faithful to you—so help me God!"

She remained silent, twisting her fingers. He said hoarsely:

"I want you desperately for my wife, Fancy Broomfield. And you know it, being a clever
maid. Now—don't you want me?"

He felt her body relaxing, almost slipping from him. Then, very slowly, she lifted her eyes to
his, and he read in their luminous depths the blessed answer which her quivering lips
withheld.

He kissed her reverently and tenderly.
To his surprise and delight, she kissed him, clinging to him, and whispering pantingly:

"You'll be kind to me, Alfred; I know you will. I'm such a poor wife for the likes of you. Your
mother thinks so, and your Aunt Jane."

"You can twist them round your lil' finger."
"I believe you love your motor-'bus more than me."

"What a notion! Now I'm going to kiss such foolishness out of you. If it ain't gone when I've
given you the first big dose, why, I must begin all over again."

The river lapped its approval against the sides of the old boat. A sedge warbler looked on
with his tiny head on one side. The tall reeds nodded. The sun peeped from behind a cloud
and shot a golden shaft upon the pair. Why do we think of the orbéd maiden, the Moon, as
being kinder to lovers than the great god of day, which warms and fructifies? Upon this
artless pair he poured generously his vivifying beams. Suddenly the willows sparkled with
diamonds, the grey river became a sheet of silver, the sedge warbler fluted his hymeneal
note, and other warblers joined in the chorus.

And, far away, in a great palace, men were bending frowning brows over a vast war-map,
gesticulating fiercely, plotting and planning Armageddon.

But the lovers had their hour.

CHAPTER V

UNCLE

Everybody in Nether-Applewhite called Habakkuk Mucklow Uncle.

In all villages remote from what we call civilisation there may be found men like him, loose-
limbed, loose-tongued, easy, pleasure-loving, quick-witted in what concerns others,
strangely slow to grapple with their own opportunities, always at the mercy of their wives
and genially dependent upon them. Uncle was the best thatcher in the countryside. He
might have been busy all the time, but it was known that he refused disdainfully the more
primitive forms of his work; he never touched barns or stacks. On the other hand, he was
artistically eager to tackle the decorative thatching which is still to be found in Wiltshire.
Although he was older than his sister, Mrs. Yellam, and past sixty, he still ran afoot with the
hounds, and earned handsome tips as an independent harbourer of deer. During many
years, also, he had been "beater" to old Captain Davenant, who took out a Forest License
from the Crown which afforded him three days' rough shooting a week, from October till the
end of January. Nobody, in those parts, knew the northern half of the New Forest better
than Habakkuk Mucklow.

Like all his family, he was an upstanding fellow, a six-footer, and finely proportioned, with a
cheerful red face, cleanly-shaven save for a wisp of grey whisker which he sported high on
his cheek after the fashion adopted by the Iron Duke, whom Habakkuk venerated as the
greatest of Englishmen. Had you told him that his hero came from Ireland, he would not
have believed it.

Uncle loved creature comforts, and could carry more strong ale without showing it than any
man in the parish. Very wisely he had married Jane Rockley who, in her time, had served a
long apprenticeship at Pomfret Court as scullery-maid and then kitchen-maid, becoming,
finally, cook in that handsome establishment. Jane Mucklow ruled Habakkuk through his
stomach, and he was well aware of this, and rebelled constantly against what he considered
to be an abuse of power.

"Womenfolk," he would remark, "don't wage honourable warfare. They hits below the belt,
they do. When my old 'ooman gets miffed wi' me, I notices a tremenjous difference in my
victuals."



Uncle had pipeclay in his marrow. During his hot youth he had taken the Queen's shilling
after a poaching affair, and served some five years with the colours of the county regiment.
He had not seen active service, but he allowed strangers to believe that he was a great
warrior. Possibly, the discipline of the parade ground had made him swear to take life easily
for the rest of his days.

Captain Davenant spoke of him as a "character." The word "card" was not known in Nether-
Applewhite.

Uncle loved two persons nearly as much as himself—his sister, Susan, and his nephew,
Alfred. When the news of Alfred's engagement became known to him, he expressed great
interest and pleasure, drinking the health of prospective groom and bride in much ale and
cider. Alfred brought the blushing Fancy to Uncle's cottage, and received the felicitations
which the good looks of the young woman warranted.

Uncle had sentimental views about the married state not shared by his wife. As he kissed
Fancy, he said solemnly:

"'Tis a great venture. We all likes a dip into the lucky bag. And it do seem to me, Alferd, as
you've pulled a prize."

Mrs. Mucklow sniffed. She, too, kissed Fancy, but uttered a warning note:

"Marriage ain't what some folks crack it up to be, my girl. But I've not a word agen
courtship. Your uncle, as is to be, follered me about like a dog for three years, and I own up
truthful 'twas the happiest time o' my life."

Uncle laughed cheerily.
"I be your old dog still, Jane, and allers ready for a bone."
Mrs. Mucklow nodded, looking whimsically at Fancy.

"You hear that, my girl? 'Tis the bone they look for. A man's heart lies in his stomach. Feed
up Alferd so long as he behaves himself. I says nothing about the power o' prayer, seein' as
generally speaking my most powerful prayers ain't been answered as I could wish, but
fasting do wonnerful work, especially wi' men."

Uncle laughed again.

Marriage, however, seemed reasonably remote. Fancy wished to "make good" in her new
place. Alfred, very comfortable at home, intended to work hard for a year at least, laying the
solid foundations of a business likely to be bigger than he had ever dreamed it to be. Mrs.
Yellam, moreover, had spoken plainly and sensibly to her son.

"She be a sweet maid, Alferd, but tarribly spindlin', a slip o' muslin, and young for her
years."

"Twenty-two, Mother."

"I knows that. And I minds that her mother died, pore soul, when Fancy was born. A bottle-
baby; and I never did hold wi' that. Don't 'ee look so glum. She be plumper a'ready. Pa'son
give his maids good plain food, and our air blowing over downs be better nor strong ale for
such as she."

"You do love her, Mother?"

"In course I do, and I'm doing my duty by her and you when I tells 'ee that she ain't
marriage-ripe, nor likely to be for many months to come. If I was only thinking o' myself, my
son, I'd be laying out your wedding sheets this day. Squire and me has many things in
common, and this afore all: we likes to see red-cheeked little 'uns coming on."

"You're a wonderful, farseeing woman. Fair aching I am for her, the pretty dear, but wait we
must for matrimonial joys, and wait we shall. That's certain."

To his surprise, she laid her strong hands upon his shoulder and kissed him solemnly:
demonstrations rare indeed with her, which provoked surprise.

"Why, Mother!"
She said slowly:

"You be all I have, Alferd, and a son to be proud of as never was. I be farseein'. 'Tis a gift o'
God. Biding for happiness, in the right Christian spirit, generally brings it, but not allers, not
allers."

With a sigh she turned to her daily work, and he went, thoughtfully, to his.

July glided away peacefully. Wars and rumours of wars reached few ears in Nether-
Applewhite. The possibility of civil war in Ireland disturbed Mr. Hamlin and provoked to
wrath Sir Geoffrey Pomfret; the villagers remained blandly indifferent to anything outside
the sphere of their own interests and activities.

With the one exception of Uncle.



Perhaps that old war-horse—for so he deemed himself to be—nosed from afar the coming
battles. More than likely, he picked up chance words dropped by Captain Davenant, once a
Guardsman, who rented two miles of fishing on the Avon, preserves under Uncle's watchful
eye. The Captain predicted war with Germany as inevitable. Uncle, like his wife, could be
trusted to repeat what he heard with sundry additions peculiarly his own. In the ale-house,
he told his cronies what he knew and much more.

""'Twill be a nice bloody how-dy-do; and it mads me to think that time, as the saying goes,
have laid me by the heels. The Kayser be bent on the job, and have been ever since they
ancient days, which I recalls right well, when he licked the Frenchies. A rare doin' he give
‘em, to be sure."

An old gaffer answered promptly, voicing, unwittingly, the general opinion:

"'Tain't none of our affair. I be sick to my stomach wi' such flustratious talk. We English be
the mightiest people on earth because we minds our own business. I don't think nothing o'
foreigners; they be, one and all, so wonderful peevish."

Uncle smiled genially.

"Minds our own business, do us? I bain't so cocky-sure o' that, old friend. Speaking up for
myself, and bigger fools have spoken in this ale-house, I be sartain sure that good money
comes my way through minding other folks' business. I was never one to think of myself."

"What a tale!"

"The Captain be a dry old stick, but cracklin' wi' ripe wisdom, as I be. And he's seen the
world, as I have. Stay-at-home folk never look further than their back-yards. I takes a very
wide view. Me and Lord Roberts have sized up this yere Kayser for what he be, a very
bumptious, slambang, bold pirate, a Grab-all as must be put in his place by we. And why?
Because 'tis our duty and privilege to keep proper order. We had to down Krooger." He
trolled out lustily:

"Good old Krooger's dead.
He cut 'is throat

Wi' a piece o' soap.

Good old Krooger's dead."

"I'll drink one more glass o' ale afore I go homealong. Yes, my respectable, church-goin'
friends, we be on the eve o' such battles as never was. And I couldn't hold up head amongst
proper men, if I thought old England'd keep out o' the scrap. I practises what I preaches.
I've three big sons—fair whoppers. If wanted, I'll see to it that they be amongst the first to
go, and wi' all my honest, generous soul I wish I could go along wi' en."

The publican, William Saint, who served the ale, said sharply:
"Your sons, Uncle, may have something to say about that."

Uncle stared at him disdainfully. William Saint was of Nether-Applewhite, but he had begun
a prosperous career as a footman at Pomfret Court. Uncle despised lackeys in his heart. And
he detested what he termed "quality talk" from people who were not quality. William Saint
spoke mincingly, which indicated cant and prosperity. He was accused, not without reason,
of holding radical views, although, being a time-server, he voted Conservative in accordance
with the Squire's wishes. Nevertheless, Saint was not a man to be ignored or taken lightly.
His tavern, the Sir john Barleycorn, did not engross all his activities. He had many small
irons in the fire, bought and sold horses, dealt in corn and hay, and farmed a few acres of
land. In appearance, he somewhat resembled Napoleon: the same massive jaw, the thin lips,
the pale complexion and brooding brow. Under his management a small ale-house was
becoming a rival of the principal inn, the Pomfret Arms. He catered for a better class of
customer than his predecessor. And he saw possibilities in a tavern, happily situated in the
middle of the village, overlooking the Avon, a comfortable house of call, clean outwardly and
within, heavily-thatched, picturesque enough to catch the eye and beguile the fancy of the
ubiquitous motorist.

Uncle drank his ale before he answered Saint. The mighty draught restored his good-
humour.

"May be. I listens to all men, and suffers fools and knaves as gladly as King Solomon. The
Kayser be spoiling for a big fight wi' we. You be on the side o' peace, William Saint, and
there's many to keep 'ee company. I don't blame 'ee. 'Tis your ignorance. The country be full
o' just such men as you, wi' their eyes glued to their own tills, and counters, mindin' their
own business, pore souls! and puffed up wi' conceit." He paused and concluded
impressively: "We be tee-totally unprepared, and there be millions over yonder a-waiting and
a-longing to stick us like so many fat hogs. I wish 'ee, one and all, good-night."

Uncle cocked his bowler—a genuine Billy Coke hat, with Lock's historical name on a much-
soiled lining (the bowler had belonged to Captain Davenant)—at a martial angle, and strode
to his cottage, whistling Garryowen. When out with the fox-hounds, he wore a stained red
coat, another sometime hartog of the Captain's, surmounting well-cut breeches and gaiters,
once again part of a generous employer's wardrobe. He was wearing the breeches and



gaiters to-day, but his mind had wandered from sport to war. Tremendous military ardour
possessed him. By the luck of things, on leaving the ale-house, he encountered Lionel
Pomfret returning from fishing. Lionel had a great affection for Uncle, although he knew him
to be a poacher on the sly. Uncle hailed him with respectful geniality, reasonably assured
that five minutes' talk with t'young Squire meant more war news and a shining half-crown.
On such occasions he employed a formula, rarely known to fail to open either hearts or
purses.

"How well 'ee look, Master Lionel! And Lard bless 'ee, I was thinkin' of 'ee as you turned
carner. Any fish this fine evening?"

Lionel Pomfret opened his creel and displayed a nice brace and a half. But Uncle was in no
mood to talk of trout. He had more notable fish to fry.

"What be they Frenchies doing, sir?"
Lionel answered gravely:

"T hear that twenty thousand Germans have been repulsed at Nancy, but I don't believe it,
Uncle."

"No more don't I, Master Lionel. These be troublous times."
Lionel nodded.

"Be we coming in?"

"Damn it, we can't keep out."

"What I says exzactly. The Rads be kickin' up a fine hullabaloo—a very dirty, timorsome lot.
And bound to crawl down the pole bimeby."

"France is invaded," said Lionel.
"Quick work, sir."

"Quick? After forty years' elaborate preparation? This thing is horribly serious, Uncle. I'm
wondering what they think about it in the village."

"I can tell 'ee, no man better. 'Tis none o' their business, they thinks. Such shameless
ignerunce makes wiser folk value their wisdom. I happened into the Sir John Barleycorn just
afore seein' you, sir. I'd a matter o' business wi' William Saint."

Not for wealth untold would Uncle have admitted that he visited an ale-house to drink ale.
Lionel smiled. He knew his man.

"Very thirsty evening, too, Uncle."

"T bain't denying that, Master Lionel. And I did take a glass o' what they calls ale there for
the good o' the house. We fell to talkin'. I made bold to tell 'em what me and Lord Roberts
felt about that there Kayser. And it miffed 'em. I could see that. And the less they pore souls
says the more they thinks. They be chewin' my cud now. But what do 'ee really think, sir?"

Lionel laughed, not wholeheartedly. He was a six months' bridegroom.

"I think, Uncle, that inside of a fortnight I shall be at my depot in Winchester, drilling
recruits."

"Lard save us! And you wi' so young and be-utiful a wife!"

"Sir Geoffrey thinks as I do. There is going to be a terrific strain on the manhood of this
country. Will it stand that strain?"

"I thinks it will, Master Lionel, so be as they chin-wobblin' politicians keeps their dirty
fingers out o' pie. I'd like to march wi' 'ee to Winchester, and overseas, too, by Jo'!"

Lionel nodded. A minute later Uncle strode on his way with the expected half-crown snug in
his breeches' pocket. He told himself that he had earned it.

When he reached his cottage, he found George, the youngest of his three sons, just back
from the woods, where he worked as a hurdler at this time of year. The other sons were
married and established in cottages of their own. Jane Mucklow was busy preparing the
eight o'clock hot supper. An agreeable odour filled the kitchen. Uncle kicked the dust off his
boots and entered the house, with George at his heels. The good smell of baked pork
provoked, as usual, a pleasant word. Indeed, Habakkuk Mucklow had discovered very early
in life that soft words do butter parsnips.

"Well, Mother, you looks very sanitary, and what a colour!"

"Got, as you well knows, from stewin' over a fire. Been painting your nose wi' ale, or worse, I
reckons."

Uncle stroked his nose.

"'Tis a very handsome feature, Jane, and allers a true friend to your good cookin'. I met



Master Lionel in village street, and let 'un know what a wise man was thinking about the
times. Agreed wi' every word, he did. I told 'un he'd be called to jine up again in Winchester
inside o' fortnit. Like as not Garge here'll be wearin' out shoe-leather in some barrack-yard
afore he's much older."

Mrs. Mucklow stared at him, paralysed by astonishment. George, being the most interested
party, said heavily:

"Not if I knows meself."

"I say, Garge, as you'll enlist if they want 'ee."
"They won't want the likes o' me."

Jane Mucklow said sharply:

"Don't you go upsettin' the boy wi' your ridiculous war-talk, Father. He come nigh on leavin'
us to freeze to death in Canady. Why should we fight to save they Frenchies?"

Uncle grinned and chuckled.

"Ah-h-h! I've a notion about that. I told 'un to the old Captain, and he said 'twas a very
notable remark. Fight we shall and must to save our own souls and bodies."

George opened a wide mouth; his mother laughed scornfully.
"Never heard o' the British Fleet, I suppose?"

Uncle smiled. Such a smile might have been seen upon the face of Ulysses after his
wanderings, when Penelope asked foolish question.

"Mother, I've seen they mighty ships o' war, which is what you can't brag on. But more'n our
Fleet were wanted afore, in the days o' Bonaparty, and will be again. You mind that bit o'
pork, and leave young Garge to me."

He gave undivided attention to George; the pleasant smile faded from his face. His likeness
to his sister came out.

"Be you afeard, Garge?"
George pulled himself together.
"T be bold as brass, except wi' maids."

"That any son o' mine should own up to that! Afeard wi' maids! What a gert booby! I be
afeard for maids, if so be as they Proosians come rampin' into France. And 'tis true they be
over the line a'ready."

"How do 'ee know that?" asked his wife.

"Never you mind, Mother. I picks up my information as you does, here and there. I told
Master Lionel as how France was invaded, and he gave me half-a-crown, he did."

Uncle produced the half-crown as confirmation strong. George was much impressed.
"You earns money in wondersome ways, Father."

"I do. Now, Garge, I tell 'ee, fair and square, the likes o' you'll be wanted bad, and, mark my
words, my lad, if you don't go willin' they'll take 'ee whether or no. I forgot to mention it to
Master Lionel, but talk o' conscription be in the air."

"Stuff and nonsense!" exclaimed Mrs. Mucklow.

Uncle, fully alive to the advantage of leaving people to chew the cud of his wisdom, went
outside to smoke a pipe before supper. He walked down the village street, carrying a high
head and assuming the port of Mars. Bugles sounded in his ears, and the steady tramp of
marching men. He had picked up the significant and terrifying word "conscription" from
Captain Davenant, who asked for nothing better. Uncle had agreed with the Captain
heartily, being very sensible of what drill had accomplished for himself, much as he hated it
at the time. He thought of George as clay to the hand of a sergeant, not as cannon fodder.
"Afeard wi' maids!" What a confession!

He was not in the mood to engage others in talk, lumping all his neighbours together as a
flock of silly snivelling sheep, sadly in need of a shepherd. For the first time in his life he
paid the penalty of being a prophet, and felt strangely alone and unhonoured.

Suddenly he bethought him of his sister Susan. He had half-an-hour to spare before supper.
She would be busy in her kitchen, but never too busy to exchange a word with him. Alfred
would be still on the road. He strode along more briskly. Susan was the one person living
with whom Uncle was really himself, at best or worst a very simple, straightforward soul. He
had never posed before her and—what a tribute to her character!—in her rather austere
presence he avoided those whimsical perversions of the truth which so exasperated his wife.
To a woman of brains he bowed the knee. Also, he was gratefully aware of Susan's enduring
affection for him.



He wondered how she would take his news, for news it would be, that the Squire and Master
Lionel were grimly confronting the certainty of England declaring war upon Germany. Susan
read her Daily Mail, but not with any great faith in what newspaper men said. Having a
singularly retentive memory, she prided herself upon collating contradictory statements
made by irresponsible writers. Such critical powers were not exercised upon the Bible.
Apparent discrepancies in the Holy Book could be, and were (so she held) reconciled by
surpliced commentators.

Susan, so Uncle reflected, would deal out strong doses of commonsense, which her brother,
after due absorption, could in his turn distribute generously amongst the weak-kneed. There
were moments when pity for his fellow-men overbrimmed in Uncle's heart, and filled him
with an amorphous, inherent melancholy. He could rise to giddy heights of mirth and fall
from them into unplumbed depths of depression. Susan, as he knew, stood solidly between
these extremes.

He was in the melancholy mood when he entered her kitchen.

"Well, Susan, there be a nice bit o' pork frizzlin' in our oven, but I be in sore need o' spiritual
nourishment."

"Whatever ails 'ee, Habakkuk?"

"'Tis the crool thought o' weepin' maids and mothers throughout the land, as robs me o' my
appetite."

For the moment Uncle spoke with absolute sincerity. The thought of a nation in mourning
had not entered his mind till he crossed the threshold of the Yellam cottage. But he accepted
it as illuminating. And, instantly, his imagination draped the idea in deepest crépe.

"Be you speaking o' French maids and mothers?"

"Being the man I am, I counts 'em all in wi' us. 'Tis cut-and-dried, as the saying goes. Old
England takes the field."

Susan Yellam said drily:

"Old England takes the field. Well, dearie, you take a chair and tell us all about it."
Incredulity was written plain upon her face. Uncle opened fire at point-blank range.

"Sir Gaffrey says so, Susan. Master Lionel be hot-foot for Winchester, to drill recruities."

The shot went home. Mrs. Yellam's florid face paled. She had deliberately put from her the
dreadful possibility. But if Sir Geoffrey said so, it was so. The blood left her face, because
her first thought had been for the gracious lady of the Manor, and the young wife, two
women very dear to her. As the colour came back to her cheeks, she reflected that she,
personally, was not involved in these fearful issues. Mr. Lionel was a professional soldier.
Wife or no wife, a Pomfret would do his duty. England's army might have to fight side by
side with the French, and England's army was invincible.

She said gravely:
"We be in God A'mighty's hands."

Uncle sat down, assuming a funereal expression which sat oddly upon his somewhat comical
countenance. He did not share his sister's faith in an All-wise and Merciful Providence.
Strong ale, perhaps, had weakened it, and over-indulgence in flesh-pots. But he dared not
contradict his sister.

He fired another shot.

"Captain Davenant be sartain sure that our noble army be too small for such a tremenjous
affair. He goes further than that, Susan. I wouldn't deceive 'ee or try to frighten 'ee for a
barrel o' ale, but he be flustratingly positive that we be drawn into the bloodiest war as
never was, and he do say that God A'mighty fights on the side o' the biggest army. His
tarr'ble words, Susan, not mine. There be millions o' Proosians marchin' into France this
very day, and the Captain says they Frenchies bain't ready for 'em."

He expected a cooling stream of comfort and a rebuttal of what the Captain said. If anybody
could stand up against so redoubtable a personage it would be Susan Yellam. She said
slowly:

"The Captain says that our army be too small! The King'll have to call for—millions?"

Uncle nodded dolorously. To his utter amazement and confounding, Susan raised her apron,
and covered her face with it.

The abomination of coming desolation overwhelmed both of them.

CHAPTER VI



FIRST IMPRESSIONS

Uncle was quick, like all practised orators, to realise the effect of his words not only upon a
sister, but upon himself. He emerged from the depths, as a swimmer after a dive, shaking
his head and opening his mouth to the ambient air. A happy thought occurred to him.

"Susan," he said, in a more cheerful voice, "I be mazed as you be, but things bain't so dark
as they seem, and I've Squire's own word for it that figures lie to beat Satan hisself."

Mrs. Yellam looked at him interrogatively.

"I be allers, so to speak, a very calkilatin' man, rampaged by Fortin into makin' sixpence do
duty for a shillin'. Now, I asks you this, and I means to put the question, fair and square, to
Captain Davenant to-morrer marning. 'Tis a common saying that one Englishman be so good
as ten Frenchies in a stand-up fight. That be a very comfortsome thought, old girl."

"Which I don't hold wi', for one."

"Don't 'ee? I wager the half-crown Master Lionel gi' me that you be the equal o' ten
Frenchwomen, and, old as I be, I'd fair scorn to turn back on any 'arf-dozen furriners. If so
be as my calkilatin' ain't out o' whack, our noble army o' two hundred thousand valiant souls
be more'n equal o' two million Frenchies. And, if that be so, the Germans be up agen four

millions in all. Leastways, if I bain't out in my figurin'.
Mrs. Yellam smiled faintly.

"Your figures, Habakkuk, be Satan's figures. I allows that one true Englishman can down
three Frenchies, not more. Men'll be wanted—and soon."

Uncle remarked mournfully:

"Such talk takes away my appetite for cracklin'. I go my ways, dear, leavin' this mossel o'
comfort behind me: they won't be askin' for widows' only sons. Good-night to 'ee."

After Uncle's departure Mrs. Yellam busied herself with her work, pausing now and again to
sigh deeply. If Sir Geoffrey Pomfret said that England was coming in, why, England was in.
A doubtful hypothesis became certainty. And some widows' sons, if she knew her
countrymen, would fight for England, tooth and nail, even if they were not directly asked to
do so.

Presently Alfred appeared, sharp-set after a good day's business. He repeated the gossip of
the market-place. Russia was going to surprise the world. England must come in. A
greengrocer, on intimate terms with a lady of quality, had told him as a secret that the
Guards were already embarking for Belgium. Alfred concluded cheerfully:

"In Salisbury, Mother, 'tis agreed that six weeks'll see the end on't."

"Captain Davenant be talkin' o' conscription, Alferd."

"Let him talk. He's a sour man. I put my faith in God Almighty, not in the likes of him."
"Ah-h-h!"

"I say to myself, in all Christian humility, that God Almighty in His wisdom is fair fed up with
the Proosians. Such talk as they use, all spitting and choking, is quite enough to sicken
ordinary folks. 'Tis the swelled head that this Kayser has. However, wiser men prophesy a
rare uplifting move in trade."

"Alferd—don't talk o' that. 'Tis more than I can bear to hear o' folks makin' money out o' the
miseries o' others."

He stared at her, noticing at last her drawn expression.

"You ain't got the headache, Mother?"

"No."

"Wouldn't own up to it, if you had. Something's gnawing at you."

Very gravely she told him about the young Squire. Alfred's face fell, thinking of Joyce
Pomfret, and then of Fancy. What would that pretty dear be feeling, if her Alfred was on the
march? The light faded from his rubicund face. Till that moment the possibility of going had
never occurred to him. If England did take a hand in the mighty game, surely her Army and
Fleet would suffice for all eventualities. Suddenly, he banged the table with his clenched fist,
startling his mother.

"Alferd—!" she exclaimed irritably.

Alfred hastened to apologise. A confounding thought had begotten a thoughtless action. He
said earnestly:

"Fancy is a oner for telling fortunes with cards."



Mrs. Yellam frowned. Cards she held to be playthings of Satan, expressly invented by him
together with strong drink and bad women. Alfred continued hastily:

"A lady in Salisbury, real quality, Mother, told Fancy's fortune."
"Did she? Better be using her needle, I says."

"No doubt. 'Tis a very odd thing, and food for sober thought, but the lady did foretell as
Fancy'd marry a soldier."

"A very foolish, mischievous notion to put i' the maid's head."

Alfred nodded. Then he said portentously:

"It might come true, Mother, if the pessimists be right."

"Pessimists?"

"'Tis a new word to me, and means—crokers, as looks on the dark side of the cloud."
"Well, what do they tell 'ee?"

"'Twas a solitary he. A shoemaker by trade, and a radical. The smell of leather be enough to
account for his politics and gloomy views. When I take shoes to him, we always pass time o'
day, and I come away thinking 'tis just before dawn on a cold, drizzling, November morning.
He says to me: 'My lad, these Proosians may be drinking ale in Salisbury before this war's
over.' I laughed at him. And he told me I'd laugh t'other side of my face in six months."

Mrs. Yellam made no comment, a strange abstention. Her firm jaws set beneath strongly-
marked brows, her eyes glowered into the future. Mother and son finished the meal in
silence.

These things were talked over on Monday, the 2nd of August.
On the Wednesday all England knew that we were at war with Germany.

The first effect of this stupendous happening was comical. The banks were closed; many
people found themselves without money and unable to borrow it. Fishpingle, the bailiff at
the Home Farm, had to lend Lionel Pomfret five pounds to take him to Winchester. Some
pessimists predicted a financial panic. The foreign stock exchanges transacted no business.
All this affected Nether-Applewhite but mildly; tongues wagged a little faster than usual;
very few believed that an Expeditionary Force would be sent to France. Sir Geoffrey Pomfret
walked down to the village and talked with his people. His jolly face and hearty voice
indicated immense relief. He—and thousands like him—had been tormented by the fear that
a nation stigmatised as shopkeepers would place self-interest before honour. He writhed
when he recalled the cynical gibe of the Russian to England's ambassador at a time when
England did "keep out." Old Captain Davenant and the Squire were types of men whom the
more Radical press derided as reactionary and fire-eaters. Let the verdict of history speak
for such after the war. Few, to-day, will deny that the privileged classes with most at stake
stood shoulder to shoulder in their determination to scrap everything except scraps of paper
bearing England's sign-manual.

The villagers listened agape to Sir Geoffrey and Captain Davenant. Then each went his way
perfectly satisfied that others would dance to war's pipings and alarums, whilst they
"carried on" as before.

Old Gilbert Parish, a great-granfer, was convinced that war had been declared with the
hereditary foe. He asked Mr. Hamlin shrilly, holding hand to ear:

"What I wants to know, Pa'son, be this—whatever shall we do wi' they Frenchies when us
have beat'h 'em?"

Mr. Hamlin answered gravely: "I suppose we shall have to eat them, Master Gilbert."
The nonagenarian displayed toothless gums.

"Ah-h-h! That's what the Dook said at Waterloo. 'Up, Guards, and eat 'en,' he says. And they
did!"

"Was you there, Granfer, on that notable day?" asked a bystander.
The old fellow cackled joyously.

"'Tis so far back along, I disremembers. To speak sober truth, my lad, the Dook won that
gert battle wi'out me. 'Tis a fact beyond gainsayin' that I be here, and hale and hearty,
because, maybe, I was not there."

His humour so tickled him that he hobbled forthwith to the Sir john Barleycorn to wet a still
serviceable whistle. Many followed his example; the two taverns sold much ale.

In a miraculously short time village life ambled on as before. The small boys played at
soldiers; some of the more prescient mothers laid in stores. Lionel Pomfret returned from
Winchester with the assurance, hot from the mouth of the officer commanding the dépot,
that every regular would be sent abroad. The Squire was absorbed in the details. Each



officer would be allowed thirty pounds of kit, such kit to be snugly packed in a pale-green
carry-all. It comprised one change, two blankets, a few surgical dressings, a folding-lamp, a
pair of wire-cutters, and under-linen. The Territorials and Yeomanry would defend our
shores. According to experts, invasion might be deemed practicable, if unlikely. Next day
Lionel went to London, to the War Office. He came back with a Captain's commission.

The Government had taken over the railroads, and, at first, trains were inconveniently
belated. Liege was covering herself with imperishable glory, holding up hordes of Germans.
In the rural districts the comforting impression prevailed that the All-Highest War Lord had
gone stark, staring mad, and that a peace-loving nation would kick him and his out of the
country. Hamlin, reading feverishly papers and reviews, neglecting, for the first time in his
life, parochial duties, rejoiced in the premature conclusion that there burned no hate in
English hearts against the German people to whom civilisation owed so much. He
adumbrated peace before Christmas, and believed that a world-war would end war. For a
parish priest, he might be reckoned, intellectually, far above the average. Men of keener and
bigger brains shared his views. Sir Geoffrey Pomfret, as might be expected, thought
otherwise. There is no pessimist like your optimist when he finds that the prognostications
of his less robust moments have come to pass. He said almost truculently to his wife:

"It is some comfort to reflect, my dear Mary, that we were right, and all these axe-grinding
demagogues wrong. I could hang Haldane with my own hand. And I feel in my bones that
this is going to be a long business—a full year at least."

The Squire was sorely taken aback, when Lord Kitchener trebled this estimate. He cursed
politicians of his own party when Namur fell. Indeed, he blamed politicians and publicists of
every colour and creed, pinning his faith to Army and Navy, sorely disgruntled with the
Foreign Office and the Diplomatic Service. No more unhappy man gazed across his broad
acres wondering miserably whether they would be his in three years' time.

There ensued, as will be remembered, an amazing epidemic of national apathy, which
aroused trenchant criticism in neutral countries. People bought maps and pins, and forgot to
move the pins. Small things became again of paramount importance. The King had
demanded half a million more regulars. But business went on as usual. A famous scribe has
chronicled the supreme event of this transition period. Carpentier defeated Bombadier
Wells! Possibly, the general indifference, an indifference largely due to ignorance, was
superficial. It is significant that thousands of holiday-makers returned quietly to their own
homes.

Lionel Pomfret and his wife moved to Winchester, where Lionel was kept busy at the dépot.
For the moment, his own battalion of the Rifle Brigade was in India. Another battalion had
joined the Expeditionary Force. Lionel might be called upon to join it at twenty-four hours'
notice. Joyce Pomfret, his wife, perceived that he wanted to do so.

An American, with the liveliest powers of observation, visiting Nether-Applewhite, and
talking, let us say, to Mrs. Yellam and Fancy, would have gone away convinced that both
these women, each the antithesis of the other, were unconcerned with the war. Really the
thought of it obsessed them night and day. But they rarely spoke of it. Mrs. Yellam
deliberately put from her the possibility of losing her son, partly because she had a positive
assurance from the Parson that Alfred, as a public carrier, would be exempted from military
service if conscription became necessary, and partly because the fact that she tended four
graves in the churchyard must surely be taken into account by an All-wise and Merciful
Providence. Like most of us, she had constructed her own particular statute of limitations
and liabilities. She had endured more than her proper share of bludgeonings. Accordingly,
her mind dwelt upon the war as affecting others. She grieved for Lady Pomfret and the
Squire. If Master Lionel were taken—! The only son and heir to such a fine property—!

Fancy, sister of a beloved brother serving in a battleship, fell a prey to more intimate and
poignant considerations. As the child of a delicate mother who had died in giving her birth,
pre-natal influence, perhaps, had endowed her with sensibilities common to all women who
are physically weaker than they should be, with minds and imaginations more active than
their bodies. From her tenderest years Fancy had indulged in meditations concerning
angels. Her father habitually spoke of his wife as an angel hovering close to one whom she
had never held in her arms. Fancy believed him absolutely. Darkness had no terrors for the
child, when she went to bed, because, in addition to her mother, the four evangelists
guarded her cot. She was quite positive that she had seen her mother, clothed in shining
tissues, with wings like a dove. Matthew, Mark, Luke and John became personal friends with
whom the mite affirmed solemnly that she talked and played. Her father, a dreamer rather
than a doer, encouraged these fancies, which justified his selection of her Christian name in
obstinate defiance of the wishes of his family.

The first effect of the war upon Fancy, apart from her sisterly anxieties, was a tightening of
the bond between master and maid. Mr. Hamlin held strong democratic opinions, a source
of friction between himself and Sir Geoffrey Pomfret. He desired ardently a more equable
distribution, not merely of wealth, but of health and intelligence. He believed absolutely in
the equality of souls before God, and he recognised with ever-increasing satisfaction the
potentialities of bodies and minds, if taken in hand early in life. His disabilities as a teacher
shewed themselves in a too direct manner of speech, an abruptness caused by an excess
rather than a lack of sympathy and perception. As Man and Priest, he shunned those easy



by-paths beloved by many of us when we have disagreeable duties to perform. He marched
straight to his objectives, regardless of objections.

At first sight, Mr. Hamlin recognised in his parlourmaid qualities of which she herself was
delightfully unconscious. As parson of a country parish which outwardly and inwardly had
changed but little since the eighteenth century, he had fought desperately against the
mental and spiritual apathy of his flock, seizing any weapon that lay to his hand. He worked
with people for people, using Peter to convert Paul, constantly disappointed but rarely
discouraged. He had been offered preferment; his sermons challenged interest outside
Nether-Applewhite but he had no personal ambition beyond the consuming desire to help
those whom he knew and loved to help themselves. Sir Geoffrey Pomfret supported him in
this, but Parson and Squire worked upon diametrically opposing lines. All the instincts of the
lord of the manor were protective. To that end he had made and was prepared to go on
making personal sacrifices of leisure, pleasure and money. According to Hamlin, this
encouraged helplessness and ignorance. Poverty held out eager hands for doles, displaying
that comical form of gratitude which has been defined as a lively sense of favours to come.

Hamlin, in common with most sincere reformers, divided the world into two classes—the
helpers and hinderers. Between these lay, of course, a No Man's Land, where each class
wandered aimlessly; the helpers, like the Squire, became hinderers and hinderers, like
Uncle, might become, unexpectedly, helpers. Fancy, he acclaimed as a helper in or out of
the debateable territory. Insensibly, her refinement and modesty would raise the tone in his
kitchen, and radiate purer beams from a house hospitably accessible to all his congregation.
From time to time, when he was alone at meals, he would ask the maid odd questions, and
listen attentively to her replies. Such questions were disconcerting to Fancy, but, as was
intended, they provoked intelligence to answer them. Ever since ordination, Hamlin had
realised the almost insuperable barriers interposed by tradition, by training, by a thousand
and one conditions and consequences, between the privileged and unprivileged classes.
From the first he had set himself the task of breaking down such barriers. He candidly
admitted that most of his parishioners were liars and hypocrites when it came to dealing
with them frankly as between man and man, and still more so as between man and woman.
They said, respectfully, what each felt that the Parson wished them to say, repeating the old
shibboleths and sesames which opened, possibly, purses but not hearts.

After the fall of Namur, he said to Fancy:
"Do you feel patriotic?"

The question of patriotism had been raised (and not laid) by a publicist in one of the current
reviews, but the writer had presented a point of view coloured and discoloured by intimate
knowledge of industrial England. He had not touched upon his theme as it affected the rural
districts.

"I hope so, sir," replied Fancy.
"How far, I wonder, would your patriotism carry you?"

He knew that Fancy was engaged to Alfred Yellam, and had congratulated her sincerely. He
knew, also, that she had no intention of getting married for some time to come.

Fancy stood at attention, much perplexed, but flattered. She had wit enough to realise that
her master put the question in certain faith that she would endeavour to answer it truthfully.

"I can't tell," she faltered. "Sounds silly, don't it, sir?"

"Not at all. I am wondering how far my patriotism would carry me. What is patriotism,
Fancy?"

"Love of country, sir."

"Why do we feel it?"

His keen eyes rested quietly on hers.

Fancy grappled with this, struggling to rise adequately to the occasion.
"T suppose 'tis gratitude, sir."

"Good. But gratitude is imponderable." For an instant he had forgotten that he was talking
to his parlourmaid. Beholding a wrinkle, he said quickly: "I mean, that gratitude is not easy
to weigh or measure. It is immense," he smiled at her, "when it marches hand in hand with
self-interest. It shrinks horribly when self-interest marches or runs in the opposite direction.
Do you follow me?"

"Yes, sir; thank you, sir."

"Don't thank me," he said, with a touch of irritation. He continued quietly: "We must all try
to weigh our patriotism, because every one of us will be asked to exercise it. Leaving out the
men able to bear arms, I am thinking for the moment of the women, young and old. An
immense burden is about to be imposed on them. That is why I am speaking to you. I held
the mistaken view that this war would soon be over. But it is plain that we are fighting an
enemy overwhelmingly strong, who is setting all laws, human and divine, at defiance. I want



to measure our patriotism, my own, yours, everybody's; but I do so in fear and trembling."

Fancy, outwardly calm, presenting the impassive mask of the well-trained servant, became
conscious of tingling and throbbing pulses. A strong man appeals most strenuously to the
sympathy of a woman, when he permits her to have a glimpse of his weakness. She spoke
impulsively, quite forgetting her "place," as she told herself afterwards.

"You be thinking of Mr. Edward."
It was a flash of intuition.

The Parson had four stout sons, but Teddy, the youngest, was his Benjamin. Teddy and Joyce
had inherited from Mrs. Hamlin joyous temperaments. The other sons resembled their
father. All of them were "doing well" in a worldly sense. The eldest was a don at Cambridge,
Fellow and Tutor of his College. The others were in business, climbing hand over hand the
commercial ladder. Teddy, with not so good a start as his brothers, had entered the Railway
Service. Since Fancy's arrival at the Vicarage he had spent a too short holiday at home. His
jolly, unaffected ways captivated Fancy instantly. Life, as the maids put it, entered a dull
house and filled it with sunshine. Teddy brought with him to Nether-Applewhite wonderful
news. He had been offered and had accepted a billet worth four hundred a year—startling
advancement for so young a man. His unaffected joy in his own good fortune warmed all
sympathetic hearts.

The Parson looked up sharply.

"Yes," he answered curtly. He had finished breakfast, but still sat at table. Fancy saw that he
was nervously crumbling a small piece of bread.

"But Mr. Edward won't have to go, sir."

Hamlin hesitated. But, inviting confidence, he was not the man to withhold it churlishly. He
said slowly:

"Between ourselves, Fancy, Mr. Edward wishes to go. I have a letter from him this morning,
asking for my advice on the subject. It means, for him and me, a great sacrifice."

Fancy gasped.

"Oh, dear! You'll never let him go—surely?"

Hamlin rose, a tall, gaunt figure.

"My patriotism," he said grimly, "is not quite so lively, Fancy, as it was last night."

He went out of the room. Fancy began to clear away the breakfast things, much troubled,
sorely perplexed, alive to her finger-tips with the dismal consciousness that life had become
suddenly confoundingly difficult. If Alfred took a notion to enlist, and if he consulted her
about it, as surely he would, to what sort of strain would her patriotism be subjected? She,
too, approached the question in fear and trembling. At the moment "things," as she vaguely
expressed it, were going better and better for Alfred. War seemed to have oiled all
commercial wheels. On Sundays her happy swain soared into an empyrean of prosperity and
opulence where he sat enthroned high above her, talking exuberantly of a future she dared
not envisage. The good fellow assured her that the Germans would soon be on the run, with
English sabres hewing them down, with English bayonets in their fat backs. Would such a
man, travelling at excess speed into Tom Tiddler's Ground, fingering daily larger and ever
larger pieces of silver and gold, stop suddenly and abandon everything?

He might.

If patriotism seized him, as it had seized Mr. Edward, the strangling grip would choke
ambition, self-interest, and woman's love.

She told herself miserably that Mr. Edward would go. More, his father would not raise a
finger to stop him. As the Parson left the dining-room, she guessed that his decision had
been made already.

Within a week it became common knowledge in the village that Mr. Edward Hamlin had
enlisted in the Guards. He would appear amongst his father's parishioners in a private's kit,
and salute respectfully his old friend, Captain Pomfret.

He was the first "gentleman" in those parts to relinquish fortune at the call of duty. And his
shining example, so his father perceived, had moved mountains of too solid flesh. As yet the
great recruiting campaign had not begun.

Two days afterwards George Mucklow followed the parson's son into the ranks.

CHAPTER VII

SECOND IMPRESSIONS



August—with its stupefying surprises, disappointments, and acrimonies—drew to a close.
The black Sunday, at the end of the month, will never be forgotten by those who happened
to be in London at the time. For a few terrible hours it was said that our Expeditionary Force
had been annihilated. In the evening an official contradiction lifted the town out of a pea-
soup fog of despair.

Day by day, the Hun hordes advanced. Sir Geoffrey devoured his morning papers, talked
over the immeasurable possibilities with his wife and Fishpingle, and finally determined to
tap fresh information at its source. He went up to London, spent three days at his clubs, and
returned to Nether-Applewhite an angry and disillusioned man. Having many friends in high
places, some of them old schoolfellows and kinsmen, who had become pale and anxious
Cabinet Ministers, he buttonholed them all, demanding the truth in his jovial, autocratic
fashion.

"A damned lot of Mandarins," he told his wife, "nodding their confounded heads and saying
nothing. At the club, by Jove! I felt as if I were in a submarine with the periscope shot away.
Every other fellow I met was 'credibly informed' about something or t'other, and I could
have made a pot of money, my dear, laying odds against their precious bits of information.
The Government is scared stiff, at the mercy of the Labourites. Out of the welter of talk and
twaddle I collared this conviction: the England we love has vanished never to return.
Kitchener says that we shall be bled white, and the best will be the first to go."

Lady Pomfret smiled faintly.
"George Mucklow has gone."

"Has he? I shall give Uncle a sovereign. Now, Mary, sick as I feel about the incompetence
and crass stupidity of the people who have got us into this mess, I shall carry a stiff tail in
the village."

"I am sure you will, dear."

"Yes. I asked 'em at the War Office what I could do. Get recruits, they told me. I shall mug
up a lecture, dealing with military terminology. My people don't know the difference
between a brigade and an army-corps. Coming down in the train, I thought out some useful
diagrams. And, Mary, unless a miracle happens, the slaughter will be appalling. We must
turn our dear old house into a Red Cross Hospital."

"T had thought of that, Geoffrey. We are quite ready."

"Get your staff together, a competent, professional nurse, and the pick of the women in the
village."

"Susan Yellam has promised to help."

"None better! The sooner we get to work and stop jawing and fuddling our wits over
newspapers, the less miserable we shall be."

"Yes, yes."
After dinner, the autocrat of Nether-Applewhite felt less unhappy.

Upon the following morning, bright and early, Squire and Parson put their heads together at
the Vicarage. Since the marriage of Hamlin's daughter to Lionel Pomfret, the somewhat
strained relations between the two fathers had pleasantly relaxed. Hamlin had this
advantage over the Squire. He could see and understand the autocrat's lordly point of view.
The Squire was, and always would be, incapable of standing in the Parson's shoes. Possibly,
the war had modified their extreme opinions. The Squire read and approved the leading
articles in The Morning Post; the Parson read omnivorously papers and reviews, but he
would have admitted candidly that The Westminster Gazette embodied most accurately his
ideas and judgments.

Both men were uncomfortably conscious that grave blunders had been perpetrated by
Authority.

When they had lit their after-breakfast pipes, Sir Geoffrey laid before Hamlin a synopsis of
what he had gleaned in London, and his impressions thereon, but he spoke temperately,
perceiving whimsical gleams in his Parson's eyes.

"A lot of fools believe that Russians are pouring through this country. An old pal and myself
tried to investigate on our own. We went to Euston. By Jove! we dropped on to a porter who
swore that he'd seen thousands of 'em passing through Willesden, big bearded men in queer
uniforms, at dead o' night. To show the ignorance of these fellows, Hamlin, I'll repeat to you
what was said in answer to my questions. The porter affirmed positively that he had seen six
hundred thousand of 'em! Six hundred thousand! 1 asked him, then, if he knew how many
soldiers could be packed into one train. He scratched his head at that. Finally, he admitted
that he could swear to three trains full of these bearded warriors. When I told him, as an old
soldier, that three trains might carry three thousand troops he absquatulated. A man at the
War Office, whose name I can't mention, told me, next day, that no Russians from Russia
were passing through England. A few, coming from America to Russia, have aroused this
ridiculous gossip."



Hamlin nodded.

"I told my wife last night that knowledge is simply unachievable, because the biggest men
don't know yet the temper of the country. Nobody knows. But I'll tell you this: the
Government is afraid of the Industrials, terrified of strikes, terrified of Ireland, terrified, of
course, of being kicked out. A sort of mental palsy has 'em by the throat. They are putting
out feelers, tentatively approaching everybody. It's a sorry business. The bright spot is the
response from our Colonies; India is behaving well. That must be a rare sell for the Kayser.
Well, well; I've let off a little steam. Let's consider ourselves and what we can do. Men must
be got. In this village your dear boy has set a glorious example."

"George Mucklow enlisted three days ago."

"So my wife tells me. I propose to give a lecture in the school-house on elementary military
dispositions, so that our people will be able to read their papers with some sort of
intelligence."

"They don't read papers—much."

"I want you to fill the school-house for me."

"With pleasure."

"We shall open a Red Cross Hospital as soon as may be, at the Court."

Hamlin promised cordial co-operation. He had never doubted the Squire's willingness or
capacity to "do his bit." And very mournfully he told himself that, making due allowance for
Sir Geoffrey's reactionary sentiments and hatred of politicians the indictment brought by
him against the Mandarins was in the main justified. He said quietly:

"Most of my considered judgments are in the melting-pot."

"Bless my soul! I never expected to hear you say that. So are mine. The main question for all
of us is this: will the country rise to this stupendous emergency? I suppose the mere mention
of conscription gives you a fit?"

"I carry an open mind about it."
"You amaze me, Hamlin. We were both 'blue-water school' men."

"Yes. You use the past tense. I am humbly sensible that what I have felt and acted upon,
principles and theories essentially rooted in peace and for peace, is of the past. I shall leave
them there. The needs of the present are obsessing." He paused a moment; when he spoke
again his voice held conviction: "Out of the darkness, I see light."

Sir Geoffrey asked eagerly:
"What light?"

"The light of a happier civilisation, of a broader and more sympathetic internationalism. The
ashes of this conflagration may fertilise anew the whole earth. It must be so."

He had surprised Sir Geoffrey a moment back; it was the Squire's turn to surprise him.
Hamlin expected a wail from the many-acred lord of the manor, a Jeremiad personal and
embittered. Inevitably the men of large estates, with little outside their domains to support
them, must suffer cruelly. It was difficult, indeed, to envisage the Squire of Nether-
Applewhite without his shooting and hunting, with a much-reduced establishment,
constrained to cheese-paring, entertaining wounded Tommies instead of county magnates.
Sir Geoffrey answered as humbly as the Parson:

"God send it may be so, Hamlin. This is a war between autocracy and democracy; and I don't
believe in democracies, as you know."

Hamlin remained silent. The Squire continued, more vehemently:
"Can you mention one country that is a democracy? Is America a democracy?"
"We shall know soon."

"Is it a democracy to-day? Uncle Sam says so. But isn't America governed by the few and for
the few? Do you call France a democracy after the revelations of this Caillaux trial? Are we a
democracy, in the true sense? Perhaps Switzerland comes nearer the standard mark, but I
know nothing about Switzerland. I have always distrusted profoundly the mob."

"That may be at the root of the trouble. Distrust breeds distrust. If this war should open all
eyes, if men should learn to see each other as they are—much alike in the mass—and not,
not, as they blindly believe, essentially different, why, then this war will not have been
waged in vain."

Sir Geoffrey wrestled valiantly with these words.
"I grope, Hamlin, I grope. It sounds humiliating when one is past sixty."

Hamlin nodded. He was groping, too, but he had greater faith in human nature. He said



hesitatingly:

"The result of all wars, according to history, has been this: the poor emerge poorer; the rich
richer. I hope that it will not be so after this world-war. And our energies should be directed
to that end, Pomfret:—a more generous distribution of material wealth, a happier
understanding between all classes, a breaking-down of barriers everywhere, not only as
between man and man, but as between nation and nation."

Sir Geoffrey jumped up, holding out his hand.

"You are a good fellow, Hamlin, sound at core. I have often misjudged you in the past.
Forgive me! The past, as we knew it, is dead. We will work together in the present."

Hamlin rose quickly, grasping the outstretched hand. After discussing practical details
concerning the lecture, they separated. The Squire strode on to the village, much heartened.
The Parson sat down at his desk to write the Sunday morning sermon. For a time, he put no
pen to paper. He leaned head upon hand, thinking deeply. Out of the dump-heap which was
left of his pet theories, he tried to piece together some sort of mosaic pavement upon which
he could stand. It was difficult to realise the change in himself, more difficult to realise the
change in the Squire. But the change had taken place. What would be the effect on his
parishioners? Who would help? Who would hinder? If this war meant the regeneration and
reconstruction of the world, all were involved. He thought of the dead Pope, who had passed
away without exciting a ripple of excitement outside the Vatican. What part would his
successor play? Would the Church of England grasp a tremendous opportunity? Would the
Nonconformists gird up their loins for the spiritual battle?

Consider Armageddon how he might and did, from every point of view which presented itself
to an active and prescient brain,—the material outlook of diplomatists struggling to adjust
the balance of European powers, of monarchs gazing at tottering thrones, of politicians still
grabbing loaves and fishes, of business men thinking of their tills, of the rank and file in all
countries working apathetically for their daily bread,—this thought rose up and dominated
others. To him and men like him, ardently concerned with the potentialities of souls,
ordained teachers of God's Word, called upon to interpret, so far as they could, the
mysterious designs of Omnipotence, the issues shone clearly forth. Evil was arrayed against
Good. The pomps and vanities of the world were marshalled against the powers of the Spirit.

And, in the end, the Spirit would triumph.
He began his sermon.

The Squire, meanwhile, was approaching the Sir john Barleycorn tavern, intending to have a
word with William Saint, and, later on, with Susan Yellam and others, whom he regarded as
aides-de-camp. Not being a very judicious reader of character, indolently disposed (because
he was so busy himself) to accept his own people as they appeared to be, he regarded
William Saint as a respectable, intelligent publican, who had been an excellent servant as
first footman at the Court. He counted upon William as a likely "whipper-in" in the hunt for
recruits. The Boniface of the Pomfret Arms, the larger of the two Nether-Applewhite taverns,
happened to be stout and scant o' breath. He seldom stirred out of his snug bar-parlour.
William Saint scoured the countryside, a very energetic, enterprising fellow.

"Morning, William."
"Good morning, Sir Geoffrey."

The Squire removed his hat and wiped an ample brow. He had found Saint in the sanded
tap-room, overhauling supplies. He noted the man's drab complexion, and wondered
whether he consumed too much of his own beer. The publican asked his old master
deferentially if he would drink a glass of ale. Time was when the Squire never refused such
invitations. To-day, he declined the ale, saying trenchantly:

"No, no. We shall have to tighten our belts, William. Take my word for it. You must reckon
with being hit. We shall all be hit in our purses and our stomachs."

William Saint agreed politely. He had no intention of being hit in either place, but he kept
that to himself. Already he was secretly enrolled amongst the would-be profiteers, and
resolutely determined to extract good from an ill wind. Sir Geoffrey stated the nature of his
errand. The village must set an example to less beatified hamlets, such as Ocknell, for
example. Did William think the younger men would come forward with enthusiasm? William
was doubtful about the enthusiasm. With discreet pressure from Authority, they might be
induced to follow the example of George Mucklow. The Squire slapped his thigh.

"I am very pleased with George Mucklow. A snug billet shall be kept for him."
William smiled, not very pleasantly.
"His father, Sir Geoffrey, used pressure."

"Did he, b'Jove? And very proper, too. Uncle is one of the right sort. Even his weaknesses are
endearing. The truth is, William, in such damnable times as these we must keep an eye
peeled for the good in our fellow-men, and wink the other discreetly."



Perhaps William profited by this advice, and winked the eye farthest from Sir Geoffrey. After
more conversation, dealing strictly with recruiting methods to be applied to a community
essentially peace-loving, Sir Geoffrey walked off and on, very well satisfied with his talk with
an old servant. William apostrophised his diminishing figure in language never printed
nowadays.

As the Squire walked down village he, too, like the Parson, thought seriously of what he
should say to his people when he met them in the school-house. He was not concerned with
spiritual issues. As a former M.F.H., he went a-hunting recruits with the same ardour and
resource formerly consecrated to foxes. With profoundest sincerity he wished that he were
of an age to bear arms. Indeed, he had offered himself, as an ex-Guardsman, quite ready to
tackle a new drill-manual, to an old schoolfellow, now a general at the War Office. Sound
advice had been tendered him.

"You can serve your country, Pomfret, on your own pitch. We shall want men and food. Food
may become the more difficult problem."

Hence the allusion to tightened belts.

Sir Geoffrey walked briskly, reflecting complacently upon his excellent physical condition.
He might be slightly dazed in mind, but fit as a fiddle in body. An odd expression that! What
constituted a "fit" fiddle? Obviously, an instrument tuned to the right pitch. He felt taut all
over. What had kept him fit at an age when many men of his acquaintance were falling into
the sere and yellow stage of life? Sport. To scrap sport filled him with apprehension. So far,
sport in England went on as usual. When he visited Euston to make enquiries concerning
Russians, he had seen many cheery-looking fellows on their way north, bent on slaying
grouse and stags, reasonably convinced in their own simple minds that, Germans or no
Germans, the world must wag on as before. Sir Geoffrey was not so optimistic. He knew
much better. Already the supreme sacrifice of an only son had been demanded of him and
made instantly. Other sacrifices bulked larger and larger in the immediate future. Standing
in his fine hall, with the portraits of dead-and-gone Pomfrets looking down upon him, he had
smelt anticipatingly the pungent odours of carbolic acid and iodoform. The stately saloon
must be turned into a ward—! The mere thought was hateful, but he never flinched from it.
Let the poor boys come! He would welcome them with courtesy and geniality. A Mandarin
predicted a five-shilling-in-the-pound income tax! The Squire had responded generously to
the Prince of Wales's Fund.

The situation could be summed up in one all-embracing word—Hell!

Little girls curtsied, small boys touched their caps, as the Autocrat of Nether-Applewhite
passed them by with a kindly word and glance for each. He reflected: "The little 'uns are out
of it, bless 'em!" He wondered whether respectful salutations would last his time. They were
dear to him, outward and visible signs of the respect paid to Authority. Would they be
scrapped? The Government had taken over the railroads. If the Labourites came into power,
the land might be grabbed ruthlessly.

Sir Geoffrey walked less briskly, as the possibility obtruded itself.

He stopped first at Uncle's cottage. Mrs. Mucklow received him. Uncle, it appeared, was at
work, thatching a dormer window, which exacted his particular skill. Yes, George, poor boy,
had gone for a soldier. His father had insisted upon it.

"Quite right," said the Squire heartily.

Jane Mucklow sniffed. She dared not contradict the Squire, but a sour face betrayed her
feelings. The Squire laid a sovereign on the mantelpiece, saying that it was for Uncle, with
the donor's compliments. Jane thanked him, wondering whether the piece of gold could be
despatched, surreptitiously, to George. Always, Uncle got credit for what more deserving
individuals accomplished. An exasperating thought! A recital of her own aches and pains,
however, provoked the promise of a bottle of port. Sir Geoffrey shook hands with his former
cook on leaving, and said graciously:

"Now, remember, Jane, if George gets leave and comes home, I want to see him. Send him
up to the Hall."

"Thank you kindly, sir."
Sir Geoffrey went his way. As he approached the Yellam cottage, he muttered half audibly:
"Good people. Good people."

If he had known the truth—! At this moment Jane Mucklow was reviling him, because she
laid her George's approaching death at the Squire's door. She made quite sure—and so did
George—that he would be killed in his first action. With much reluctance we present these
two old servants of the Autocrat smiling deferentially to his face and cursing him behind his
back! And he believed so absolutely in their honesty and sincerity.

Five minutes later, Mrs. Yellam dusted a chair which needed no dusting. The Squire sat
down upon it. He liked and respected Susan Yellam, and she—you may be sure—was well
aware of that. No insincerity lurked behind her welcoming smile. But, in justice to the



unhappy Jane Mucklow, it must be stated that Susan happened to be independent of the
Autocrat. Many times and oft had Uncle been "behindhand" with his rent. More than once
Sir Geoffrey had remitted that rent altogether, simply because Uncle was so knowledgeable
about foxes and deer, and such a wrath-disarming scallywag even in his cups. Mrs. Yellam
paid her rent punctually, and possessed independent means. She had never been in service.
She exercised brains, rare in any village, which enabled her to apprehend something
withheld from the unprivileged classes, to wit:—that position carried with it crushing
responsibilities and disabilities. Mr. Fishpingle, so near and dear to Sir Geoffrey, a friend
and servant of fifty years, had often pointed out to her the sacrifices made by the Squire for
his people. And she had kept eyes and ears open to these, deducing inferences from them.

For some minutes Sir Geoffrey talked about the Red Cross Hospital, enlisting Susan's
sympathies. Co-operation had been promised already to Lady Pomfret.

"My lady be none too strong," observed Mrs. Yellam.

The Squire was not of Mrs. Yellam's opinion, but he didn't say so. He mentioned his
proposed lecture, and solemnly invited her considered views on the recruiting campaign.
She was not enthusiastic.

"Be they wanted real bad, Sir Geoffrey?"
"Of course they are."
"Wanted as soldiers more than they be wanted on the land?"

The Squire frowned. He had not weighed the pros and cons of a question hardly raised as
yet even by far-seeing men.

"Lord Kitchener asks for them."

"I be afeard they'll hang back. 'Tain't easy to believe that us is at war. My Alferd be doing
wonnerful well; trade stimulated as never was."

"I hear that Alfred is engaged to be married. Tell me all about it."

At such moments the Squire was at his best, keenly interested, avid for details, always ready
to assume sponsorial obligations for the unborn, and promising five pounds if the little
strangers appeared in couples. Mrs. Yellam spoke of Fancy.

"Bless my soul! She opened the Vicarage door to me this morning. A very pretty girl, on the
thin side, but modest and intelligent. I shall congratulate her. Your Alfred is a very sterling
fellow. He deserves the right sort of wife. By the way, we shan't want him. You can tell him
so from me."

Mrs. Yellam said gravely:

"Alferd be my only son, and I tells him that others should go first."
"Um! What does he say to that?"

"Nothing—not a word."

"Well, Susan, I want Alfred to help me. As a carrier he is constantly meeting young men and
young women. Let him talk to both."

"Yes, Sir Geoffrey. Alferd be a very forcible man, wi' plenty o' brave words and thoughts.
Certainly this war be a marrer-stirring affair. I hopes as how Master Lionel be enjoyin' good
health, and his dear lady?"

Sir Geoffrey chuckled.

"Captain, Susan, Captain. And only yesterday, I remember, he came sneaking in here,
always sure of a bull's-eye." He glanced at his watch. "Time, confound it, is always hurrying
on. I'm due at the Home Farm. Before I go, one word in your faithful ear. It will travel no
further for the present, hey?"

"You knows that, Sir Geoffrey."

They both stood up, a fine couple. The Squire patted Mrs. Yellam's substantial shoulder.
Then he lowered his jolly voice:

"You asked about Mrs. Pomfret. After Christmas I am expecting the sort of present I want
badly. You understand——"?"

"Lard bless 'ee, Sir Geoffrey, and her too. Tis gert news."
"Isn't it? But mum's the word!"

He went on to the Home Farm, whither we need not follow him. But it may be added,
incidentally, that the translation of Benoni Fishpingle from the position of butler at Pomfret
Court to the more responsible post of Bailiff had worked greatly to the Squire's advantage
and happiness. He returned home to luncheon in reasonably high spirits, having prodded the
sides of many fat bullocks. He found Lady Pomfret on the terrace facing the park. From her



face he divined instantly that something of importance had happened. She came up to him,
with her slow, measured walk, holding out a telegram. It was from Lionel.

"Expect Joyce and me to-night. I go to France this day week."

CHAPTER VIII

RECRUITING

The Squire's lecture was an immense success. The village school-house overbrimmed with
his "people." With a big blackboard behind him, and chalk in hand, the lecturer talked
simply and convincingly upon a subject at that time unfamiliar to his audience, a subject
vital to any understanding of military movements. He explained the nature of platoons,
companies, battalions, brigades, divisions and army corps. He presented, in short, an army
in being. Loud applause greeted this first half of the lecture. The second half was devoted to
the urgent cause of recruiting, and was not, perhaps, quite so enthusiastically acclaimed.
The Squire, abandoning chalk and blackboard, thrust his hands in his pockets, and spoke
trenchantly. We need not chronicle what he said. Men like him, all over the country, used
the same arguments, almost exactly the same words. Such speakers forgot what had been
said by Tweedledum and Tweedledee during the piping times of peace. Men and women,
herded together, were invited to scrap the slow judgments and convictions of their lives.
They had been assured again and again by politicians of variegated complexions that a
mighty navy was fully adequate to defend our Empire against attack. Need it be added that
such assurance, embodying as it did the accumulated wisdom and experience of
generations, could not be cast incontinently as rubbish to the void. English politicians—
using the word in the strongest antithesis to statesmen—have never realised the temper of
the country towards themselves, the curious and striking indifference of the average man,
engrossed in his own avocation, to any policy that he has not the wits or leisure to assimilate
thoroughly. The confidence of this average man in the government of the moment has
always been poignantly touching, a confidence stolidly based upon a belief in the
fundamental common sense of the nation as a whole. Upset that belief, and the average man
becomes at once helplessly befogged.

After the Squire had spoken, old Captain Davenant said a few words in a more Cambyses'
vein. Unhappily, the Captain lacked the geniality and persuasiveness of Sir Geoffrey. He
believed in the choleric word, snapped out viciously. He spoke as he had often spoken in the
barrack-yard, or in the hunting-field when some heavy-witted yokel had headed a fox.
Probably he was shrewd enough to realise that this fox of recruiting might be headed, and
governed himself accordingly. The Captain read the lessons on Sunday in the same
peremptory tones, raising a rasping voice and glaring at the congregation—a very mirth-
provoking performance. Uncle embodied the Nether-Applewhite verdict on such readings of
the Scriptures:

"'"Tis a rare lark to hear 'un!"

Fancy and Alfred attended the lecture together, and Alfred accompanied his sweetheart to
the Vicarage au clair de Ila lune. They had sat at the back of the school-house amongst the
younger people, and had listened attentively to sundry comments. Alfred, of course,
accepted as gospel whatever the lord of so goodly a manor might be gracious enough to say.
Being a carrier, and passing daily through many manors, he had made obvious comparisons
between his Squire and others to the advantage of Sir Geoffrey Pomfret. Remember, also,
that as yet, although he kept silence on the point, he had not considered the possibility of
England wanting him, a widow's only son, actively engaged in the prosecution of a business
vital to the needs and necessities of a prosperous village. He hadn't a doubt in his mind,
after listening to a burning harangue, that the younger men ought to down tools of peace
and shoulder rifles at the word of command. Some of the half-whispered comments
disturbed him.

"Are they cowards?" he demanded of Fancy.
"Oh, I can't think that, Alfie."

"You heard them growling like a lot of cantankerous hounds. I'd a strong notion to speak my
mind, I had. 'Twas lucky for them that Uncle Habakkuk was sitting quiet and peaceful
amongst the quality. I'll be bound he picked up a shilling or two, being the happy father of
the hero. George, pore soul, stands higher than I ever expected to see him. 'Tis a sad pity
the boy ain't able to hear the brave words as was said to-night by Squire and Captain. He's
standing on a giddy pinnacle, to be sure, and I mind me, in cricket-field, how he'd shut both
eyes when a ball came at his legs. I see him like that, quavering, on the field of battle."

Alfred chuckled. Fancy squeezed his arm, whispering fears not for George Mucklow, but for
a better man:

"Alfie, please don't joke about that."



"Ah, well, Fancy, 'tis a fact that many of our boys are like George. Shifting manure's their
proper job, and they do that so slow that I get weary watching 'em. Young Master Teddy is
the real right sort. What he's done, giving up a grand position, fills me nose-high with pride.
And too little was said about him,—a very notable oversight."

"That was because Mr. Teddy is quality."

"You're right, my pretty maid. Are you aware, Miss Broomfield, that your fingers are playing
the piano on my ribs?"

Love-making put to flight the less agreeable theme.

Mrs. Yellam and Jane Mucklow went home side by side. Jane, as the mother of the hero,
maintained an aggressive silence. Susan Yellam said, with a faint inflection of interrogation:

"You be a proud 'ooman to-night, Jane?"
"You be wrong, as usual. I bain't nothing of the sart."
"Squire and old Captain spoke up so handsome about your Garge."

"Be I the old fool they takes me for? 'Twas soft soap, Susan, ladled out in a big spoon;
flimflam I calls it. Habakkuk can ha' the pride, and welcome. He be fair swollen wi' that and
ale as Garge is payin' for."

"I listen to no ill talk about my brother, Jane."

"Then you'd better walk wi' some one else, Susan Yellam. You sees God A'mighty's hand i'
this; I don't."

She stamped along home in a silence Mrs. Yellam was too wise to break. Jane was a
Christian and a churchgoer. But chronic dyspepsia seemed to have affected her conscience
and principles.

She had predicted aright. At the Sir John Barleycorn Uncle was drinking much ale paid for,
indirectly, by the hero of the hour. The gaffers and married men, including George's married
brothers, listened approvingly. Uncle "understudied" the Squire as he addressed his friends,
thrusting his hands into his pockets and standing very upright.

"'Twas a notable evening, neighbours, but not a thing fresh to me, you understand? Me and
Squire went over his so heart-stirrin' remarks two days ago, and me and old Captain had
talk together this very marning. Far be it from me to say as they used my own words
egzactly; I bain't a scollard, although I can an' do hold me own wheresomedever I finds
myself. And I tell 'ee, just as Squire did to-night, 'tis our duty to cry 'Forrard' and keep on a-
hollerin' so long as breath be left in our dear bodies. We got to jine in the hunt, boys, and
roll our big buck over in open. I means, some way, to be in at death, and 'twould be a grand
privilege to slit his royal throat. I tell 'ee, one and all, that the eyes o' the world be on
Nether-Applewhite."

Uncle drank some ale, amidst much applause. An old gaffer piped up:

"Neighbours and true friends, this be a wondersome time, but I makes bold to say that we
country fellers bain't properly esteemed in Lunnon town. I minds me when I jined what they
called a deppitation to that gert city. I'd no stomach to go along, seein' as I'd no better
clothes than I stands up in to-day. But I was out-talked, sonnies, as has happened to me by
my own wife, time and time agen. We marched very proper down such a noble street as I'd
reckoned might be found in Kingdom Come and nowheres else. And marchin' along so proud
and joyous as never was, a tremenjous, red-faced man, a-settin' top side of a 'bus, wi' the
reins in his hand, sings out: 'Halt!' Well, neighbours, we comes to a full stop, a-lookin' up at
he, and, dang me, if he don't ask a very ridic'lous and shameless question."

The old man paused solemnly, looking about him. Some had heard the story before; one of
the others said curiously:

"Whatever did he say?"

"He says this, sonnies, loud and clear: 'Tell me this,' he says, 'how do they keep the crows off
the wheat when you fellers comes to town?' Neighbours, they was his words. And it struck
me all of a heap as we wasn't, so to speak, properly esteemed in Lunnon town; and, more,
'tis hard to believe that what Habakkuk Mucklow here says is true. There be too much i' the
world, neighbours all, for it to be gapin' at we."

Uncle felt that he had overstrained a figure of speech. But he dealt faithfully with his aged
interrupter.

"What did 'ee up and reply to 'un, Granfer?"
The old gaffer gazed around.

"Ah-h-h! I says nothing at the time, Habakkuk Mucklow, but a very forcible remark comes
into my mind just one week too late, when I was makin' spars in Hollywell Wood. I could ha'
downscrambled 'un. 'Twas in the month o' November that we marched so gay adown that
there Regency Street. And in November ther bain't no wheat to keep crows off. "Twas a



shameless and very ignerunt remark."

He cackled joyously as a good Samaritan refilled his glass. William Saint, feeling cautiously
the pulse of his customers, hazarded a remark:

"The likely young fellers sat together at the end of the room, and they kept together
afterwards. I see none of them here with us to-night. What does that mean?"

"T'll tell 'ee," replied Uncle promptly, "and in duty bound, being so moral a man, I means to
tell Squire to-morrow marning. They be afeard, as my Garge was, till I talked to 'un. Such
talk as mine, soul-stirrin', upliftin' words, be wanted bad in Nether-Applewhite. The young
fellers has got to fight for they as brought 'un into this wicked world. I fought in my time, as
you all knows."

"Where?" asked William Saint.
Uncle replied scornfully:

"Never you mind where, Willum Saint. I can fight still, let me tell 'ee. If you doubts that, take
off your coat and come wi' me to stable-yard."

William Saint declined politely the invitation.

"Why, Uncle, I meant no offence. We all want to fight the Germans, not to quarrel amongst
ourselves. You have a glass o' ale with me."

Harmony was restored. Those present, who could hardly be expected to fight, agreed
cordially that others must do the job for them. The youngsters needed encouragement.

"Wi' the end of a boot," concluded Uncle.

The lecture had taken place at seven. At nine the port circulated round Sir Geoffrey's
mahogany. Hamlin was present and Lionel Pomfret. How sadly one recalls the chatter of
those early days, the high hopes, the confidence that Might would crumble away against
Right, the belief in the steam-roller—Russia. On paper, a swift result seemed assured. The
Squire had thrown off London vapours. His own words had intoxicated him. He admitted
that recruiting might hang fire in villages like Ocknell, but not amongst his people. Lionel
backed him up. Lady Pomfret and Joyce said nothing. The Parson hoped that it would be so.
When Sir Geoffrey had said everything to be said, twice over, he turned as usual to his wife
for an approving nod strangely withheld.

"Well, my dear Mary, you agree with me?"

"About the necessity of getting men—yes. But I am not so sanguine as you, Geoffrey, about
the patriotism in our village."

"Bless my soul!"

"I think Mr. Hamlin shares my apprehensions."
"I do," admitted the Parson gravely.

Lady Pomfret continued gently:

"I was talking, this afternoon, with Susan Yellam. She looks ahead. She faces facts, as we do.
But she knows the village better than we do."

"My dear——!"

"I have been talking, too, with Ben."
"So have I, Mary; so have I."

Lady Pomfret smiled.

"Are you quite sure, Geoffrey, that you have been talking with Ben, and not at him? He is too
courteous to interrupt you and too kind to contradict you."

"What does old Ben say to you?"

"What Susan Yellam says. The villagers, generally, believe that our present army and navy
can beat a world in arms against us. You disabused them of that this evening, but Captain
Davenant undid some of your stitches."

The Squire fumed a little.

"The old boy let them have it straight from the shoulder."
"Exactly. Personally, I deplore such methods."

"Sheep have to be yapped into the fold."

"I wonder if Mr. Hamlin thinks so?"

Thus challenged, Hamlin spoke—tentatively.



"l have never been able to regard men and women as animals. I admit a superficial
similarity. Dogs are nearest to us, but what an Atlantic stretches between us and them!
Would any training turn a Pekinese into a pointer? Or a pug into a greyhound? But you can
train any child, of any nationality, into what you reasonably please, provided always that you
are dealing with a sound mind in a sound body. Sheep, under certain conditions, have to be
yapped into folds, because they are sheep. The Prussian system yaps men into the ranks. I
would sooner try other methods."

The Squire inclined his handsome head.

"Try your own methods, Hamlin, and good luck to you."
He answered quietly: "I shall try them next Sunday."
"You don't say so? From the pulpit?"

"Why not?"

"I approve with all my heart."

For the moment it rested there. Lionel began to talk of his coming campaign. The elder men
and both the women, wife and mother, listened to his young, eager voice. How keen he was!
How sure of himself and of his men, particularly the men. He talked persistently of Mr.
Thomas Atkins, of his artful divagations in peace and his whole-souled valour in war. Hamlin
reflected that it was good to listen to such talk, good to be young and valiant, at such a time,
good even to die, if the supreme sacrifice were demanded, clean of limb and mind, leaping
joyously upward, unfettered by disease or vice, fit—to use the boy's own word—for the
greatest adventure of all.

He heard his own boy speaking, just such another! Britain had thousands of them, the fine
flower of careful training, of a courtesy constantly exercised, of a courage sharpened to
finest edge by the grindstone of games and sports, of an intelligence not quite so keenly
tempered, but alert enough in moments of stress, of a "morale" which nothing could dismay.

Surely they would be invincible?

When Lionel waxed anecdotal, Hamlin's thoughts wandered to the women. He had been a
stalwart champion of the "Cause," till the militant suffragettes took to smashing windows
and smacking policemen. One effect of the war, and no inconsiderable national asset, was
the subsidence of these tempestuous petticoats, never to flutter again, so he hoped. From
women this essentially virile parson had always expected and exacted great things. The true
prosperity of any country, so he held, flowed from them and culminated in them. He had
recognised, even at college, their immeasurable potentialities—a favourite word of his. To
ignore their claims, politically, he contended in and out of print, was a colossal blunder. But,
quite apart from the granting or withholding of female suffrage, he desired ardently to see
women doing intelligently and thoroughly the work peculiarly their own, whether as matrons
or spinsters. The death-rate amongst babies appalled him; the physique of young girls
overworked in over-crowded, over-heated factories and shops roused this austere parish
priest to fever-heat. He had marvelled at the astigmatic insight displayed by sincere
statesmen and philanthropists, an insight ludicrously so-called, which overlooked women as
the mightiest lever to raise and regenerate a nation.

And now, in the dim twilight of a world in gloom, he perceived a beacon steadily shining.
The women would have their opportunity. One could adumbrate triumph or disaster by the
effort, sustained or otherwise, made by them. The men would play their part, if the
inspiration of the women lay behind them. And in the inevitable dislocations of all human
enterprise, both during and after the war, he beheld women stimulating the men either
upward or downward, for good or ill, according to the spirit which burned within them.

He gazed at Lady Pomfret and his daughter Joyce, as their eyes dwelt upon the son and
husband about to sail for France. He could guess what sensibilities lacerated their hearts.
Outwardly, each remained calm. They would be so when the moment of parting came,
speeding their warrior on his way with smiles, keeping back the tears till he was out of sight.

Hamlin walked home across the park, and let himself into the Vicarage with his latch-key. It
was past eleven, and, to his surprise, Fancy had not gone to bed. As she lit his candle he
chided her with the touch of testiness which had ceased to frighten her.

She said quickly:

"I wanted to see you, sir."

"See me at nearly midnight? What about? Surely to-morrow morning would do?"
"I wanted to sleep well to-night."

Without a word, he led the way into his study, and lighted two more candles.
"Sit down," he commanded. "You look tired."

"T feel excited like, sir."



He examined her more attentively, noticing the dilation of her pupils, so marked as to alter
her expression. Big black eyes seemed to be burning out of a white face, but he attributed
this seeming pallor to an ill-lit room.

"What excites you, Fancy?"
"I sat with Alfred Yellam at the back of school-house amongst the young fellows."
"Well?"

"Before Alfred left me, he told me to tell you, sir, that the young fellows was not too well
pleased with what Captain Davenant said. Alfred was real vexed at their remarks. He
thought you did ought to know."

"I'm much obliged to Alfred for a timely hint. But couldn't this have kept till the morning?"
"There's something else, sir."
"Out with it!" He smiled more encouragingly.

"After Alfred went, Molly told me as everybody in village was saying as how George
Mucklow's father made him go, and that upset the other young men.... And then...."

Her soft voice faltered and died away.
"And then...?"
"Molly and me fell to talking about Mr. Edward."

The sympathy in her voice was almost too much for the Parson. He shaded his eyes with his
hand. She continued in a lower tone:

"Excuse me, sir, for asking you something, but I do want to know so bad."
"Ask your question, Fancy."

"Did you tell Mr. Edward to go?"

"No."

"Ah! He wanted to go, and you didn't raise a finger to prevent him. If you had, maybe he'd
have stayed."

"I—I don't think so."

The Parson's voice was not too steady. How sorely he had been tempted to raise that finger
none would ever know. Fancy went on, breathlessly:

"Molly and me thinks that those who can least be spared may have to go, if—if the others
hold back."

"I see. You are thinking of your Alfred?"
He lowered his hand, looking straight at her.
"If you please, sir. He be terrible put out at the others hanging back."

"I give my opinion for what it is worth, Fancy. In these deep matters none can speak for
another. I do not presume to speak for Alfred. But Lord Kitchener, if he were here, would
assure you that Alfred is certainly not needed yet, nor likely to be for a long time."

"Thank you, sir. That does hearten me. But, if he should want to go, and if—if he left it to
me, what should I do? What ought I to do?"

Her big eyes were flaming with interrogation. The Parson dared not temporise with her. All
his thoughts concerning women seemed to have become focussed on this individual case. All
that the finest gentlewomen in the Empire were feeling expressed itself poignantly from the
mouth of his parlourmaid. All his convictions concerning the potentialities of the soul
became fortified. They burst suddenly into full flower. Yet he answered curtly, distrustful of
sentiment when tremendous issues were at stake.

"You will tell him, Fancy, to act according to the dictates of his own conscience."
"Yes, sir."

"Do you mean that you will tell him that, regardless of your own feelings?"

"Yes, sir."

She got up, begging his pardon for keeping him out of bed. As he rose from his chair, he
wondered what he could say to comfort her; some word of solace that might woo sleep to
her tired brain. They went together into the small hall. He took her hand.

"Have courage and faith. Pray that these may be vouchsafed to you and to all of us.
Something tells me that you have both already. And if so, Fancy, it is well with you. Good-
night."



"Good-night, sir."

CHAPTER IX

PARSON'S METHODS

Next day, immediately after breakfast, Sir Geoffrey summoned his two footmen and the odd
man, so called because he does odd jobs in a big establishment and works harder for less
pay than any other servant except, possibly, the scullery-maid. The first footman, Alfred
Rockley, had married recently his cousin, Prudence, and, for the moment, the Squire
regarded him as ineligible for service elsewhere. Charles, the second footman, was held by
the Squire to be an oaf, sadly in need of barrack-yard discipline; the odd man had been
taken from the Home Farm, and felt more at home in a barn than in the pantry.

They had attended the lecture of the previous evening.

Sir Geoffrey marshalled them in front of him, as he sat at his desk, and said genially:
"Now, Alfred, what do you think about joining up?"

The gallant fellow answered promptly:

"I'm ready to enlist with Captain Pomfret, Sir Geoffrey."

"So he told me, and it warmed the cockles of my heart. But you have a wife and——"
"Somebody else coming, Sir Geoffrey," added a true son of Nether-Applewhite.

"Yes, yes; a hint of that reached me, and I was much pleased. Babies, b'Jove, ought to
command premiums nowadays. Under the circumstances, Alfred, you can go back to the
pantry. Single men must march first."

Alfred thanked the Autocrat, and withdrew. Charles happened to be the Squire's godson,
and not a credit to his sponsor. Sir Geoffrey stared at his bovine face, now exhibiting a grin
which might be seen at funerals and on all momentous occasions, a grin indicating
nervousness and apprehension. If Sir Geoffrey could have looked through a very massive
desk, he would have reprimanded Charles for standing on one foot and scratching his calf
with the other.

"What do you propose to do, Charles?"
"I be thinking, Sir Gaffrey."

"Good. I want my people to exercise such thought as God has given to 'em. What conclusion
have you come to—hey?"

"Mother don't fancy me going for a soldier."

"Possibly not. But this is a case for your conscience, not for your mother's fancy."

He spoke with increasing testiness.

"I be thinking, Sir Gaffrey," he repeated, with a still broader grin.

"Very well. Off with you! Think hard for the next twenty-four hours, and I'll see you again."
"Yas, Sir Gaffrey."

Charles withdrew, still grinning, and joined Alfred in the pantry, where he used encarmined
language which provoked a rebuke from the middle-aged butler who had stepped into
Fishpingle's shoes.

Sir Geoffrey eyed the odd man.

"What have you to say, my lad?"

"I ain't going to the wars, I ain't."

"Oh, you ain't going to the wars? Why not?"

"Because I'm quite satisfied with my place, sir."

"By the way, what's your name?"

"William Busketts."

"To be sure. Unmarried?"

"I'm walking out with Jemima Pavey, a very respectable young woman."

"What does Jemima Pavey say about it?"



"She thinks with me, sir. Most of us think the same, as we ain't ready to go to furrin' parts. If
the Kayser invades Old England, I'm ready to shoulder gun, stand behind a tree, as brave as
my neighbours, and take a true shot at 'un."

Sir Geoffrey stared at him. Did all the young men in his beloved village think this? And, if so,
how was Authority going to deal with such a lot of damned fools? He said slowly:

"Has it occurred to you, my lad, that if able-bodied men like you refuse to enlist willingly,
they will be made to do so? Willy-nilly——!"

"Ah-h-h, you're talking of conscription, sir. Old England won't never stand that. 'Tis devilish
Proosianism, so they tell me."

"Who has told you that? Answer me!"
"I have heard William Saint say so."

Sir Geoffrey suppressed an oath. That William Saint, a former servant of his own, a tenant, a
trusted friend, b'Jove! should so poison men's minds at such a time seemed incredible. If this
were true, the world was indeed upside down. He fidgeted in his chair; his face flushed;
wrath bubbled within him. He began to despair of his fellow-countrymen. However, he
choked down his rising rage and said freezingly:

"You can go, sir."
"Where to?"
"Back to your work for the present."

William Busketts retreated, slightly moithered, but more at ease. He had expected an
explosion, followed by the "sack."

Sir Geoffrey leaned back in his chair, sorely discomfited. It would be pleasant to record that
happier fortune awaited him in his stables, in his gardens, and at the Home Farm; but truth
will leap from her well on rare occasions. Out of all the young men interviewed upon this
memorable morning, young men more or less dependent upon the will and whim of their
interlocutor, only one promised to enlist forthwith. The others touched their caps, bobbed
their heads, and professed themselves willing to do anything except bear arms for their
country.

Luncheon at Pomfret Court, accordingly, was not a very cheery meal. The Squire sat silent
and abstracted; the troubles in his brain upset his appetite.

In the afternoon, he called upon Captain Davenant, whom he found apoplectic with
indignation. The Captain had a modest establishment, but he had discharged two men who—
so the Captain affirmed—preferred to guzzle ale when a unique opportunity for sticking pig
was held out to them.

"Country's rotten," concluded the Captain. "It may be saved by the gentlemen, by God! sir,
but not by our yokels."

The Squire protested against this, saying, mildly for him:
"Perhaps, Davenant, our methods are at fault."
"That be damned!" roared the Captain.

"Well, well, it's fairly obvious that so far our recruiting campaign has not been an
overwhelming success. Hamlin means to have a go at 'em on Sunday. I haven't a notion how
he'll tackle the job, but there it is. What is your opinion of William Saint?"

"A very shifty fellow, Pomfret, with a face the colour of skilly. He licks your boots. I wouldn't
let him black mine. By the way, I've promised Habakkuk Mucklow half-a-sovereign for every
cove he collars."

"That we should have come to such a pass!"

"Light a fresh cigar, and we'll go to the stables. When I'm fed up with mankind, I always take
a squint at my gees."

"So do I, Davenant. But they'll have to go, too."
"Mine are ready for 'em."

This talk took place in mid-September, at a moment when an astrologer, doing a roaring
trade not far from Piccadilly Circus, predicted confidently that the final disappearance of the
All-Highest would take place upon the twenty-fifth day of October, 1914! Many believed him.
And the mere sight of our splendid regulars route-marching over country roads, singing
"Tipperary" as they swung along, deepened in the hearts of those who beheld them the
conviction that French's Army was quite sufficient to stem the Hun tide, and, later on, sweep
it back to Berlin. The pacifist press was widely read by men who had never looked at a
newspaper before.

Unspeakable atrocities had begun in prostrate Belgium. Some refused to credit them.



Others shrugged their shoulders and remarked blandly that war was not five o'clock tea. Out
of the seething mass of contradictions, affirmations, exaggerations and recriminations, men
in the rural districts who could hardly read and write were invited to step forward and
abandon the beaten tracks. Can one blame them, to-day, that they shrank at first from a
desperate plunge into the unknown?

Upon the following Sunday, Nether-Applewhite Church was crowded to the galleries.

All over the country, churches were filling up or emptying according to the virtue that
emanated from the preachers of God's Word. One wonders whether ministers of the Gospel
apply this numerical test to themselves. It is certain, however, that those, like Hamlin,
whether in Church or Chapel, who laid aside for the moment merely Biblical exegesis and
the expounding of doctrine and dogma, and concentrated spiritual and intellectual energies
upon dealing faithfully with the problem of human conduct as affected by a catastrophic
war, had no reason to complain that they addressed empty pews.

Captain Davenant read the Lessons as if he were declaiming the Riot Act. The good man
believed that the young men present were shirking hounds to be rated and whipped up to
their Master. Under the lash of his rasping voice, even Mrs. Yellam, louder in fervent
response than usual, winced and frowned. The Parson, in his three-decker, wondered
whether a discreet hint would serve to tone down the zeal of this militant Christian, who
positively wallowed in the slaughters and comminations of the Old Testament. The Captain,
as a stout upholder of Church and Crown, must be handled delicately; a dry old stick breaks
so easily. Uncle sat with his wife in the Mucklow pew, half-way down the nave. He carried a
high head, and thought of the half-sovereigns soon to be rattling in and out of his pocket.
Jane sat beside him, sniffing audibly. Alfred Yellam and Fancy Broomfield were opposite to
each other, with the aisle between them.

Hamlin ascended the pulpit.
He chose for his text a maxim of Bishop Berkeley:
"Where the heart is right, there is true patriotism."

The shuffling of skirts and occasional coughs soon died down. Sir Geoffrey, from his coign of
vantage in the chancel, perceived with some astonishment that Hamlin had a script on the
cushion in front of him. As a rule he preached without notes. The Squire inferred rightly that
the Parson deemed his theme to be of such paramount importance that he distrusted the
effect of one careless, unconsidered word. Hamlin, however, possessed long sight. He could
read his typewritten sheets without lifting them. Few in the congregation were aware of
them.

He began with the curt statement that the actual word "patriotism" is not to be found in the
Bible. This challenged attention immediately. The Squire fidgeted. He considered that
Hamlin had made a shockingly bad start. A weapon had been thrust into the hands of
recalcitrants. This apprehension, however, vanished as the preacher set forth convincingly,
in words that children could understand, the obsessing love of country, of the Promised
Land, which informed and sustained God's Chosen People during forty weary years in the
wilderness. With a swift transition, he passed to the New Testament, dwelling, with more
insistence, upon the love that had inspired simple, obscure men to forsake home, country
and kindred, to fight God's battles in new and strange countries. When he paused, before
touching his real theme, he had the ears of his congregation. He indulged in no gestures, his
familiar tones fell quietly. So far, what he had said was preparatory, novel neither in theme
nor treatment. None knew better than he how sadly his parishioners were lacking in
imagination. His success, as a preacher, had not been gained by dealing with abstractions or
by inviting ill-educated persons to transplant themselves to surroundings and conditions
which the wisest of moderns find difficulty in apprehending. Hamlin believed in the personal
appeal.

He leaned forward out of his pulpit, gazing keenly at the faces upturned to his.

"I am wondering," he said slowly, "how many of you young unmarried men will be here a few
Sundays from now?"

He paused again. His voice was gentler:

"I am wondering, also, what the mothers and sisters and sweethearts of these young men
are thinking to-day, and what part they mean to play—to-morrow." Then he said austerely:
"Where the heart is right, there is true patriotism."

Many hearts began to beat faster, as he went on, picking his way, pausing again and again,
but never faltering. The Squire, upright in his comfortable chair, became conscious of the
man's grip upon everybody present, gentle and simple. He could see their tense faces.

"I have never doubted one great thing. I believe in the soul and its immortality. In God's
sight all souls are equal, because they are part of Him. From birth that soul is struggling to
inform the body, in all its functions. It never tires; it never despairs. I dare to affirm that it is
most active when body and mind are fighting against it, spurning it, denying, perhaps, its
very existence or power. I affirm, further, that this quickening spirit within us may be least
potent to achieve its purpose when body and mind are stagnant, steeped in apathy, content



with the things of this earth, food, drink, clothes, money and—pleasure.

"Try to believe, for a moment, that your souls are omnipotently right. In the text I have
chosen, Bishop Berkeley uses the word 'heart.' I take it that he meant mind. Are your minds
right? Are they working in harmony with your souls? Each of you is called upon to answer
that question in relation to this world-war, and what that war may demand of each of us. It is
the duty of some of you to go, not grudgingly, not because pressure is brought to bear upon
you, not because you want to pose before others as more valiant than they are, not for any
selfish reason whatever, but in the same spirit which informed the apostles, men like
yourselves, hard workers, absorbed, as you are, in their own affairs, who abandoned
everything with one unswerving purpose before them—the regeneration of a world in pain.

"A great Cause is animating all of us.

"This war may inspire some of you to actions undreamed of in days of peace, to a valour
which you cannot measure if you would, because the hour provoking it has not yet come.
Sooner or later that hour comes to the greatest and the humblest. And the manner of our
rising to it may shape anew our lives and other lives, and determine our progress here and
hereafter. From the cradle to the grave, each of us carries a sleeping energy capable of
immense expansion, which wakes when the great opportunity presents itself.

"Some of you, I daresay, are unconscious of this latent power. We don't expect much of a
child, do we? A child eats and plays and sleeps. But children of the tenderest years have
performed amazing, incredible deeds. Why? Because of this Divine fund of spiritual force.
And we who are past middle-age; how difficult it is to say, with any certainty, how early we
began, resolutely, to exercise what is called the human will.

"I ask you again, are your hearts right? I repeat again that your souls are right. Obey the
voice of conscience, and it will be well with you. It is the duty of some of us to stay here in
Nether-Applewhite. I wish with all my heart that I could go, but I must stay. A very solemn
obligation rests with the women. I have never doubted the immense influence consciously or
unconsciously exercised by you women over men. Are your hearts right? Do you realise,
thinking, as you must do, of your dependence upon your bread-winners, that you may be
hindering instead of helping those whom you love; that, in urging them to stay at home, you
may be taking from them an opportunity to rise to their full stature, never to be offered
again?

"What does Bishop Berkeley mean by true patriotism?

"Are the Germans true patriots? Let us admit that they are passionate lovers of their
Fatherland. But their patriotism would seem to be an insensate fury of self-interest,
shrinking from no outrage to be inflicted on others, provided only that the material end be
accomplished—world-dominion. I cannot bring myself to speak, before young women and
children, of the atrocities deliberately wreaked upon helpless Belgians. They are so
abominable that details are unprintable in clean newspapers.

"Is, then, their form of patriotism true?

"What form will your patriotism take? Will it be true, springing to life and strength, out of a
right mind inspired by the soul; or will it pattern itself after the Prussian model, concerning
itself with material gain regardless of spiritual loss?

"Ask yourself these things.

"Before I close I want to say this. For many years I have worked amongst you, in sickness
and in health, in prosperity and adversity, and your welfare is dear to me. Sometimes I have
felt discouraged, acutely sensible of failure and disappointment. For many of you I have
cherished ambitions, and some of these have been realised. And it is this which has
sustained and fortified me in the dark hours which none can escape. What one can do may
be done by another; not in the same way, perhaps, but in the same direction—upward and
onward. I believe, with all the faith that is in me, that you will rise, with right and steadfast
hearts, to meet this stupendous emergency. I am at your service. My house is open to you
when I am in it. If you want counsel, if you feel perplexed, as you may well do, come to me,
and together we will attempt to find a way. I shall not appeal to any one of you, personally."

The congregation filed out of the church. Many walked home in silence. Alfred Yellam
booked no orders in the churchyard on that Sunday. Susan Yellam smelt no odour of baked
meats as she passed the baker's. Uncle, after greeting them not so exuberantly as usual,
said with conviction:

"A very moving and proper discourse. 'Tis strange that me and Pa'son do think just alike. I
felt as I might ha' been preaching that upliftin' sermon myself. His motter be mine—upward
and onward! He be counting on me to play my part, and I shan't disapint 'un.”

His wife said tartly:
"There be one preacher you'll never disappoint, Habakkuk."
"“You means Pa'son?"

"I means—yourself."



Uncle laughed, patting her shoulder.
"Old dear, I've heard 'ee make more foolish remarks."

Mrs. Yellam said no word about the sermon till the midday meal was over. When Alfred had
lighted his pipe, she came and sat near him.

"Alferd?"
"Yes, Mother?"

"There be moments when Mr. Hamlin do soar, so to speak, high above me. I be a very
unhappy 'ooman this day."

Alfred opened his mouth and left it open, gaping with amazement. The Parson's sermon had
moved him to the marrow, particularly the references to the women, because he was well
aware of the influence exercised over him by his mother and Fancy, the more percolating
because he never admitted it except to himself. Nevertheless he knew that his mother was
subject to moods and tenses which no ordinary man could conjugate. She held herself
strictly to account upon matters affecting conduct, somewhat complacently aware that less
robust spirits cited her as a model. Her cocksureness about others, oddly enough,
accentuated pitifully her private opinion about Susan Yellam. From time to time Alfred alone
was privileged to behold this strong woman self-shorn of her strength. He could remember
well a terrible fortnight after Lizzie died, when Mrs. Yellam lay in bed and refused even his
efforts to console her. The remembrance of her grim, set face came back to him now, as he
stared mutely at her, wondering what he ought to say, and miserably conscious that the
situation lay far beyond him.

Why should his mother be unhappy?

Had he been a student of history, he might have reflected that Boadicea, possibly, ruled
wisely everybody except herself.

Mrs. Yellam continued:

"T have the notion that Mr. Hamlin expects too much o' me."

"What a queer, upsetting idea!"

"I be asking myself if my heart be right. It bain't."

"Maybe 'tis your stomach, Mother."

"No, Alferd. I be no true patriot."

"Well, I never! If such a woman as you are is bogged down, where are we, I ask?"

"You be in the right path, Alferd. 'Tis some comfort to think o' that. Now, let me bide wi' my
own thoughts. Fancy be waiting for 'ee. Be kind to the maid, Alferd, if so be as you find her,
like me, down on beam ends after this marning's sermon."

"Fancy'll be all right, I wager."

"Maybe. I tell 'ee this: we women be fearfully and wonnerfully made—a puzzle to ourselves
and all mortal men. That be a fact, my son. I knows this too hard for any man to understand.
If you stayed on here wi' me, wi' the whole-souled notion o' comforting an unhappy 'ooman, I
should wax peevish wi' 'ee. God forgive us! We be cruel to they we love, when life goes
wrong wi' us."

Alfred wisely had a squint at his motor-'bus to hearten himself up, and then took the road to
the Vicarage.

Mrs. Yellam cleared away the dinner-things and washed them up. It was too early, as yet, to
expect visitors. She went into the parlour and opened the big Bible, staring at Alfred's name
and her own. She had rid herself of him cleverly. Had he stayed, she would have broken
down. She wanted to make him swear to remain in Nether-Applewhite. She had made up her
mind to do so that very morning. Every word spoken by the Parson seemed to be directed at
her; his chance shafts quivered in the heart that was not right.

She closed the Bible.

CHAPTER X

FANCY'S ORDEAL

Parson's methods bore fruit. Within the week several young men came forward, and certain
young women, on their own initiative, formed a small society to encourage enlistment. Uncle
claimed two or three half-sovereigns from Captain Davenant to which, possibly, he was not
entitled. The Captain raised a protest against one case, having specific information that



female influence had been diligently at work. Uncle laughed.

"Ah-h-h! That be true, Captain. But 'twas me as talked first to the young 'ooman, training
her, so to speak, and puttin' my brave words into her pretty mouth. But I bain't one to keer
about money. Everybody knows that. I be working as never was for my whole Sovereign,
King Garge, not for half 'uns."

Captain Davenant paid the extra half-sovereign. Uncle's disarming grin proved irresistible.

Ultimately, Nether-Applewhite did better than contiguous villages. In Ocknell, with an
impoverished squire and a nonentity for a parson, no young men came forward during the
first three months.

About Christmas, George Mucklow returned home on leave, hardly recognisable. Nether-
Applewhite was impressed by his martial bearing, when he strode down the village street,
cocking his head at a much-admired angle, with his buttons shining in the sun. Young
Hamlin, with a corporal's stripes upon his arm, had leave at the same time. George and he
received an ovation, wandering in and out of the cottages, talking and laughing as if war
were the greatest lark in the world. Recruiting was much stimulated. The girls liked to be
seen with a "boy" in khaki.

Meanwhile, Lionel Pomfret had been with the gallant Seven Divisions, sharing their
hardships and glories. He wrote home in good spirits, making light of what he had endured,
but a postscript in a letter received in early December was illuminating.

"At present I feel that when I return to Nether-Applewhite I shall never want to leave it
again. All the German prisoners taken by our men are fatly content. One chap, formerly a
barber at Nottingham, told me that he'd been looking for us ever since he joined up!"

Perhaps the proudest moment of Lady Pomfret's life came to her when she visited a
wounded Green Jacket at Netley, who had been in Lionel's company. The man said to her:

"During the retreat from Mons, my lady, the Captain kept up all our spirits, laughing at us
and chaffing us. We loved him."

So far, Lionel had not been touched, but, much to the anxiety of his mother, he never
mentioned his own health. She knew how delicate his lungs were. Would they stand the
cruel rigours of the trenches in mid-winter?

She was now established as the Commandant of the Red Cross Hospital, and wore a red
uniform which became her vastly well. For three months, preceding Christmas, wounded
Belgians were cared for and entertained by the devoted band of women who rallied round
the lady of the manor. Jane Mucklow cooked for the wounded; Susan Yellam was installed as
bottle-washer in chief. Sir Geoffrey would march through the Long Saloon and wonder
where he was. All the beautiful furniture and porcelain had been put away. Nine cots on
each side of the stately room stood side by side. In the centre was a large table covered with
puzzles and paraphernalia for indoor games. At smaller tables the convalescents played
interminably at cards, piquet and écarté. They amused each other very well, not so
dependent upon their entertainers as the Tommies who succeeded them. One man sang
beautifully; another wrote admirable verse. Before the war, the versifier had been on the
staff of a Brussels newspaper. All these men were unanimous about one thing—an idée fixe.
They hoped and prayed that they might never be asked to fight again. Some declared their
intention of remaining for ever and ever in England. It was heart-breaking to listen to their
accounts of ravished and pillaged Belgium.

Above them hung the famous French prints. Beautiful, laughing dames and exquisite
cavaliers looked down upon bandaged heads and shattered limbs. The contrast never failed
to strike Sir Geoffrey. His prints stood for life as he had known it, gay, easy, refined,
cultivated, essentially aristocratic. Was the Old Order, which he loved, passing inexorably
out of sight? Would life, after the war, cease to be leisurely and easy for the upper classes?
Would the payment of a stupendous National Debt fall upon them? And, if so, how would it
be met? Would a triumphant democracy divide up the big estates? Could they be run
properly upon diminished rent-rolls?

He confronted these questions ill at ease inwardly. Outwardly, as he had assured his wife, he
carried "a stiff tail." The politeness of the Belgians oppressed him. If he came into the ward
and addressed a man lying in bed, the poor fellow would struggle to sit up and salute him.
One cheery-faced boy, with eight wounds, passed the time laughing and crying; then he
would fall asleep, smiling in his sleep like a child.

But recruiting had been damped down by Authority, because housing and equipment were
so short. Sir Geoffrey was not encouraged to stump the county—as he offered to do—and
deliver his lecture. His old school-fellow at the War Office gave him a hint:

"We want the men, but not too many at once."

In the village, women not engrossed with Red Cross work sewed feverishly upon shirts and
pyjamas, and knitted comforters. The Squire examined some of the pyjamas, and exclaimed:

"Thank God! I don't have to wear them."



Shooting and hunting and football went on much as usual, to the amazement of our French
Allies. Some of our cavalry regiments in France wanted to import a pack of hounds. The
French Mandarins forbade it.

Early in January, a curt telegram from the War Office reached Sir Geoffrey, as he stood in
the hall, after a day in his coverts, shooting cock-pheasants.

"Lionel Pomfret wounded, degree not stated."

Next morning, Sir Geoffrey hastened to London and to the War Office. No details were
forthcoming. The men he saw were kind and sympathetic. Captain Pomfret might be badly
wounded, but the odds were against that. The anxious father couldn't find out where his son
was, or even where he was likely to be. He engaged rooms at a hotel and spent a wretched
afternoon at his club. Twenty-four hours dragged themselves by. He was wondering how
much longer he could bear the strain, when the second telegram reached him.

"Arrived Southampton. Destination unknown. Love. LIONEL."

The Squire, you may be sure, shared these good tidings with many friends, who
congratulated him warmly. Obviously, the wound must be light. Exasperations followed,
thick and fast. Sir Geoffrey hurried to the War Office, and thence to the Admiralty, and
finally to Waterloo, where, eventually, he had the joy of seeing his son step out of a train,
with a much-bandaged head, but apparently fit and in the highest spirits. A bit of shrapnel
had knocked him down, inflicting a superficial scalp-wound, which was healing rapidly.
Across his overcoat was a perfectly-defined cut made by a bullet which had missed him and
killed the man at his side. He shewed his father a scar upon his neck, where another bullet
had grazed him. Lionel talked fast and fluently. He had been in innumerable small actions
since Mons, and had seen whole regiments cut to bits.

His destination for the moment was a private hospital for officers in Belgrave Square. There
his wound was dressed, and Sir Geoffrey talked persuasively to the Sister-in-charge and
Surgeon, who, under pressure, allowed their patient to dine with his father quietly at a club.

Sir Geoffrey never forgot that dinner.

War, as soldiers see it, was brought vividly home to him by a young man who talked of
indescribable horrors as if they were negligible. Everything was accepted by Lionel as part
of the "show." The father listened, thinking of the pin-pricks which, since August, had so
irritated his sensitive skin, and felt grievously ashamed of himself. But, in Lionel's place,
with Lionel's amazing experience, he, too, was sensible that he would talk coolly. That was
part of the tradition of the Service. Tremendous issues must be so faced.

He took his son back to Belgrave Square at half-past nine.

Lionel slept soundly. The Squire lay awake most of the night. Throughout dinner, he had
suppressed his feelings. And on the threshold of the nursing-home, the father had found no
other words than these:

"It's jolly to have you back again, old chap."
That was all, and, perhaps, enough.

In bed, the Squire had no inclination to sleep. He wanted to think things out. He wanted to
adjust past and present conditions, to strike some happy mean between them. Could he
interpret the significance of this never-ending slaughter? Lionel had told him of a German
regiment pushing too far ahead, and annihilated, not a man left. That had been described,
also, as a "show."

More—and worse—Lionel ridiculed the suggestion of an early peace. Kitchener was under
the mark. The war was quite likely to last five years.

Five years!

Men such as his son, decent, quiet, sport-loving chaps, admitted with a laugh—with a
laugh!!!—that the enemy was "hot stuff," and that attrition would determine the end—and
nothing else.

Attrition.

He attempted to envisage what attrition meant where millions were engaged. Put the lot at
twenty millions. How many would perish? What Divine Purpose could be accomplished by
such a holocaust?

But his boy was safe for the next few weeks.
Two days later he brought him back to Pomfret Court.

Lionel received a soul-warming reception from gentle and simple within and without a five-
mile radius of his home. Apart from the young man's personal charm and good looks, he
happened to be the first officer to return home wounded. The fact that the wound was not
serious, that he treated it as a convenient peg upon which to hang three weeks' leave, made
no difference. Indeed, it increased rather than diminished his influence in Nether-



Applewhite so far as recruiting was concerned. His gay voice, his happy inconsequence, the
vitality that radiated from him as he moved briskly from cottage to cottage, or rode up to
talk to men working upon the property, achieved effects so far-reaching that possibly
Hamlin was the only man in the parish able to measure them. The Squire and Davenant had
appealed trenchantly for volunteers, using the time-worn arguments of Authority and
believing sincerely enough that deaf ears might hear their message if it were shouted loud
enough. The Parson, wiser man, had appealed to those same ears believing, with greater
conviction, that noise and violence, veiled threats, bribery in any form, would defeat their
ends. Right action, he contended, would come from within, at the persuasive, insistent call
of conscience. Lionel Pomfret hit the trail—to use the Western expression—which wanders
between the high road and the low. Looking at the gallant fellow, sitting erect on his horse,
it seemed clear even to eyes dimmed by living in the twilight of unintellectual surroundings,
that he impersonated something which captivates the rural mind more than anything else—
excitement. Lionel told the labourers, none of whom had been farther afield than Salisbury
or Southampton, stories of France bubbling over with humour and high spirits. And if this
light-heartedness had astonished his father, we can imagine what bewilderment it begat in
simpler minds. Many of them realised that in holding back they were missing fun! One
hardly dares to use such a word. But it burst, like a bomb, from the lips of a man who had
been "out there," who had been "through it," who bore scars, and who laughed at them.

Many joined up; more held back.

Laugh as he did about everything that concerned his own adventures and misadventures,
Lionel became intensely serious concerning the main issue, trembling still in the balance.
Kitchener of Khartoum must have more and more men. Otherwise, the sacrifices made and
the hardships endured by the splendid Seven Divisions would be in vain, and, ultimately,
directly or indirectly, the enemy would triumph.

Charles, the second footman, and the odd man, enlisted within a week of Lionel's return
home. Their places in the establishment were taken by maids.

Upon the first Sunday in February fill-dyke, Alfred Yellam walked out, as usual, with Fancy.
She had noticed, during the Morning Service, that Mrs. Yellam's responses were not quite so
fervent as usual, and the sermon, a good one, seemed to fail to hold Alfred's attention.
Servant-maids are acute observers where their interests are concerned. They divine a frown
before the master's forehead is wrinkled; they anticipate a harsh word before it is spoken by
the mistress. Alfred walked beside Fancy in silence. This, taken by itself, was not disturbing.
The more privileged classes often wonder why humbler couples sitting up