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A STORY OF THE
DAYS TO COME
by H.G.Wells

Author ol “The Time Machine,” “The Islend of Doctor Morcau,” Ete.

CQIAPTER T
‘The Cure {or Love

contented u)ulclnpl for 1ll who were not as hignsel i,
eeltled on his face. e was one of 1hose people
who do cverything that is ru,ln nd proper and sen:
Lle with |||l:\'|m|xle regularity. lle always wore just
the right and proper clothes, steering the narrow
between the smart and the shabby. always sul-
seribed to the right charities, just the judicious com-
promise between ostentation
tailed to have his bai

They were
and the right surt and munber
cl |]drcu. ol courst wginative or higlhty

thout any ol far as Mr. Morr
; they wuare periectly correct clothing,
tnor hygienic nor faddy
and. lhu ved i

S aud were
a thing he coull not have
comie when even

nds of heaven. 1
ested it to lim he would hive res
one of those worthy people who take o
n the fwwre of mankind at afl. e had
ave doubts, indeed, 11 there was any [uture for
ankind after he was dead,

It seemed quite impossible and guite uninteresting
1o imagine anything pening after he was dead.
Yet the thing was so, aml when even his great-great-
grandson was ayved and forgorten, when
the sham hal(-timbered house had gone the way ol
all shams, and vhe 7w ct, and the’ silk
hat a ridiculous antiquity, amd the modes ly unpns-
ing stone that bad been sacred 10 Mr. Morris had
Leen burnt to make lime for mortar, and all that
Mr. Morris had found real and important was sere
xt dead, the world was still going on, and peuple
were still going about i1, just as heedless and im-
p.uum of the l‘uture, or, indeed, of anything but

their own selves and property, as Mr. Morris had
been.

And, strange to tell, and much Mr. Morris
would have been angered i any one had fore-
shadowed it o him, all uver the world there were
seattered a multitade of preople. tilled with the breath
of lile. in whose veins the bloxd of Mr.
Muwed.  Just as some (hy

K

style ol

alf-timhering of choco-

gables, Linerns
wak pancls

e from
boys wemt 1o
schools, and

the life which is gathered
now in the r(-:ul:r of s
very Slory may 1I\<| e

lur and  wide

s T, and n)in-
gled with a s o) e
strains, heyond al) thought
and tracing.

And ameng the descend:
ants of this Mr. Maorr,
was onc almost as sensi
ble and clear-headed as hi

were put Lo respectable
professions: his givls, in

weady, ol roung men with good
And when it was 2 it and proper thing
du so. Me. Morris died.  Ilis tomb wa
(. withbut any art nonsense or lauda
tly imposing—such being the

to suuul-lc.

prospect

and long belore
cven his bones hn(l become dust,
ven.

ancestor. He had just the
same stout, short frame as that ancient man ol the
nincteenth century, (rom whom his name of Morris
—he spelt it Mwres—came: he had the same hal(-
contemptuons expression of face. He was a pros-
perous person. too, as times went, and he disliked
the “new-fangled,” and bothers about the future aad
the lower classes, just as much as the ancestral Mor-
ris had dane. He did not read the Times: indeed,
he did not know there cver had Deen a Times—
that institution had foundered sumewhere in the
intervening gull of years; but the phonograph
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8 AMAZING STORIES

machine that talked (o him as he made his toilet
of a morning, might have been the voice ol a rein-
carnated Blowitz when it dealt with the world’s
affairs. This phonographic machine was the size
and shape of a Dutch clock, and down the front
of it were electric barometric indicators, and an elee-
tric clock and ealendar, and automatic engagement
reminders, and where the clock would have been
was the mouth of a trumpet. When it had news,
the trumpet gobbled like a turkey, “Galloop, galloop,”
and then brayed out its message as, let us say, a
trumpet might bray. It would tell Mwres in [ull,
rich, thraaty tones about the overnight accidents to
the ommibus fying-machines that plied around the
world, the latest arrivals at the fashionable resorts
in Tibet, and of all the great monopolist company
miecetings of the day beiore, while he was dressing.
If Mwres did not like hearmg what it said, he had
only to touch a stud, and it would choke a little and
talk about something else.

Of course his toilet differed very much [rom
that of his ancestor. It is doubtiul which would
have been the more shocked and pained to find him~
self in the clothing ol the other. Mwres would cer-
tainly have sooner gone forth to the world stark
naked than in the silk hat, [rock coat, grey trousers
and watch-chain that had filled Mr. Morris wilh
sombre seli-respect in the past. TFFor Mwres there
was no shaving to do: a skilful operator had long
ago removed every hair-root from his face. His
legs he encased in pleasant pink and amber garments
of an air-tight material, which with the help of an
ingevious little pump he distended so as to suggest
enormous muscles, Above this he also wore pneu-
matic garments beneath an amber silk tunic, so that
he was clothed in air and admirably protected against
sudden extremes of heat or cold. Over this he flung
a scarlet cloak with its edge [antastically curved. On
his head, which had been skillully deprived of every
serap of hair, he adjusted o pleasant little cap of
bright scarlet. held on by suction and inflated with
hydrogen. and curiousty like a comb of a cock. So
his toilet was complete; and, conscious of Deing
soberly and becomingly attired, he was ready to face
his fellow-beings with a tranquil eye.

1118 Mwres—the civility of “Mr.” had vanished
go—was one of the officials under the
and Waterf(all T'rust, the great company
that owned every wind wheel and waterfall in the
world, and which pumped all the water and supplied
all the electric energy that people in these latter days
required.  He lived in a vast hotel near that parL
of London called Seventh \Vay, and had very large
and comfortable apartments on the seventeenth floor.
Houscholds and family life had long since disap-
peared with the progressive refinement of manners;
and indeed the steady rise in rents and land values,
the disappearance of domeslic servants, the elabora-
tion of cookery, had rendered the separate domicile
of Victorian times impossible, even had any one de-
sired such a savage seclusion. When his toilet was
completed he went towards one of the two doors
of his apartment—there were doors at opposite
ends, each marked with a huge arrow pointing one,
one way and one the other—touched a stud (o open
it, and emerged on a wide passage, the centre of
which bore chairs and was moving at a steady pace
to the left. On some of these chairs, gaily-dressed
men and women were seated, He nodded to an ac-

quaintance—it was not in those days cliquetle to
talkk belore breaklast—and scated himsell on one
of these chairs, and in a [ew seconds he had been
carried to the doors of a lift, by which he descended
to the great and splendid hall in which his breakfast
would be automatically served.

It was a very diflerent meal from a Viclorian
breakfast. The rude masses of bread necdling to be
arved and smeared over with animal fat be(ore they
could be made palatable, the still recognisable [rag-
ments of recently killed animals, hideously charred
and hacked, the eggs torn ruthlessly [rom beneath
some protesting hen,—such things as these, though
they constituted the ordinary fare of Victorian times,
would have awakened only horror and disgust in the
refined minds of the people of these Jatter days. In-
stead were pastes and cakes of agreeable and varie-
gated design, without any suggestion in colour or
form of (he unfortunate animals from which their
substance and juices were derived. They appeared
on little dishes sliding out upon a rail from a little
box at one side of the table. The surface of the
table, to judge by touch and eye, would have appeared
to a nineteenth-century person to be covered with
fine white damask, but this was really an oxidised
melallic surface, and could be cleaned instantly alter
a meal. There were hundreds of such little tables
in the hall, and at most of them were other latier-
day citizens singly or'in groups. And as Mwres
seated himsel( belore his elegant repast, the invisible
orchestra, which had been resting during an interval,
resumed and filled the air with music,

But Mwres did not display any great interest,
either in his breakfast or the music; his eyc wan-
dered incessantly about the hall, as though he ex-
pected a belated guest. At last he rose cagerly and
waved his hand, and simultaneously across the hail
appeared a tall dark figure in a costume of yellow
and olive green. As this person, walking amidst the
tables with measured sleps, drew near, the pallid
earnestness of his face and the unusual intensity of
his eyes became apparent.  Mwres reseated himsclf
and pointed to a chair beside him.

“I feared you would never come,’
spite of the mtervening space ol ti
language was still almost exactly the
been in Ingland under Victoria
vention of the phonograph and such like means of
recording sound, and the gradual replacement of
books by such contrivances, had not only saved the
human eyesight from decay, but had also by the
establishment of a sure standard arrested the process
of change in accent that had hitherto been so in-
evitable.

“l was delayed by an interesting case,” .said the
man in green and yellow. “A prominent politican—
ahem '—sulfering [rom overwork.” He glanced at
the breakfast and seated himself. “I have been
awake for forty hours.”

“Eh dear!” said Mwres: “fancy that! You hyp-
notists have your work to do.”

The hypnotist helped himsell to some atiractive
amber=oloured jelly. "I happen to be a good deal
in request,” he said modestly.

“Heaven knows what we should do without you."

“Oh! we're not so indispensable as all that,” said
the hypnotist, ruminating the Aavour of the jelly.
“The world did very well without us for some thou-
sands of years. Two hundred years ago even—not
one! In practice, that is. Physicians by the thou-
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«and, of course—irightiully clumsy brutes for the
most part, and iollowing one another like shecp—
bue doctors ol the mind, except a ifew empirical
founderers, there were none.”

He concentrated his mind on the jelly.

[} UT were people so sane—"" began Mwres.
The hypuotist shook his head. “It didn’t
matter then ii they were a bit silly or faddy. Lile
was so easy-going then. No competition worth
speaking ol—no pressure. A human being had 1o be
very lopsided before anything happened. Then, you
know, they clapped ’em away in what they calied 2
lunatic 7s\lum

“I know," said Mwres. “In these confounded
historical romances that one is listening to,
they always rescue a beautiful girl from an asylum
or something o( the sort. 1 don't know il you atlend
to that rubbish.”

“1 must confess 1 do,” said the hypnotist. “It
carries one out of one's sell to hear of those quaint,
adventurous, half-civilized days of the nineteenth
century, when men were stout and women simple. I
like a good swaggering story before all things. Curi-
ous times they were, with their smutty railways and
puffing old iron trains, their rum little houses and
their !mrse vehicles. I suppose you dont read

ks 2™

3
<

“Dear, no!” said Mwres, “I went to a modern
school and we had none of that old-fashioned non-
sense. Phqnographs are good enough for me.”

“Of course,” said the hypnotist, “of course”; and
surveyed the table for his next choice. “You know,”
he said, helping hlm:el[ to a dark blue confection
that pronused well, “in those days our business was
scarcely thought of. I daresay if any one had told
them that in twoe hundred years’ time a class of men
would be entirely occupied in impressing things upon
the memory, elfacing unpleasant ideas, controlling
and overcoming instinctive but undesirable impulses,
and so forth, by means of hypnotism, they would
have refused to believe the thing possible. I“ew peo-
ple knew that an order made during a mesneric
trance, even an order to forget or an order to desire,
could be given so as to e obeyed alter the trance
was over,  Yet there were men alive then who could
have told them thie thing was as absolutely cerwin
1o come about as—well, the (ransit or Venus.”

“They knew of hypnotism, then?"

“Oh, dear, yes! They used it—for painless den-
tistry and things like that! This blue stuff is con-
foundedly gootl: what is it

“Haven't the faintest idea,” said \Iwres, “but I
admi it’s very good. Take some more.”

The hypnotist repeated his praises, and there was
an apprecialive pause.

“Speaking ol these historical romances,” said
Alwres, with an attempt at an easy, off-hand man-

er, “brings me—alh—to the matter I—ah—had in
mind when I asked you—when I expressed a wish to
see you.” He paused and took a deep breath.

The hypnotist turned an attentive eye upon him,
and conlinued eating.

“The fact is,” said Mwres, “I have a—in fact a—
daughter. Well, you know I have given her—ah—
every educational advantage. Lectures—not a soli-
tary lecturer of ability in the world but she has had
a telephone direct, dancing, deportment, conversa-
tion, philosophy, art criticism . . .” He indicated

catholic culture by a gesture of his hand. “I had in-
tended her 1o marry a very good [riend of mine—
Lindon of the Lighting Commission—plain little
man, you know, aml 2 bit unpleasant in some of his

ways, but an Tellow 1y N
Iellnw
“Yes,” said the hypnotist, “go on. How old is
“ teen,”
“A dangerous age. Well?”

“Well: it seems that she has been indulging in
these historical romances—excessively. Excessively,
Even to the neglect of her plulosophy Filled her
mind with unutterable nonsense about soldiers who
hght—\vhzl is it >—Etruscans 7™
yptians.
yptians—very probably. Hack about with
swords and revolvers and things—Dblood-shed galore
—horrible!—and about young men on torpedo
catchers who blow up—Spaniards, I fancy—and all
sorts of irregular adventurers. And she has got it
into her head that she must marry [or Love, and
that poor little Bindon—"

“I've met similar cases,” said the hypnotist. “Who
is the other young man?"

Mwres maintained an appearance of resigned calm.
“You may yell ask.”" he said. ““He is"—and his
voice sank with shame—"a mere attendant upon the
stage on which the Aying-machines from Paris alight.
He has—as they say in the romances—good looks.
He is quite young and very eccentric. Affects the an-
tigue—he can read and write! So a
instead of communicating by telephone,
people, lhey write and deliver—what is it

“Notes ?

“No—rnot notes. . . . Ah—j
The h)pnotlst raised his eyebrows. “How did she
meet him 2*

“Tripped coming down [rom the flying-machine
Irom Paris—and [ell inta his arms. The mischief
was done in a moment!”

“Yes "

WVell—that's all. Things must be stopped. That
is what I want te consult you about. What must be
done? What cant be done? Of course I'm not a
Ilypnollst knowledge is limited. Dut you—?"
*“Hypnotism is not magic,” said the man in green,
putting both arms on the table.

“Oh, precisely! Dut still

“People cannot be hypnotised without their con-
sent. If she is able to stand out against marrying
Bindon, she will probably stand out against being
hypnotised. “But il once she can be h) pnotlscd—even
by somebody else—the thing is done.”

“You an—?”

“Oh, certainly! Once we get her amenable, then
we can suggest that she sus! marry Bindon—that
that is her [ate; or that the yonng man is repulsive,
and that when she sees him she will be giddy and
faint, or any little thing of that sort. -Or i{ we,can
get her into a sufficiently profound trance we canv
suggest that she should forget him altogether—"

“Precisely.”

“But the problem is to get her hypnotised. Of
course no sort of proposal or suggestion must come
from you—because no doubt she already distrusts
you in the matter.”

The hypnotist leant his head upon his erm and
thought.
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66 T'S hard a man cannot dispose of his own
daughter,” said Mwres irrelevantly.

young lady,” said the hypuotist, “and any informa-
tion bearing upon the matter. And, by the bye, is
there any money in the affair 2"

Mwres hesitated.

“There’s a sum—in fact, a considerable sum—in-
vested in the Patent Road Company. lrom her
mother. That's what makes the thing so exasperat-
ing.”

“Exactly,” said the hypnotist. And he proceeded
to cre xamine Mwres on the entire affair.

1t was a lengthy inlerview.

And meanwhile zebeth Mwres,” as she spelt
her name, or “Elizabeth Morris” as a nineteenth-cen-
tury person would have put it, was sitting in a quiet
wailing-place beneath the great stage upon which
the flying-machine from Paris descended. And be-
side her ~at her slender, handsome lover reading her
the poem he had written that morning while on duty
upon the stage. When he had finished, they sat for
a time in silence ; and then, as il [or their special en-
tertainment, the great machine that had come flying
through the air [rom America that morning rushed
down out of the sky.

At first it was a little oblong ; faint and blue amidst
the distant Aeecy clouds; and then it grew swiitly
large and white, and larger and whiter, until they
could see the separate tiers of sails, each hundreds of
feet wide, and the lank Lody they supported, and at
last even the swinging scats of the passengers in a
dotted row. Allhough it was falling, it seemed to
them to be rushing up the sky, and, over the roof-
spaces of the city below, its shadow leapt towards
them. They heard the whistling rush of the air
about it and its yelling siren, shrill and swelling, to
warn those who were on its landing-stage of its ar-
rival. And abruptly thé note fell down a couple of
octaves, and it had passed, and the sky was clear
awd void, and she could turn her sweet eyes again
to Denton at her side.

Their silence ended; and Denton, speaking in a
litle language of broken Lnglish that was, they
fancied, their private possession—though lovers have
used such httle languages since the world began—
told her how they too would leap into the air one
morning out of all the obstacles and difficulties about
them, and fly to a sunlit city of delight he knew of
in Japan, lalf-way about the world.

She loved the dream, but she feared the leap; and
she put him off with “Some day, dearest one, some
day,” to all his pleading that it might be soon; an
at last came a shrilling of whistles, and it was time
for him to go back to his duties on the stage. They
parted—as lovers have been wont to part for thou-
sands of years. She walked down a passage to a
life, and so came to one of the streets of that latter-
day Londonm, all glazed in with glass, from the
weather, and with incessant moving platforms that
went to all parts of the city. And by one of these
she returned to her apartments in the Hotel for
Women where she lived, the apartments that were
in telephonic communication with all the best lec-
turers in the world. But the sunlight of the flying
stage was in her heart, and the wisdom ol all the
best lecturers in the world seemed [olly in that light.

She spent the middle part of the day in the gym-
nasium, and t her midday meal with two other-
girls and their common chaperone—for it was still

the custom (o have a chaperone in the case of mother-
less girls of the more prosperous classes. The chap-
eronc had a visilor that day, a man in green and
yellow, with a white face and vivid eyes, who talked
amazingly. Among other things, he [ell to praising
a new historical romance that onc of the great pop-
ular story-tellers ol the day had just put forth, It
was, of course, ahout the spacious times ol Queen
Victoria ; and the author, among other pleasing novel-
ties, made a little argument before cach section of
the story, in imitation oi the chapter headings ol the
old-fashioned books ; as for example, “How the Cab-
men ol Pimlico stopped the Victoria Onmibuses, and
of the Great hit m Palace Yard,” and “How the
Piccadilly Policenran was Slain in the Midst of his
Duty.” "The man in green and yellow prawsed this
innovation. “These pithy sentences,” he said, “are
admirable. They show at a glance those headlong,
tumultuous times, when men and animals jostled in
the filthy streets, and death might wait [or one at
every corner. Life was life then! }ow great the
world must have seemed then! How marvellous!
There were still parts of the world absolutely unex-
plored. Nowadays we have almost abolished wou-
der; we lead lives so trim and orderly that courage,
endurance. [aith, all the noble virtues seem [ading
from mankind.”

And so on, taking the girls’ thoughts with him,
until the life they led, life in the vast and intricate
London ol the twenty-second century, a life inter-
spersed with soaring excursions to every part of the
globe, seemed to them a monotonous misery com-
pared with the diedal past.

At first Elizabeth did not join in the conversa-
tion, but after a time the subject became so inter-
esting that she made a few shy interpolations. Dut
he scarcely seemcd to notice her as he talked. He
went on to describe a new method of entertaining
people. They were hypnotised,-and (hen suggestions
were made to them so skilflully that they scemed to
be living in ancient times again. They played out
a lirtle romance the past as vivid as realny, and
when at last they awakened, they remembered all
they had heen through as though it were a real
thing.

“It is a thing we have sought to do for years and
years,” said the hypnotist.  “It is practically an arti-
ficial dream. And we know the way at last. Think
i us—the cnrichment ol our ex-
of adventure, the refuge it
d, competitive life in which

perience, the recover
offers from this sor
we live! Think!”

“And you can do that!” said the chaperone eagerly.

“The thing is possible at last,” the hypnotist said,
“You may order a dream as you wish.”

The chaperone was the first to be hypnotised, and
the dream, she said, was wonderful, when she came
to again,

The other two girls, encouraged by her enthusiasm
also placed themselves in the hands of the hypnotist
and had plunges into the romantic past. No one sug-
gested that Elizabeth should try this novel entertain-
ment; it was at her own request at last that she was
taken into that land of drcams where there is neither
any [reedom ol choice nor will. . . .

And so the mischief was done.

NE day, when Denton went down to that quiet
seat beneath the flying stage, Elizalrth was not
in her wonted place. He was disappointed, and a
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. ca
1i, hie set 10 work to wrile somicts Iur her when
she ahould cume again . . .

For three days he fought against his dread by
such distraction, and then the truth was before him
clear and cold, and wounld not be denied.  She might
be ill, she might he dead; but he would not Lelieve
1hat he had been betrayed. There followed a week
of misery. And then be knew she was the only thing
on earth worth having, and that he must seck her,
however hopeless the scarch, until she was [ound
once wwre,

He had some small pr

hi

¢ means of his own, and
0 he threw ox ppo t on the lying stage,
and st hinseli to tind this girl, who had become
at last all the world to bhim., [Te did not know where
she lived, :d linde of hee circumstances; for it had
en part ol the delight of her girlish romance that
he should ¢ of ler, nothing of the dil-
fercnce wi their stau The ways of the city
opencd lefore him east and west, north and south.
Lven in Victorian days London was a maze, that little
London with its poor four millions of people; but the
London he explored, the London of the (wenty-
second century, was a London ol thirty million souls.
At first he was energetic and headlong, taking time
neither 1o eat nor sleep. He sought for weeks and
months, he went through every imaginable phase of
fatigue and despair, over-excitement and anger.
Long aiter hope was dead, by the sheer inertia of
his desire, he still went to and fro, ring into faces
and looking this way and that, in incessant ways
and Jilts and passages of that interminable hive
of men.
Al last chance was kind to him, and he saw her.
Juwas in a time of [estivity. e was hungry ; he
had paid the inclusive fee and had gone into one of
the giguntic dining-places of the city ; he was pushing
his w mong the tables and serutinising by mere
furce af liabit every proup he passed.
Ie . robbed of all power of motion. his
ye: ps apart.  Elizabeth sat scarcely
twemy yards away irom him, looking straiglt at
him. ller eyes were as hard 10 him, as hard and
ss and void of recognition, as the cycs

ne.

She Jouked au lim for a mement, and then her
gaze passed beyond him,

Had he had only her eyes o judge by he might
have doubied leed Llizabeth, but he knew
her by the gesture of her hand, by the grace of a
wanton Jittle curl that fAcated over her ear as she
moved her head.  Sumething was said Lo her, and
she turned smiling wlerantly 10 the man beside her,
ittle man in foolish raiment knobbed and spiked
e with pneumatic horns—the
Bunlun oi her father’s choice.

For a moment Deaton stood white and wild-eyed ;
then came a terrible fzintness, and he sat belore one
of ¢he little tables. He sat down with his back to
her. and for a time he did not dare to look at her
again. \Vhen at last he did, she and Bindon and two
other people were standing up to go. The others
were hiee tather and her chaperone.

He sat as if incapable of action until the lour
figures were remote aml small, and then he rose,
Rossr.ssed with the one idea of pursuit. For a space

e [eared he had lost them, and then he came upon
Elizabeth and her chaperone again in one of the

streets of moving platiorms that interseeied the city,
Dindon and Mwres had disappeared.

He coutd not control himself o pavience. lle
feh he must speak 1o her forthwith, or die. e
pushed forward 10 where they were scated, and sot
down beside them. [lis white face was convulsed
with hall-hysterical excitement.

He laid his hand on her wrist. “Elizabeth" he
said,

She wrned in unfeigned astonishment.  Nothing
but the fear of a strange man showed in her face.
zabeth.” he cried, and h
earest—yon kaciv n
ll.llls face showed nothing Lut alarm and

She drew hersell away {rom him. The

voice was strange

T a litde grey-headed woman with mobile
wres, leant forward to intervene. Ller resolute
bright eyes examined Denton.  “What do you say?”
she asked.

“This young lady,” said Denton—"she knows me.”

“Do you know him, dear "
* said Llizabeth in a strange voice, and with
0 hand to her lorchud speaking alnost as one who
repeats a Josson.  “No, 1 do nut know him. 1 know
—I do not know him.”

“But—but. , . . Not know me! It is I—Denton.
Denton! To whom you used to talk. Don’t you re-
member the flying stages? The little seat in the open
zir? The verses—"

““No,” cried Elizabeth,—"no. I do not know him.
I do not know him, There is soething. . . . Dut 1
don't know, All I know is that I do not know him.”
Her face was a face of infinite distress,

The sharp eyes of the chaperone fitted ta and
Iro from the girl to the man. “You see?” she said,
with the (aim shadow of a smile “She does not

know you.”
"I do nat know you,” said Elizabeth. *“Of that I
am sure.”

“But, dear—the songs—the little verses—"

“She does not know you,” said the chaperone.
“You must not. . . . You have made a mistake.
You must not go on talking to us nl’lcr that.  You
must not annoy us on the public ways.
" Dut—"" said Denton, and (or a moment his miser-
nhly haggard face appealed against fate.

“You must not persist, young wian,”
lllv: chaperone.
“Llicubeth!” he cried.

Her face was the [ace of one who is tormental.
“I do not know you,” she cried, hand o brow. “Oh,
1 do not know you!”

For an instant on sat stunned.
wp and groaned aloud.

He made a strange gesture of appeal towards the
remote glass rool of the public way, then turmed and
went plunsmg trechlessly from one moving platform
to another’ and vanished amidst the swarms of peo-
ple going 10 and [ro thereon. The chaperone’s eyes
Tollowed him, and then she looked at the curiows
faces about her. ‘

“Dear,” asked Elizabeth, clasping her hand, aad
00 deeply moved to heed observauon “who was that
wan? \Vho was that man?

The chaperone raisec her eyebrows. She spoke
in a clear, audible voice. *Some hali- wnlltd creature.
[ have never ser cyes on him before.”

“Never ?"

"Never, dear. Do not irouble your mind about a
thing like this.”

protesied

‘Then he stood
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N1) soon after this the celebrated hypnotist who
dressed in green and yellow had another client.
“I'he young man paced his consulting-room, pale and
disordered. “I want to forget,” he cried. "I wmust
forget.” )
The hypnotist watched him with quiet eyes, studied
his face and clothes and bearing. “To [orget any-
thing—pleasure or pain—is to be. by so much—less.
However, you kiow your own concern. My fee is
high.”
“If only I can [orget—"" 5
“That’s easy enough with you. You wish it. I've

done much harder things. Quite recently, I llard!y
expected to do it ; the thing was dotie against the will
of the hypnotised person. A love affair too—like

yours. A girl. So rest assured.” )

The young man came and sat beside the hypnotist.
Tlis mauner wa: forced calm. e looked into the
hypnatist’s eves. I will tell you. Of course you
will want to know what it is. There was a girl.
1ler nane was Elizabeth Mwres. Well. . . "

He stopped. He had seen the instant surprise on
the hypuotist’s face. In that instant he knew. He
stood up. He seemed to dominate the seated figure
by his side. He gripped the shoulder of green and
gold. For a time he could not find words.

“Give her me back!” he said at last. “Give her
me back!"

“What do you mean?’ gasped the hypnotist.

“Give her me back.”

“Give whom?”

*“Elizabeth Mwres—the girl—" 3

The hypnotist tried to [ree himself; he rose to his
feet. Denton’s grip tightened.

“Let go!” cried the hypnotist, thrusting an arm
against Denton’s chest.

In a moment the two men were locked in a clumsy
wresile.  Neither had the slightest training—for
athlelicism, except for exhibition and to afford op-
portunity for betting, had [aded out of the earth—
but Denton was not only the younger but the stronger
of the two. They swayed across the room, and then
the hypnotist had gone down under his antagonist.
They fell together. . . .

Denton leaped to his [cet, dismayed at his own
fury; but the hypnotist lay still, and suddenly from
a litle white mark where his [orehead had struck
a stool shot a hurryving band of red. For a space
Denton stood vver him irresolute. trembling.

A fear ol the consequences entered his gently nur-
tured mind. e turned towards the door. “No,”
he said aloud, and came back to the middle of the
room. Overcoming the instinctive repugnance of
one who had seen no act ol violence in all his life
before, he knelt down beside his antagonist and {elt
his heart. Then he peered at the wound. He rose
quietly and looked about him. He began to see
more of the situation.

When presently the hypnotist recovered his senses,
his head ached severely, his back was against Den-
ton’s knees and Denton was sponging his face.

The hypnotist did not speak. But presently he in-
dicated by a gesture that in his opinion he had heen
sponged enough. “Let me get up,” he said.

“Not yet,” said Denton.

“You have assaulted me, you scoundrel "

“We are alone,” said Denton, “and the door is
secure.”

There was an interval of thought.
“Unless I sponge,” said Denton, “your [orehcad

will develop a tremendous brui

“You can go on sponging,” said the hypnotist
sulkily.

There was another pause.

“We might be in the Stone Age,” said the hyp-
notist. “Violence! Struggle!”

“In the Stone Age no man dared to come between
man and woman,” said Denton.

The hypnotist thought again.

“What are you going to do?” he asked.

“While you were insensible I found the girl's ad-
dress on your tablets. T did not know it before. I
telephoned.  She will be here soon.  Then—"

“She will bring her chaperone.”

“That is all right.”

“But what—? [ don't sce. What do you mean
to do?”

“I looked about for a weapon also. It is an as-
tonishing thing how few weapons there are nowa-
days. If you consider that in the Stone Age men
owned scarcely anything buf weapons. I hit at last
upon this lamp. I have wrenched off the wires and
things, and I hold it s0.” He extended it over the
hypnotist’s shoulders. “With that I an quite easily
smash your skull. I will—unless you do as I tell
you,”

“Violence is no remedy,” said the hypnotist, quot-
ing from the “Modern Man's Book of Moral
Maxims.”

“It’s an undesirable disease,” said Denton.

“Well 2"

“You will tell that chaperone you are going to
order the girl to marry that knobby little brute with
the red hair and ferrety eyes. I believe that's how
things stand ¥

“Yes—that's how things stand.”

“And, pretending to do that, you will restore her
memory of me.”

“It's unprolessional.”

“Look here! If I cannot have that girl I would
rather dic than not. I don't propose to respect your
little fancies. 1 anything goes wrong you shall not
live five minutes. This is a rude makeshift of a
weapon, and it may quite conceivably be painful to
kill you, But I will. It is unusual, I know, nowa-
days to do things like this—mainly because there is
ittle in life that is worth being violent about.”
he chaperone will see you directly she comes—"

“I shall stand in that recess. Dehind you.”

The hypnotist thought. “You are a determined
young man,” he said, “and only half civilized. I
have tried 1o do my duty to my client, but in this
affair you seem likely to get your own way. . . .”

“You mean to deal straightly.”

“I'm not going to risk having my brains scattered
in a petty affair like this.” -

“And alterwards?”

“There is nothing a hypnotist or doctor hates so
much as a scandal. T at least am no savage. I am
annoyed. . . . But in a day or so I shall bear no
malice. . ., .” .

“Thank you. And now that we understand each
other, there is no necessity to keep you sitting any
longer on the floor.”
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CHAPTER II
The Vacant Country

HE world, they say, changed more between

the ycar 1800 and the year 1900 than it had

done in the previous five hundred years. That
century, the nineteenth century, was the dawn of a
new epoch in the history of mankind—the epoch of
the great cities, the end of the old order of country
life.

In the beginning of the nineteenth . century the
majorily of mankind still lived upon Lhe countryside,
as their way of lile had been for countless genera-
tions. All over the world they dwelt in little towns
and villages then, and engaged ecither directly in
agriculture, or in occupations that were of service to
the ugricolturist.  They travelled rarcly, and dwelt
close to their work, because swift means of Lrnsit
had not yet come. The few who travelled went
cither on foot, or in slow sailing-ships, or by weans
of jogging horses incapable of more than sixly wiles
a day. Thivk of it!—sixty miles a day. Here and
there, in those sluggish times, a town grew a little
larger than its neighbors, as a port or as a centre of
government; but all the towns in the world with
more than a hundred thousand inhabitants could be
counted on a man's fingers. So it was in the begin-
ning of the nincteenth century. By the end, the in-
vention of railways, telegraphs, steamships, and com-
plex agricultural machinery, had changed all these
things; changed them beyond all hope of return.

the old roads, strange barbaric tracks of Hint and
s0il, hammered by hand or rolled by rough iron roll-
ers, strewn with miscellaneous filth, and cut by iron
Iwo(s and wheels into ruts and puddles often many
inches deep, had been replaced by patent tracks made
ofa called Ead i his Eadhamif

it was named alter its patentce—ranks with the in-
vention of printing and steam as one of the epoch-
making discoverics of the world's history.

When Eadlam discovered the substa ce. he prob-

ably thought it as o mere cheap substitute for
India rubber; it cost a few shillings a ton. Dut you
can never tell all an invention will do. It was the
genius of a man mamed \Warming Lhat pointed to the
possibility of using it. not only for the tires of
wheels, but as a road substance; it was he who
ofganized the enornious network of public ways that
speedily covered the world.
‘I'hese public ways were made with longitudinal
divisions. On the outer on either side went [oot
eyclists and conveyauces traveling at a less speed
than twenty-five miles an hour; in the middle, mo-
tors capable of speed up to a hundred ; and the inner,
Warming (in the face of cnormous ridicule) re-
served [or vehicles travelling at speeds of a hundred
miles an hour and upward.

For ten years his inuer ways were vacaut. De-
fore lie died they were the nost crowded of all, and
vast light frameworks with wheels of 1wenty and
thirty fcet in diameter, hurled along them at paces
that year after year rose steadily towards iwe hun-
dred miles an hour.  And by the time this revolution

‘The vast shops, Lhe varied p the

conveniences of the larger towns were suddenly
possible, and no sooner existed thany they were
brought into compegition with the homely resources
of the rural centres. Mankind were drawn to the
cities by an overwhelming attraction. The demand
[or lalwour [ell with the increase of machinery, the
local markets were entircly superseded, and there
was a rapid growth of the larger centres at the ex-
pense of the open country.

The flow of population townward was the con-
stant preoccupalion ol Victorian writers. In Great
itain and New Lngland, in India and China, the
same thing was remarked ; everywhere a [ew swol-
Ien towns were visibly replacing the ancient order,
That this was an inevitable result of improved meauns
ol travel and transport—that, given swiit means of
transit, these things must be—was realized by lew;
and the miost puerile schemes were devised to over-
come the mysterious inagnetism of the urban centres,
and keep the people on the land.

Yet the develgpments of the nineteenth century
were only the dawning of the new order. The frst
great cities o the new time were horribly incon-
venient, darkened by smoky fogs, insanitary and
noisy ; but the discovery of new metheds of building,
new methods of heating, changed all this. DBetween
1900 and 2000 the march of change was still more
rapid; and between 2000 and 2100 the continually
accelerated progress of human invention made
reign of Viclona the Good seem at last an almost
incredible vision ol idyllic tranquil days.

The introduction of railways was only the first
step in that development ol those means of locomo-
tion which finally revelutionized human life. By the
year 2000 railways and roads had vanished together.
The railways, robbed of their_rails, had become
weedy ridges and ditches upon the Yacs of the world ;

was lished, a3 paralicl revolution had trans-
tormed the ever-growing cities. Belore the devel-
opment of practical science the fogs and flth of

ictorian times vanished. LClectric heating replaced
fires (in 2013 the lighting of a fire that did not ab-
solutely consume its own smoke was made an in-
dictable nuisanee), and all the city ways, all public
squares and places, were covered i with a recently
invemed glass-like substance. The roofing of Lon-
don became practically continuows.  Certain short-
sighted and {volish legislation against rall buildings
was abolished, and London, irom a squal expanse
of petty houses—Iecbly archaic in design—rose
y towards the sky, To the nnicipal respon-
sibility for warer, light, and drainage, was added
auother, and that was ventilation.

BL'T to tell of all the changes in human con-
venience that these two hundred years brought
about. to tcll of the long fores vention of flying,
10 describe how life in households was steadily sup-
planted by life in interminable hotels, how at last
even those who were still concerned in agricultural
work came to live in the towns and to go to and fro
to their work every day, to describe how at last in
all England only four towns remained, each with
wany millions of people, and how there were lelt
©o inthabited houses in all the counuryside; to tell all
this would take us far {rom our story of Deuton
and his Elizabeth. They had been separated and re~
united. and stll they could not marry. For Denton
—il was his only [avli—had no money. Neither had
Elizabeth until she was {wenly-one, and as yet she
was only eighteen. At twenty-one, all the property
of her motler would come to her, for that was the
custom of the time. She did not know that il was
possible to anticipate her {ortune, and Denton was

far too delicate a lover to suggest such a thing. So
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things stuck hopelessly between them.  Llizabeth
sand that she was very unhappry, and that nobody un-
derstood her but Denton, and that when she was
away from him she was wretched; and Denion ~aid
that his heart longed for her day and night.  And
they mel as often as they could to enjoy the discus-
sion of their surrows.

They met one day at their liule seat wpon the
flying stage. The precise site of this meciing was
where in Victorian times the road [rom Wimbledon
came out upon the commwn.  They were, however,
five hundred feet above that point.  Their seat looked
far over Lomton. convey the appearance of it
all o a wincteenth-century readec would have been
difticult.  One would lave had o tell him to think
«f the Crystal Valace, of the newly built “mammeoth™

| tl were called—of the

together and continwous over rhe whole nmrupohlan
area. If then he was told that this continuous rool-
space bore a huge lorest of rotating wind-wheels, he
would have begun very dimly to appreciate what to
these young people was the commonest sight in their
lives,

To their eyes it had somethmg of the quality of a
prison, and they were talking, as they had talked a
hundred times before, of how they might escape
Irom it and be at last happy together: escape Iromit,
that is, before the appointed three years were at an
end. It was, they both agreed, not only impossible
but almost wicked, to wait three years. “‘Before that,”
said Denton—and the notes of his voice told of a
splendid chest—"wc might both be dead?”

Their vigorous young hands had to grip at this,
and then Elizabeth had a still more poignant thought
that brought the tears from her wholesonie eyes and
down her healthy cheeks. “One of us,” she said,
“'one of us might be—""

She choked ; she could not say the word that is so
terrible ta the young and happy.

Yet to marry and be very poor in the cities of that
time was—/or any one who had lived pleasamly—a
very dreadful thing, In the old agriculural days
that had drawn to an end in the cighteenth centur;
there had been a pretty proverb of love in a cottage;
and indecd in those days the poor of the countryside
had dweh in flower-coveral, diamond-windowed cot-
1ages of thawch and ) cr, with tie sweet air and
_earth abowt them, st tangled hedges and the song
oi birds, and with the ever-changing sky overhead.,
But all this had changud (the change was already be-
ginning in the nincteenth century), and a new sort
of life was opening for the poor—in the lower quar-
ters of the city.

In the nincteenth cenury the lower quarters were
still beaeath the sky: they were areas ol land on
clay or other unsuitable soil. liable to floods or ex-
posed 10 the smoke of more fortunate districts, i
sufficicatly supplied with water, and as insanitacy
as the great [car of infectious diseases felt by the
wealthier classes permitted. In the wenty-second
century, lowever, the growth of the city story above
story, and the coalescence ol buildings, had led to a
different arrangement.  The prosperous people lived
in a vast scries of sumpluous holels in the upper
storeys and halls of the city fabric; the industrial
population dwell beneath in the tremendous ground-
floor and basement, so to speak, of the place.

N tlie refinenient of life and manners these lower

classes differed little from their ancestors, the
Easi-enders of een Victoria’s time; bul they had
devetoped a distinct dialect of their own. In these
under ways they lived and died, rarely ascending to
the surface except when work wo{ them there.
Since for most of them this was the son of life 0
which they had been born, they found no great
misery in such circumsiances; but for le like
Denton and Elizabeth, such a plunge would have
scemed more terrible than death.

“And yet what else is there?” asked Elizabeth.

Denton professed not to know. Apart from his
own feeling of delicacy, he was not sure how Eliza-
eth would like the idea of borrowing on the strengih
of her expectations.

The passage irom Lundon to Paris even
Clizabeth, was beyond theie means; and in
in any other city in the world, lile would be just as
costly and inpossible as in London

Well might Denton cry aloud: “1( only we had
lived in those days, dearest! If only we had lived
in e past!™ Lor to their eyes even nineteenth-cen-
tury \Vhitechapel was seen through a mist of

romance,

“Is there nothing?” ctied Elizabeth, suddenly
weeping. “"Must we really wait [or those three lang
cars? Fancy three years—six-and-thirty months.”
lhhe human capacity lor patience had not grown with

the ages,

Then suddenly Denton was moved to speak of
something that had already flickered across his mind,
He had hit upon it at last. It seemed to him so wild
a suggestion that he made it only hall seriously. Dut
to put a thing inlo words has ever a way of making
it seem more real and possible than it seemed belare.
And so it was with him.

“Suppose,” he said, “we went mlo the country?”

She looked at him 10 sec if he was serious in
proposing such an adventure.

“The country "
“Yes—Dbeyond there. DBeyond the hills.”
“How could we live?” she said. “HWhere could
we live? ”
“It is not lmposslblc" he said.
live in the country.”
Dut 1hen there were houses.”
“There are the ruins of villages and Lowns now.
On 1he clay lands they are ygoue, of cowrse. Hot
they are still teft on the grazing land, becanse it does
not piy the Food Cumpany 1o remove thom. 1
know that—for cerain. Lesides, one sces lhun
from the flying machincs, you know.  \Well,
might shelter in some one of these, and repair it wnll
our hands. you know, the thing is not so wild
as it seems. Some of the men who go out every
day (o look after the crops and herds might be paid
to bring us food.
She stood in front of hi
be if one rally could
“Why not ?

“People used to

“How strange it would

“But no one dares.”
“That is no reason.”
“It would be—oh! it would be 50 romantic and
strange. If only it were possible.”
“Why not possible >
“There are so many things. Think of all the
lhmgs we have, things llm we should miss.”
hould we miss them? Aflter all, the life we lead

is very unreal—very artificial.” He began to ex-
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pand lis i
the iantastic qu:

She thought.
¢scoped criminals.”

He nodded. He hesitated over his answer be-
cause he thought it sounded boyish. He blushed.
“1 could get some one 1 know to make nic a sword,”

She looked at him with enthus growing in her

exes. She hud heard of swords. had seen one in 2
museum; she thought thuse ancient days when
men wore them as a comawn thing.  His suggestion
svemied an impossible dream  her, and perhaps for
m she was eager for more detil.  And in-
or the most part as e went along, he told
her. |lu\\ they might live in the country as Lhe ohl-
I people bad done, Wit every detail her in-
( grew, for she was one of th for whom
n.
ssible dream
talked aboue
impossible.

AL \| we should take Tood,” said Denton. "'\We
could carry foud for ten or twelve days.” [t was an
age ol compact artilicial nourishment, and such a
pravision had none of the unwieldy suggestion it
would have had in the nineteenth century.
se,” she asked—""until it was
rnd\ where sl\ould we sleep?”
Lis stummer.”
ut. . . . \What do you mean?”

‘here was a time when there were no houses in
the \\-orlrl; when all mankind slept always in the
upen air,”

“But for us!

ng 1"

as he warmed to his expo: lmn
ol his first proposal faded .
'Dut 1 have heard oi prowlers—

The emptinessl No walls—no

- L)ur " he said, “in London you have many beau-
tiful ceilings.  Artists paint thein and stud them
with lights. But I have scen a ceiling more beauti-
ful than any in London. . . .

“Iut where?”

“It is the cciling under which we two would be
alone . .

“You inean. .

“Dear,” he
l'(-rguum

is something the world has
It is lieaven and all the host of stars.

EACH time they talked the thing seemed more
possible and more desirable to them.  In a week
or s0 it was quite pussible. Another weck, aud it
was the inevilable thing they had 10 do. A great en-
tha m for the country scized hold of them and
possessed them.  The sordid wmult of the town,
they said, overwhehned then. They marvelled that
this simple way out of their troubles had never come
upon them before.

One morning near Midsummer-day, there was a
new niinor official upon the flying stage, and Den-
ton’s place was to know him no nwre.

Our two young people had secretly married, and
were going (orth manfully out of the city in which
they and their ancestors before them had lived all
their days. She wore a new dress of white cut in an
old-(ashioned pattern, and he had a bundle ol pro-
visions strapped athwarl his back, and in his hand he
carried—rather shame-facedly it is true, and under
his purple cloak—an implement of archaic form, a
cross-hilted thing of mnpered steel.

Imagine that going forth! In their days the
sprawling suburbs o[i’mtormn times with theic vile
roads. petty houses, foolish little gardens of shrub

and geraniumn, and all (heir futile, pretentious priva~
cies had disappeared ; the toweriug huildings oi the
new age, the niechanical ways, the electric and water
nuins, all came 1o an end together like a wall, Jike
a cliff, ncar four hundred feet in height, ahrupt and
sheer. AN about the city spread the carrot, swede,
and turnip” fields of the Food Company, vegetables
that were the basis of a thousand varied foods, and
weeds aud_hedgerow tangles had Leen utterly ex-
tipated.  The incessant expense of weeding that
went on ‘y-r alter year in the penty, wasteful and
barbaric farming of the ancient day=. the Food Com-
pany had economised for cver more by a campaign
ol extermination. llcre and there. however,
rows of bLramble standards and apple trees with
whitewashed stems, intersected the fields, and at
places groups ol gigantic teazles reared theie (av-
oured spikes. lere and there huge agricultural ma-
es hunched under waterprovi covers.  The
led rs of the Wey and Mole and \Wandle
ran in rccnngular channels; and wherever a gentle
clevation of the grownd penmitied a fountain of de-
odorised sewage distriluted its benefits athwart the
land and made a rainbow of the sunlight.

Dy a great archway i (hat enormous city wall
emerged the Eadhal ruad to Portsmouth, swarm-
ing in the morninyg sunshine with an enorinous traffic
bearing the blue-clad servants ol the IFood Company
to their toil. A rushing traffic, beside which they
seemied two scarce-moving dots.  Along Lhe outer
tracks hummed and rattled the tardy little old-fash-
ioned motors of such as had duties within twenty
miles or so0 of the city; the inver ways were filled
with vaster mechanisms—swiit monocydes bearing a
score of men, lank multicycles, quadricycles sagging
with heavy loads, empty gigantic produce carts that
would come back again filled bLefore the sun was
setting, all with throbbing engines end naiseless
wheels and a perpetual wild melody af horns and
gongs.

Along the very verge ol the outermost way our
young people went in silence, newly wed and oddly
shy of oune another’s company. Many were the
things shouted (o thenras they tramped along, for in
2100 a fout-passeager on an Lnglish road was al-
nost as strange a sight as a motor car would have
been in 1800, But they went on with steadfast eyes
ino the COMNEY. Pay ing no hecd to such cries.

Before them in the sonth rose the Downs, blue at
first, and as they camie nearer, changing to green,
surmounted by the row of gigantic wind-wheels that

the wind-wheels upon the f-sp

of the city, and broken and restless with the long
moruing shadows of those whirling vanes. By mid-
day they had come so near that they could see here
and there little patches of pallid dots—the shy

Meat Department of the Food Company o . In
another hour they had passed the clay and the root
<vops and the smgle fence that hedged them in, and
the prohibition against trespass no longer held: the
levelled roadway plunged into a cutting with all its
traffic, and they could leave it and walk over the
greensward and up the open hillside.

Never had these children of the latter days been
together in such a Jonely IE

They were both very ungry and [ootsore—[or
walking was a rare exercise—and presently they sat
down on the weedless, close-cropped grass, and
looked back [or the first time at the ti;d) rom which
they had come, shining wide and splendid in the blue
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haze of the valley of the Thames. Elizabeth was a
bule airaid of the wnenclused sheep away up the
slope—she had never been mear big worestrained
animals before—but Denton reassured her.  And
averhead a white-winged bird circled in the blue.

They 1alked but linte until they had eaen, and
then Lheir tongues were k He spoke of the
happiness that was now certainly theirs, of the folly
of not breaking sconer out of the nugnificent prison
of later-day lile, of the old romantic days that had
passed from the world for ever. And then he be-
came baastiul. He took up the sword that lay on
the ground beside him. and she took it from his hand
and ran a tremulous hager aleng the blade.

“And you could,” she said, * yor—could raise this
and strike 2 nan?”

“Wh # 1M there were aved.”
“Bue,” sh i, it seem: horeible. Tt would
slash . . . There would be"—her voice sank,—

“blood. .
“In the old romances you have read often enough

“Oh, I know: in thosc —yes. But that is different.
One knows it is not blood, but just a sort of red
ink . .. And you—killingl”

Sim looked at him doubtfully, and then hended
him back the sword.

AFTER they had rested and eaten, they rose up
and went on their way towards the hills. They
passed quite close to a huge flock of sheep, who stared
and bleated at their unaccustomed figures. She had
never seen sheep before, and she shivered to think
such gentle things must needs be slain for food. A
shecp-dog barked from a distance, and then a shep-
herd appeared amidst the supports of the wind-
wleels, and came down towards them,

When he drew near he called out asking whither
they were gaing.

Denton hesitated, and told him briefly that they
sought some ruined house among the Downs, in
which they might live together. He tried to spak
in an off-hand manner, as though it was a uswml thing
to do. The man stared incredulously.

“Have done anylhing?” he asked.

Nothing,” said Denton. “Only we don’t want
10 live in a any longer. Why should we live in
cities?”

The shepherd stared more incredulously than
ever. "You can't live here,” he said.

“We mean w Ly

t {rom onc lo the other.
morrow,” he said. It looks
pleasant enough in the sunlight. . . . Are you sure
you've done nothing? Ve shepherds are nut such
great frinds of the police”

Denton looked at him steadfastly. *“No,” he said.
“But we are ton poor Lo live in the city, and we
can’t bear the thought of wearing clothes of bluc
canvas and doing drudgery. We are going to live
a simple lifc here, like the people of old.”

The shepherd was 2 bearded man with a thought-
ful face. He glanced at Elizabeth’s fragile beauty.

“They had simple minds,” he said.

“So have we,” said Denton.

The shepherd smiled.

“1f you go along here,” he said, “along the crest
beneath the wind-wheels, you will see a heap of
mounds and roins on your right-hand side, l;‘ha

was ance a town called Iipsom. ‘There are no houses
there, and the bricks have Deen wsed ior a sheep
pen.  Go on, and another heap on the cdge of the
root-land is Leatherhead; and then the hill turns
away slong the border of a valley, and there are
wouds of beech. the crest.  You will
come to quite wild places. ln same parts, in spite
of all the weeding that is done, ferns and bluebells
and other such useless plants are growing still. And
whirough it all underneath the wind-wheels suns a
straight lane paved with siones, a roadway of the
Romans (wo thousand years old. Go to the right of
that, down into the valley and follow it along by the
banks of the river.  You come presently to a street
of houses, many with the rools still sound wpon
them.  There you may find sheler.

They thanked him,

“UBut it’s a quiet place. There is no light after
dark there, and 1 have heard tell of robbers. It is
Iouelr. Nothing happens there. The fhnuographs
of the story-tellers, the kinematograph entertain-
ments, the news machines—none ol them are to be
found there. 1[ you are hungr{llhere is no food,
if you are ill no dector, . . ."" He stopped.

“We shall try it,” said Denton, moving to go on.
‘Then o thought struck him, and he made an agree-
ment with the shepherd, and learnt where the; might
find him, to buy and bring them anything of which
they stood in need, out of the city.

ND in the evening they came to the deserted
village, with i uses that seemed so small
and odd to them: they found it golden in the glory
of the sunset, and desolate and till. They went from
one deserted house Lo another, marvelling at their
quaint simplicity, and debating which they should
choose. And at last, in a sunlit corner of a reom
that had lost its outer wall, they came upon a wild
Rower, a little Rower of blue that the weeders of the
Food Company had overlooked.

That lwouse they decided upon; but they did net
remain in it long (hat night, because they were
resalved 10 feast upon nature. And marcover the
Jlouses became very gaunt and shadowy after the
sunlight had faded out of the sky. So alter they
had rested a lidle time they went to the crest of the
bill again to sce with their own cyes the silence of
heaven set stars, ahout which the old poets had
had so many things to tell. It was a wonder/ul sight,
and Denton talked like the stars, and when they
went down the hill at last the sky was pale with
dawn.  They slept bue_litle, and " in the morning
when they woke a thrush was singing in a tree.

So these young people of the twenty-second cen-
tury began their exile. That morning they were
wvery husy exploring the resources of this new home
in which they were going to live the simple life.
‘They did not explore very fast or very far, because
they went everywhere han: hand ; but they found
the beginnings of some furniture. Bevond the vil-
lage was a store of winter fodder for the sheep of.
the Food Company, and Denton dragged great arm-
fuls 1o the house to make o bed; and in several of
the houses were old [ungus-caten cligirs and tables
—rough, barharic, clumsy furniture, it seemed to
them, and made of wood, They repealed many of
the things they had said on the previous day, and
towards evening they found another flower, a hare-
bell. In the late afternoon some Company shep-
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herds went down he river valley riding on a big
multicycle; but they hid from them, because their
-presence, Llizabeth said, seemed to spoil the romance
of this old-world place altogether.

In this fashion they lived a week. For all that
week the days were cloudless, and the nights, nights
of starry glory, that were invaded each a little more
by a crescent moon.

Yet something of the first splendour of their com-
ing faded—I{aded imperceptibly day after day; Den-
wn's eloquence became fitful, and Jacked fresh topics
of inspiration; the latigue of their long march [rom
London tald in a certain stiffness of the limbs, and
cach suffered [rom a slight unaccountable cold.
AMoreover. Denton became aware of unoccupied time.
In one place among the carelessly heaped lumber of
the old times he found a rust-caten spade, and with
this he made a fitful attack on the razed and grass-
grown_garden—though he had nothing 1o plant or
sow. He returned to Llizabeth witl a sweat-streani-
ing face, after half an hour of such work.

“There were giants in those days,” he said, not
understanding what wont and training will do. And
their walk that day led them along the hills until
they could sec the eity shimmering [ar away in the
valley. I wonder how things are going on there,”
he said,

And then came a change in the weather. “Come
out and see the clouds,” she cried; and hehold ! they
were a sombre purple in the north and east, stream-
ing up to ragged edges at the zenith, And as they
went up the hill these hurrying streamers blotted
out the sunset. Suddenly the wind set the beech-
trees swaying and whispering, and Elizabeth shiv-
ered.  And then far away the lightning fashed,
flashed like a sword that is drawn suddenly, and the
distant thunder marched about the sky, and even
as they stood astonished, pattering upon them came
the first headlong raindrops of the storm. In an
instant the last streak of sunset was hidden by a
falling curtain of hail, and (he lightning Hashed
again, and the voice of the thunder roared louder,
and all about them the world scowled dark and
st

ng hands, these children of the city ran down
the hill 10 their home, in infite astonishment. And
cre they reached it. Iilizabeth was weeping with
dismay, and the darkling ground about them was
white and brittle and active with the pelting hail.

“Then began a strange and terrible night for them.
Yor the first time in their civilised lives they were
solute darkness: they were wet and cold and
shivering, all about them hissed the hail, and through
the long neglected ceilings of Lhe (lerelict home came
noisy spouts of water and formed pools and rivulets
on the creaking floors. As the gusts ol the storm
struck the worn-out building, it groaned and shud-
dered, and now a mass of plaster from the wall
would slide and smash, and now some loosened tile
would rattle down the roof and erash into the empty
greenhouse below. TLlizabeth shuddered, and was
still; Denton wrapped his gay and flimsy city cloak
about her, and so they crouched in the darkness.
And ever Lhe thunder Kroke Jouder and nearer, and
ever more lurid flashed the lightning, jerking into
a momentary gaunt clearness the steaming, dripping
room in which they sheltered.

Never before had they been in the open air save
when the sun was shining. All their time had been

spent in the warm and airy ways and halls and rooms
of the latter-day city. It was to them that night
as if they were in some other world, some disordered
chaos of stress and tumult, and almost beyond hop-
ing that they should ever see the city ways again,

orm seemed to last interminably, until at
last they dozed between the thunderclaps, and then
very swiftly it fell and ceased. And as the last
patter of the rain died away they heard an un-
lamiliar sound.

(13 HAT is that?” cried Llizabeth,

It came again. It was the barking of
dogs. Tt drove down the desert lane and passed;
and through the window, whitening the wall before
them and throwing upon it the shadow of the win-
dow-[rame and of a tree in black silhouette, shone
the light of the waxing moon. . . .

Just as the pale dawn was drawing the things
about them into sight, the fitful barking of dogs
came near again, and stopped. They listened. After
a pause they heard the quick pattering ol fcet seeh-
ing round the house, and short, half-smothered barks.
Then again everything was still.

“Ssh?” whispered Elizabeth, and pointed to the
door of their room.

Denton went half-way towards the door, and
stood listening. He came back with a [ace of af-
fected unconcern. “They must be the sheep-dogs
of the Food Company,” he said. “They will do us

no harm.”
He sat down again beside her. “What a night
, 10 hide how keenly he was

it has been!” he s:
lls(cnm

“I dont like dogs,”
long silence.

“Dogs ncver hurt any one,” said Denton. "In
the old days—m the nineteenth century—everybody
had a dog.”

“There was a romance 1 heard once.
killed a man.”

“Not this sort ol dog,” said Denton confidently.
“Some of those romances—are exaggerated.”

Suddenly a hall bark and a pattering up the stair-
case; the sound of panting. Denton sprang to his
Iect and drew the sword out of the damyp straw upon
which they had been lying. Then in the doorway
appeared a gaunt sheep-dog, and halled there. De-
hind it stared another. Tor an instant man and
brute faced each other, hesitating.

Then Denton, being ignorant of dogs, made a
sharp step forward. “Go away,” he said, with a
clumsy motion of his sword.

The dog started :u\(l growled.
sharply. “Good dog!” he said.

The gro\v]mg ]erkc(l into a bark.
“Good <og!” "said Denton. The second dog
growled an(l barked. A third out of sight down the
slaircase took up the barking also. Outside others
gave longue—a large munbcr it seemed to Denton,

“This is annoying.” said Dcnton. without taking
his eye off the brutes before him. “Of course the
shepherds won'’t come out of the city for houn yet.
Naturally these dogs don’t quite make us out.”

“I can’t hear ! shouted Llizabeth. She stood up
and came to him.

Denton tried again, but the lmrklng still drowned
his voice. The sound had a curious eflect upon his
blood. Odd disused emolions began to stir; his face

answered Elizabeth, after a

A dog

Denton stopped
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changed as le shouted. He tried again; the bark-
ing seemred to mock him, and one dog danced a pace
lorward, bristling. Sudde-nly he turned, and utter-
ing certain words in the dialect of the underways,
words incomprehensible to Elizabeth, he made lor
the dogs. There was a sudden cessation of the bark-

, a growl and a snapping. Elizabeth saw the
snarling head of the foremast dog, its white teeth
and retracted ears, and the flash of the thrust blade.
The brute leapt into the air and was flung

Then Denton, with a shout, was driving the dogs
before him. The sword Rashed above his head with
a sudden new (reedom of gesture, and then he van-
ished down the staircase. She made six steps to
follow him, and on the landing there was blood,
She stopped, and hearing the tumult of dogs and
Denton’s shouts pass out of the house, ran to the
window.

Nine wolfish sheep-dogs were scattering, one
writhed before the porch; and Denton, tasting that
strange delight of combat that slumbers still in the
blood of even the most civilized man, was shouting
and running across the garden space. And then she
saw something that for a moment he did not see.
The dogs circled round this way and that. and came
again. They had him in the open.

In an instant she divined the situation. She would
have called to him. For a moment she {elt sick and
helpless, and then, obeying a strange impulse, she
gathered up her white skirt and ran downstairs. In
the hall was the rusting spade. That was it! She
seized it and ran out.

She came none too soon. One dog rolled before
him, well-nigh slashed in half; but a second had him
by the thigh, a third gripped his collar behind, and
a fourth had the blade of the sword between its
teeth, tasting its own blood. He parried the leap of
a fifth with his le(t arm.

It might have been the first century instead of the
twenty-second, so [ar as she was concerned. All
the gentleness of her eighteen years of city life van-
ished before the primordial need. The spade smote
hard and sure. and cleft a dog’s skull. Another,
crouching for a spring, yelped with dismay at this
unexpected antagonist, and rushed aside. Two
wasted precious moments on the binding of a [emi-
nine skirt.

The collar of Denton’s cloak tore and parted as
he staggered back: and that dog too [elt the spade,
and ceased to trouble him.  Ile sheathed his sword
in the brute at his thigh.

“To the wall!™" cried Elizabeth; and in three sec-
onds the fight was at an end. and our young people
stoodl side by side, while a remnant of five dogs,
with cars and tails of disaster, fled shamefully {rom
the stricken field.

For a moment they stood panting and viclorious.
and then Elizabeth, dropping her spade, covered her
face, and sank to the ground in a paroxysm ol weep-
ing. Denton looked about him, thrust the point of
his sword into the ground so that it was at hand,
and stooped to comfort her.

T last their more tumultuous emotions subsided,
and they could talk again. She leant upon the

wall, and he sat upon it so that he could keep an eye
open for any returning dogs. Two, at any rate, were
up on the hillside and keeping up a vexatious barking.
She was tear- <ta|ne(eegm not very wretched now,
because for half an hour he had been repeating that

she was brave and had saved his life. But a new
fear was growing in her mind.
“They are the dogs of the Food Company,” she
said. “There will be trouble.” :
“I am afraid 80. Very likely they will prosecute
us for trespass.”

fause.

“In the old times,” be said, “this sort of thing

InPtea ned day after day.”
st night ! she said.
another such night.”

He looked at her. Her face was pale for want of
sleep. and drawn and haggard. He came to a sudden
resolution, “\We must go back,” he said.

She looked at the dead (Iogs, and shivered, “We
annot stay here,” she said,

“We must go back,” he repeated, glancing over
his shoulder to see if the enemy kept their distance.
“We have been ha(gpy Ior a time. . . . Rut the world
is too civilized urs is the agc of cities. More
of this will kill us."

“But what are we to do? How can we live there?”

Denton hesitated. His heel kicked against the wall
on which he sat. “It's a thing I havenl mentioned
be[ore he said, and coughed ; “but .

“I could not live through

"Ynu could raise money on your expectations,”

"Cauld 12" she said eagerly.
“Of course you could, What a child you are!”
She stood up, and her face was bnghl “Why did
you not tell me before?” she nsked. “And all this
time we have been here!”
He looked at her for a moment, and smiled. Then
the smile vanished. “I thought it ought to come
from you,” lie said. “I didn’t like to ask for your
money. And besides—at first T thought this would
be rather fine.”
There was a pause,
“It has been ," he said; and glanced Jonce more
Until all this began.”
‘those first days. The first three

ys.

They looked for a space inte onc another’s f{aces,
and then Denton slid down from the wall and took
her hand.

“To each generation,” he said, (l\c hfe of its
time. T sec it all v now. In tl —that is
the life 1o whicl ¢ born. To luc inany other
fashion. . . . Coming hiere was a dream, and this—is
lhe av«akcmng

“It was a pleasant dream,”
beginning.”

Tor a long space neither <|>okc

“If we would reach the city before the shepherds
come licre, we must start.” s nton,  “We must
get our food ont of the house and cat as we go.’

Denton glanced about him again, and. giving the
dead dogs a wide berth, they walked across the gar-
den space and into the house together. They [ound
the wallet with their food, and descended the blood-
stained stairs ngain. In the hall Elizabeth sxoppcd,
“One minute.” she said. “There is something here.”

She led the way into the room in which that one
little blue flower was blooming. She stooped to it,
sh: touched i it with her hand.

want it she said; and then, “T cannot take

she said,—"in the

it.
Impulsneh she stooped and kissed its petals.
Then silently, side by side, they went across the
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cmply garden-space into the old high road, and set
their faces resolutely towards the distant city—
towards the complex mechanical city of those latter
days, the city that had swallowed up mankind.

CHAPTER 111
The Ways of the Gity

ROMINENT il not paramonnt among world-
changing inventions in the history ol man is

that scries of contrivances in locomotion that
Legan with the railway and ended for 3 contury or
more with the motor and the patemt road. That
these contrivances, together with the device of lim-
ited liability joint stuck companies and the super-
~easion of agricul | laborers by skilled men with
cnious machinery, \nould neceszarily concentrate
kind in cities of unparaileled magnitude and
work an entire revolution in human life, became,
alter the event, a thing so obvious that it is a matter
ol astonishment it was not more clearly anticipated.
Yet that any steps should be taken to anllclpale the
miseries such a revolution might entail does not ap-
pear even 1o have been suggested ; and the idea that
the moral prohibitions and sanctions, the privileges
and concessions. the conception of property and re-
sponsibility, of comfort and beauty. that had ren-
dered the mainly agricultural states ol the past pros-
perous aud happy, would fail in the rising torrent
of novel opportunities and novel stimulations, never
seems to have entered the nineteenth-century mind.
That 2 citizen, kindly and fair in his ordinary life,
could as a shareholder become almost murderously
greedy; that commercial methods that were reason-
able and honorable on the old-fashioned countryside,
should on an enlarged scale be deadly and ovel
whehmng that ancient charity was modern pau
zation, and ancient employnrent modern swealin
that, in [act, a revision and enlargement of the duties
and riglus of man had become urgently mecessary,
were things it could not entertain, nourished as it
was on un archaic system of education and pro-
iumdly restrospective and legal in all its habits of
thuught. It was known that the accumulation of
men_in cities involved unprecedented dangers of
> ; there was an encrgetic development of

; but that the diseases of gambling and
xury and (yranny should become en-

J
so0, as ii il were some inorganic process, practically
unhindered by the creative will of man, the growth
of the swarming unhnp{)y cities that mark the twenty-
first century accomplished itself.

The new society was divided into three main
classes. At the summit slumbered the property
owner, enormously rich by accident rather than de-
sign. potent save [or the will and aim, the last avatar
of Hamilet in the world. Delow was the enormous
multitude of workers employed by the gigantic com-
panies that monopolized control; and belween these
two the dwindling middle class, officials of innumer-
able sorls, foremen. managers, the medicl, legal,
artistic, and scholastic classes, and the minor rich, a
middle class whose members led a life of insecure
Tixury and precarious speculation amidst the move-
ments of the great managers.

Already the love story and the marrying ol two
persons of this middle class have been told: how

‘of the Goo genius t!

they overcame the obstacles between them, and how
they tried the simple old-{ashioned way of living on
the coumryside and came back speedily encugh into
the city of London, Denton had no means, sa Eliza-
beth borrowed money on the securities Uit her (ather
Mwres held in trust for her until she was one-and-
tweuaty.

The rate of interest she paid was of course high,
because of the uncerainty of her security, and th
arithmetic of lovers is olten sketchy and optimistic.
Yet they had very glorious times after that return.
They determined they would not go to a Pleasure
city nor waste their days rushing through the air
rom one part of the world to the other. for in spile

of one disillusionment. their were still old-
fashioned. ‘They furnished their liule room with
quaint old Viciorian furniture. and found a shop on

the forty-second floor in Sevemh \Way, where printed
books of 1he old sort were still 1o be bought. [t was
their pet afTectation 10 read print instead of hearing
phonographs.  And when presently there came a
sweet little girl, to unite them furiher il it were pos-
sible, Elizabeth would not send it to a Créche, as the
custom was, but insisted on nursing it at home. The
rent of their apartiments was raised on account of
this singular proceeding, but that they did net mind.
It only meant borrowing a little more.
Presently Elizabeth was of age. and Denton had
a business interview wnh her ather that was net
le. An ble interview
with their moncy-lender iolln\ltd (rom which he
brought home a white face. On his return Eliza-
beth had to 1ell him ol a new and marvelous intona-
tion of "Goo” that their daughter had devised, but
Denton was innttentive. In the midst, just as she
was at the cream ol her description, he interrupted.
“How much money do you think we have left, now
that everything is settled ?"
She stared and slnﬁped her appreciaiive swaying
at had accompanied her de-

scription,

ou don’t miean . .
“Yes,” he answered,

been wild. It's (he intercst.

the shares you had, slumped.

ver so much. \We have
Or something.  And
Your {ather did not

mikl. Said il was not his Lusiness, after what had
happened.  He's going 10 marry a again. . . . Well—
we have scarcely a thousand leli!"

“Only a thousand ?"

“Only a thousand.”

And Elizabeth sat down. For a2 moment she re-
garded him with a white face. then her exes went
about the quaint, old-(ashioned room. with ns mid-
dle Viciorian i and genuine ol and
rested at last on the little lump of humanity within
her arms,

DENTON glanced at her and stood downcast.
Then he swung round on his heel and walked
up and down very rapidly.

“T must get something 10 do.” he Lroke out pres-
ently. “I am an idle scoundrel. [ ought 10 have
thought of this before. 1 have been a selfish [ool.
I wanted to be with you all day . .."

He stopped, looking at her white [ace. Suddenly
he came and kissed her and the little face that nestled
ngoinst her breast.

“It’s all right, dear,” he said, slanding over her;

*yon won't be Jonely now—now Dings is beginning
10 1alk to you. And I can soon gel something te do,
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you know. Soon ... Lasily ... It's only a shock at
first,  But it will come all right. It’s sure to come
right. 1 will go out again as soon as I have rtsud
and find what can be done For the present it's hard
to think of anything .

“It would hg hard to leave these rooms,” said
Llizabeth;

“There lmn( he any n:cd of that—trust me.”

“They are expensive.”

Denton waved that aside. He began talking of
the work he could do. He was not very explicit
what it would be; but he was quite sure that there
was something to keep them comfortably in the
happy middle class, whose way of life was the only
one they knew.
icre are three-and-thirty million people in Lon-
nie of them must have need of me.”

“The trouble is . . . Well—DBindon, that brown
litle old man your father wanted you to marry.
He’s an important person. . . . I can’t go back to my
flying-stage work, because he is now a Commissioner
of the Flying S!:gc Clerks.”

“T didn't know that,” said Elizabeth.

“He was made that in the last few weeks . .. or
things would be easy enough for they liked me on
the fying stage. But there’s dozens of other things
to be done—dozens. Don’t you worry, dear. I'll
rest a little while, and then we'll dine, and then Ill
start on my rounds. I know lots of people—Iots.”

So they Trested, and then they went to the public
dining-room and dined, and then he started on his
sear:ﬁ for employment. But they soon realized that
in the matter of one convenience the world was just
as badly oft as | lt had ever been, and '.ha! was a mce.
secure, , leaving
ample leisure for the private hfe and d:mandmg
no special ability, no violent exertion or risk, and
no sacrifice of ‘any sort for its attainment. He
evolved a number of brilliant projects, and spent
many days hurrying from one parl of the enormous
city to another in search of influential [riends; and
alt’ his infAuential [riends were glad to sce hun, and
very sanguine until it came to definite proposals,
and then they became guarded and vague. e would
part with them coldly, and think over their hehavior,
and get irritated on his way back. and stop at some
telephone office and spend money on an animated but
unprofitable quarrcl.  And as the days passed. he
got so worried and irritated hat even to seem kind
and careless before Elizabeth cost him an effort—as
she. Deing a loving woman, perceived very clearly.

Alter an extremely complcx preface one day, she
hielped him out with a painful suggestion. e had
expecte] her to weep and give way to despair when
it came to selling ail their joyfully bought early Vic-
tor treasures, their quaint objects of art, their
rs, bead mats, repp curiains, vencered
gold-framed steel engravings and pencil
drawings, wax Mowers wnder s stuffed birds,
and all sorts of choice old thing but it was she
who made the proposal. The sacrifice seemed to fill
her with pleasure, and so did the idea of shifting to
apartments ten or t ¢ floors lower in another
hotel.  “So long as Dings is with nothing mat-
ters,” she said. “It’s all experience.” So he kissed
her, said she was braver than when she fought the
sheep-dogs, called her Boadicea. and abstained very
care{lully from reminding her that they would have
to pay a considerably higher rent on account of the

little voice with which Dings greeted the perpetual
uproar ol the city.

His idea had been to get Elizabeth out of the way
when it came to selling the absurd furniture about
which their affections were twined and hngltd; but
when it ame to the sale it was Elizabeth who hag-
gled with the dealer while Denton went about the
running ways of the city, white and sick with sor-
row and the fear of what was still to come. When
they moved into their sparsely furnished pink-and-
white apartments in a chcap hotel, there came an
outbreak of furious energy on his part, and then
nearly a week of lethargy during which he sulked
at home. Through those days Elizabeth shone like
a star, and at the end Denton’s misery found a vent
in tears. And then he went out into the city ways
again, and—to his utter amazement—[ound some
work to do.

His standard of employment had fallen steadily
until at last it had reached the lowest level of inde-
pendent workers, At first he had aspired to some
high official position in the great Flying or Windvane
or Water C or to an on one
of the General Intelligence Organizations that had
replaced newspapers, or to some prolessional part-
nership. but those were the dreams of the heginning.
From that he had passed to speculation, and three
hundred gold “lions” out of Elizabeth’s thousand
had vanished one evening in the share market. Now
he was glad his good looks secured him a trial i in the
position of sal to the Hat S; te,
a Syndicate dealing in ladies’ caps, hair deconnons,
and hats—for though the city was completely cov-
ered in, ladies still wore extremely elaborate and
beautiful hats at the theatres and places of publie
worship.

IT would have been amusing if one could have
confronted a Regent Street shopkceper of the
nineteenth century with the development of his estab-
lishment in which Denton’s duties lay. ineteenth
Way was still sometimes called Regent Street, but
it was now a street of moving platforms and nearly
eight hundred feet wide. ‘The middle space was
immovable and gave access by staircases descend-
ing into subterranean ways to the houses on cither
side. Right and le(t were an ascending series of
continuous platforms each of which traveled about
five miles an hour faster than the one internal to it,
so that one could step [rom platform to platform
until one reached the swiftest outer way and so go
about the city. The establishment of the Suzannah
Hat Syndicate projected a vast facude upon the
outer way. sending out overhead at cither end an
overlapping series of huge white glass screens. on
which gigantic animated pictures of the faces of well-
known beautiful living women wearing novelties in
bats were thrown. A dense crowd was always col-
lcrlc(l in the stationary cenlnl w1lclung a vast

h which di: d the ing [ash-
fon. The whole [ront of the building was in per-
petual chromatic change. and all down the facade—
four hundred feet it measured—and all across the
street of moving ways, laced and winked and
tered in a thousand varieties of color and lettering
the inscription—

Suzanna! 'ers! Svzannal ’51'5'
A broadside of gigantic all
conversation in the moving way and roared "Iml.r
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at the passer-by, while far down the street and up,
other batteries counseled the public to “walk down
for Suzannah,” and queried, “Why don’t you buy
the girl a hat?”
For the benefit of those who chanced to be deaf
—and deainess was not uncommon in the London
of that age, inscriptions of all sizes were thrown
from the roof above upon the moving platlorms
themselves, and on one’s hand or on the bald head
of the man before one, or on a lady's shoulders, or
in a sudden jet of fAlame belore one’s feet, the mov-
ing finger wrote in umn(idpalcd letters of fire “ets
r chip £'de,” or simply “cis” And despite all these
s 50 high was the pitch at which the city lived,

so trained became one’s eyes and cars to ignore all
sorts of advertisement, that many a zen had
passed that place thousands of times and was still
unaware of the existence of the Suzannmah Hat

o enter the building one descended the staircase
in the middie way and walked through a public
passage _in which pretty girls promenaded, girls who
1o wear a ticketed hat for a small lec.
‘The entrance chamber was a large hall in which wax
heads [ashionably adorned rotated gracelully upon
pedestals, and from this one passed through a cash
office to an interminable series of little rooms, each
with its salesman, its three or four hats and pins,
its mirrors, its kinematographs, telephones and hat
slides in communication with the central depot, its
comlortable lounge and tempting relreshments. A
salesman in such an apartment did. Denton now be-
come. It was his business to attend to any ol the
incessant stream of ladies who chose to stop .with
him, to behave as winningly as possible, to offer re-
freshment, to conve:se on any topic the possible cus-
toner chose, and to guide the conversation dexter-
ously but not insistently towards hats. He was to
Suggest trying on various types of hat and to show
by his manner and bmnng, but without any coarse
flatery, the enhanced impression made by the hats
he wished 1o sell. e had several mirrors, adapied
by various subtletics of curvature and tint to differ-
ent types of face and complexion, and much de-
pended on the proper use of these.

Denton flung himsel( at these curious and not
very congenial duties with a good will and encrgy
that would have amazed him a vear belore; but all to
no purpose.  The Senior Manageress, who had
selected him for appointment and conferred various
small marks of (avor upon him, suddenly changed
in her manner, declared for no assignable cause that
he was stupid. and dismissed him at the end of
weeks of salesmauship.  So Deuton had to resume
his ineflectual search for employment.

This second search did not last very long. Their
money was at the ebh. To eke it out a little longer
they resolved to part with their darling Dings, and
took that small person to onc of the public créches
that abounded in the city. That was the conmmon
use of the time. The industrial emancipation of
wamen, the tnrrchle(l disorganization of the se-
cluded “home,” had rendered créches a necessity for
all but very rich and exceptionally-minded people.
Therein children encountered hygienic and educa-
tional advantages impossible without such organiza-
tion. Créches were of all classes and types of Juxury,
down to those of the labor Company, where children
were taken on credit, to be redeemed in labor as
they grew up.

UT both Denton and Llizabeth heing, as I have
explained, strange old-fashioned young people,
full of ninecteenth-century ideas, hated these con-
venient créches exceedingly and at last took their
little daughter to one with extreme reluctance. They
were received by a motherly person in a unilorm who
was very brisk and prompt in her manner until
Elizabeth wept at the mention of parting from her
child, The motherly person, after a brief astonish-
ment at this unusual emotion, changed suddenly into
a creature of hope and comfort, and so won
beth’s gratitude for life. They were conducted into
a vast room presided over by several nurses and with
hundreds of two-year-old girls grouped about the
toy-covered floor. This was the Two-year-old Room.
Two nurses came [orward, and Elizabeth watched
their bearing towards Dings with jealous eyes. They
were kind—it was clear they felt kind, and yer . . .
Presently it was time to go. v that time s
was I|a|>|>|l) established in a comtr, sitting on thc
floor with her arins filled, and herself, indeed, for
lhe most part hidden by an unaccustomed wealth of
She seemed careless of all human relation-
as her parents receded.

lluy were f[orbidden to upset her by saying
goul-bye.

At lhe door Elizabeth glanced back for the last
time, and behold ! Dings had dropped lier new wealth
and was standing with a dubious face. Suddenly
Elizabeth gasped, and the motherly nurse pushed hee
forward and closed the door.

“You can cowme again soon, dear,” she said, with
unexpected tenderness in her eyes. For a moment
Elizabeth stared at her with a blank face. “You can
come again soon,” repeated the nurse. Then with
a swift transition Elizabeth was weeping in the
nurse’s arms.  So it was that Denton’s heart was
won also.

And three weeks alter our young people were
absolutely penniless, and only one way lay open.
They must go to the Labor Company. So soon as
the rent was a week overdue their few remaining
possessions were scized, and with scant courtesy
they were shown (he way out of the hotel. Lliza-
beth walked along (he passage towards the staircase
that ascended to the motionless middle way, too
dulled by misery to think. Denton stopped behind
to finish a stinging and uns actory argument with
the hotel porter, and then came hurrving alter her,
Aushed and hot.  1le slackened his pace as he ovel

took her, and together they ascended to the middie
way in silence,

There they (ound two seats vacant

said Elizabeth.
said Denton.

o—not till we are hungry,

They said no more.

Elizabeth's eyes souglht a resting-place and found
none. To the right roared the eastward ways, to the
left the ways_in the opposite direction. swarming
with people. Backwards and forwards along a cable
overhead rushed a string of gesticulating mep,
dressed like clowns, each marked on back and chest
with one gigantic letter, so that altogether they spelt
out:

“Purkixye’s Dicestive Precs”

An anzmic little woman in horrible coarse blue can-
vas pointed a little girl to onc of this string of hurry-
ing adverlisements,
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“Look!" =aid the anzmic woman: “ther's yer
father,”
“Which ** said the Jinle girl.

*"Im wiv his nose colored red.” said the anxmic
‘woman.

The litte girl began to cry, and Elizabeth could
inve cried too.

*“Ain't "e kickin® ‘is legs!—juss?” said the anzmic
woman in blue. trying to make things bright again.
“Looky—no!”

On the facade © the right a huge intensely bright
disc of weird color span incessantly, and letters of
fire that canwe and went spelt out—

“Doks Tuts MaKE vou Gioov ™
Then a pause. followed by
“Take o Purkinye's Dicestive PieL.”

A vast and desolating braying began. *'I( you love
Swagger Lilerature, put your telephone on to Brug-
gles, the Greatest Author of all Time. The Greatest
Thinker of all Time. Teaches you Morals up to
your Sealp! The very image of Socrates, ex t
the back o[ his head, Whld’l is hke Shak:spare
has six_toes, dresses in red, and never cleans h:s
teeth. Hear Hix!”

Denton’s voice became audible in a gap in the
uproar.  “I never ought to have married you,” he
was saying. “[ have wasted your money, ruined you,
brought you to misery. I am a scoundrel . . . Oh,
this accursed world !

She tried to speak, and for some moments could
not.  She grasped his hand, "No," she said at last.

A hall-formed desire beca ina-

Iabor notes, which they had 1o redeemn upon recovery.
Tley signed these libor notes with thumb-marks,
which were photographed and indexed in such a
way that this world-wide Labor (,c::ra

identily any one ol its two or three hu n-ullmn
clients at the cost of an hour’s inquiry. The day’s
labor was defined as (wo spells in a treadmill used
in generating elecirical force. or its equivalent, and
its due per(ormance could be enforced by law. In
praciice the Labor Company (ound it advisable 1o
add 10 its statutory obligations of food and shelter a
few pence a day as an inducement to effort ; and its
enterprise had not only abolished pauperization alto-
guhcr hut supplied practically all but the very high-
st and most responsible Jabor throughout the world.
Nearly a third of the population of the world were
its seris and debiors (rom the cradle to the grave,

In chis practical, unsentimental way the problem
of the wnemployed had been most saisfactorily met
and overcome. No one starved in the public ways,
and no raﬁ: no costume less sanitary and sufficient
than the Labor Company's hygienic but inelegant
blue canvas, pained the eye throughout the whole
world. It was the constant theme of the phono-
graphic newspapers how much the world had pro-
gressed since nineteenth-century days, when the
bodies of those killed by the vehicular traffic or dead
of slarvation were, they alleged, a common [eature
in all the busier_sirects,

Denton_and Llizabeth. sat :Ran in the waiting
room until their turn came.  Most of the others
collected there seemed limp and taciturn, but three
ur four young pe;ple goudily dressed made up for

me
tion. She stood ur “Will you come?”

He rose also. “\Ve need not go there yet.”

“'Not that. But I want you to come to the flying
stages—where we met. You know? The little seat.,”
He hesitated. “Can you?" he said, doubtfully.

“Must,” she answered.

He hesitated still for a moment, then moved to
ohey her will.

And so it was they spent their last hall-day of
freedonr out under the open air in the little seat
umder the flying stages where they had been wont
to meet five shon years ago. There she told him,
what she could not tell him in the tumultuous public
ways, that she did not repent even now of their mar-
riage—1ihat whatever discomflort and misery life stifl
had for hem. she was content with the things that
had heer.  The weather was kind to them, the seat
was sunlit and warm, and overhead the shining aero-
planes went and came.

At last towards sunseuting their lime was at an
end, and thev made their vows 10 one another and
clasped hands. and then rose up and went back inlo
lhe ways of the city, a shabby-looking. heavy-hearted
tired and hnngry Soon they came to one of
\he pale blue signs that marked a Labor Company
Nurcan. For a space they stood in the middie way
regarding ¢his and at last descended and entered the
waiting room.

HI: Labor Company had originally been a chac-

itable organization aim was to supply [ood,
shelter and work to all comers. This it was bound
10 do by the conditions of its incorporation, and it
was also bound Lo supply [ood and shelter and medi-
«cal attendance to all incapable of work who chose 10
demand its aid. In exchange these incapables paid

of their They_were life
chems of the Company, born in the Company's
créche and destined to die in its hospital, and they
had been out for a uEru with some shillings aor sa of
extra pay. They lalked vociferously in a later devel-
opment of the Cockney dialect, manifestly very
prowd of thiemselves,

Llizabeth’s eyes went {rom these to the less assert-
ive figures. Onc scemed exceptionally F:u[ul to

r. It was 2 woman of perhaps forty-five, with
gold-stained hair and a painted face, down which
abumdant tears had trickled ; she had a pinched nose,
hungry eyes, lean hands and shoulders, and her
dusty worn-out finery told the story of her life.
Another was a grey-bearded old man in the costime
ol a bishop of one of the high episcopal seets—for
religion was now also a business, and had it< ups
and downs. And beside him a sickly, dissipated-look-
ing boy of perhaps (wo-and-twenty glared at Fate.

Presently Elizabeth and then Denton interviewed
the manageress—for the Company preferred women
in this capacity—and found she possessed an ener-
gﬂlc l]«. a conlempluom manner. and a wﬂlcl‘-
larly unplnsam voice. They were given various
checks. including one to cen-fy that they need not
have their heads cr : and when they had given
their thumb-marks, learnt the numher corresponding
thereanto. and exchanged their shabhy middle-class
clothes for duly numbered blue canvas suits, they
repaired 10 the huge plain dining-room {or their
first meal under these new conditions. Afterwards
they were to return to her for instructions about
their work,

‘When they had made the exchange of their cloth-
ing Elizabeth didl not seem ahle 10 look at Denton at
first; but be Jooked at her, and saw with astenish-
ment that even in blne canvas she was still beautiful,
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And then their soup and bread came sliding on its
little rail down the long table towards then and
stopped with a jerk, and he {argot the matter. For
they had had ne proper meal for three days.

Alter they had dined they rested for 3 time,
Neither talked—ihere was nothing to say ; and pres-
ently they got up and went back to the manageress
0 learn what they had to do.

The manageress referred to a ablet. “Y'r rooms
won't be here;; it'll be in the Highbury Ward, ninety-
seventh way, number two thowsand seventeen.
Better nake a note of it on y'r ard. Yow, nought
nought nought. type seven, sixty-four, b.cd., gamma
forty-one. female: you ‘ave got to go to the Metal-
beating Company and try that for 2 day—[lourpence
bonus i€ ye're satisfactory; and you. nought seven
one, (ype four, seven hundred and aine, g.(h.. pi
five and ninery. male; you “ave to go to the Pholo-
ic Company on Eighty-first way, and learn
somethiog or other—7 dont know — thrippence.
’Ere’s ¥°r cards. That’s all. Next! IWhot? Didn't
atch it all> Lor! So suppose I musl go over it all
again. Why don’t you listen? Keerless, improvi-
dent people! One'd think these things didn’t matter.”

TIEIR ways to their work lay together for a

time.  And now they found they could talk.
Curiously enough. the worst of their depression
seenied over now that they had actually douned the
blue. Denton could talk with interest even of the
work that lay before them. “Whatever it is,” he
said, “it can't be so hateful as that hat shop. And
alter we have paid for Dings we shall still have a
whole penny a day between us even now. After-
wards—we may improve-—get more money.”

Elizabeth was less inclined to speech. I wonder
why wark should seem so hatcful,” she said.

“It's odd,” aaid Denton. “I suppose it wouldn't
he if it were not the thought of being ordered about
++ . [ hupe w~ghall have decent managers.”

Llizabeth did not answer. She was not thinking
of that. She was tracing out some thoughts of her
own,

“Of course.” she said presently, “we have becn
using up work all our lives. It's only fair—"

She stopped. It was too intricate.

“We paid for it.”” said Denton. for at that time
he had not 1roubled himself ahout these complicated

yimg,” said Elizabeth pres-
enllv—Ilor her thealogy was old-fashioned and
simple.

Presently it was time for them to part, and each
went to the appointed work. Denlon’s was to mind
a complicated hydraulic press that seemed almost an
intelligent thing. This press worked by the sea-
water (hat was destined finally to flush dhe city
drains—(or the world had long since abandoned the
(olly of pouring drinkable water inlo its sewers,
This water was brought close to the castward edge of
the city by a huge anal, and then rised hy an
enormous bartery ol pugps into reservoirs at a level
of four hundred feet above the sea, from which it
spread by a billion arterial branches over the cily.
Thence it poured down, cleansing. sluicing. working
machinery of all sorts. through an infinite variety
of capillary channels into the great drains, the

cloacae maximae,* and so carried the sewage outl 10
the agricultural areas that surrounded London on
every side.

The press was employed in one of the pracesses
of the photographic manufacture, but the nature of
the process it did not concern Denton to understand.
The most salient (act 10 his mind was that it had 1o
be conducted in ruby light. and as a wence the
room in which he worked was lit by one colored
globe that poured a lurid and painful illumination
about the room. In the darkest corner siood the

whose servant Denton had now become: it was
a huge, dim, glittering thing with a projectiog hood
(hat had a remiote resemblance (0 2 bowed head, and,
squatting like some metal Buddha in this weird light
needs, it seemed to Deaton in
t as if this must needs be the
olscure idol to which hum in some strange
aberration had offered wp his life. His es had
a varied monotony. Such items as the following will
convey an idea of the service of the press. The
thing worked with a husy clicking so long as things
went well ; but if the paste (that came pouring through
a [eeder [rom another roomt and which it was per-
petually compressing into thin plates, changed in
quality. the rhytiin of its click altered and Denton
hastened to make certain adjusiments. The slightest
delay involved a waste of paste and the docking of
one or more of his daily pence. If the supply of
paste | =t) were hand T of a peculiar
sort involved in its preparation, and sometimes the
workers had convulsions which deranged their out-
put—Denton had (o throw the press out of gear. In
the painful vigilance a multitnde of such trivial
attentions entailed, painful hecause of the incessant
effort ita absence of natural interest required, Denton
had now to pass one-third of his days. Save for an
occasional visit from the manager, a kindly but
singularly foul-mouthed man, Denton passed his
working hours in solitude,

Clizabeth’s work was of a8 mwre social sort. There
was a [ashion (or covering the private apartnents
of the very wealthy with mewal plates beauti{ully
embossed with repeated patterns.  The taste of the
time demanded, however, that the repetition of the
patierns should not be exact—not mechanical, but
" and it was found that the mos i

employing women of tc
to punch out the patterns with small dies.  So many
square Jeet of plates was exacted from Elizal as
a minimum, and for whatever square feet she di
excess she received a small payment.  The room, like
most roois of women works was under £ man-
ageress: inen had been found by the Labor Q{nlpzny
not only less exacting but extremely liable to excuse
favored la from a proper shar ir dutics
The manageress was a not unkindly, taciturn person.
with the hardened remains of heauty of the bruicite
type; and the other women workers, who of course
hated her. associated her name scandalously with ane
of the metal-work directors in order to explain her
position.

Only two or three of Elizabeil'’s fellow-workers
were born labor serfs; plain, morose girls, hut most
of them corresponded to what the ni century
would have called a “reduced” gentlewoman, DBut
the ideal of what constituted a gentlewoman had

*Principal or Jargest sewers.
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altered: the faint, {aded, negative virtuc. the modu-
Jated voice and restrained gesture of the old-fash-
ioned gentlewoman had vanished from the earth.
Most of her companions showed in discolored hair,
ruined complexions, and the texture of their reminis-
cent conversations, the vanished glories of a con-
quering youth. All of these artistic workers were
much older than Elizabeth, and twe openly expressed
their surprise that any one so young and pleasant
should come to share their toil.  But Elizabeth did
not trouble them with her old-world moral con-
ceptions.

HEY were permitted, and even encouraged to

converse with each other, for the directors very
properly judged that anything that conduced to vari-
ations of mood made for pleasing Auctuations in
their patterning; and Elizabeth was almost [orced
10 hear the stories of these lives with which her own
interwove: garbled and distorted they were by van-
ity indeed and yet comprehensible enough. And
sodn she began to appreciate the small spites and
cliques, the little misunderstandings and alliances
that enmeshed about her. One woman was exces-
sively garrulous and descriptive about a wonderiul
son ol hers; another had cultivated a foolish coarse-
ness of specch that she sccmed to regard as the
wittiest exp: of ivable ; a third
mused for ever on dress, and whispered to Elizabeth
how she saved her pence day after day, Cad would
presently have a glorious day of freedom, wearing

. and then followed hours of description; two
others sat always together, and called one another
pet names, until one day some little thing happened,
and they sat apart, blind and deal as it seemed to
one another’s being. And always [rom them all @me
an incessant lap, tap, tap, tap, and the manageress
listencd always to the rhythm to mark i{ one fell
away. Tap, tap, tap, tap: so their days passed, so
their lives must pass. Elizabeth sat among them,
kindly and quiet, gray-hearted, marveling at JFate:
tap, tap, tap; lap, tap, tap; tap, tap, tap.

So there came to Denton and Elizabeth a long
succession of laborious days, that hardened their
hands, wovc strange threads of some new and sterner
substance into the soft prettiness of their lives, and
drew grave lines and shadows on their faces. The
bright, convenient ways of the former life had re-
ceded to an inaccessible distance; slowly they learnt
the lesson of the under-worll—sombre and labori-
ous, vast and pregnant. There were many little
things happened: things that would be tedious and
miserable to tell, things that were bilter and grievous
10 bear—indignities, tyrannies. such as must cver
season the bread of the poor in cities ; and one thing
that was not little. but seemed like the utter blacken-
ing of lile to them, which was that the child they
had gwen life to sickened and died. But that story,
that ancient, perpetually recurring story, has been
told so often. has becn told so beautifully, that there
is no need to tell it over again here. There was the
same sharp fear, the same long anxiety, the deferred
inevitable blow, and the black silence, It has always
been the samc; it will always be the same. It is one
of the things that must

And it was Elizabeth who was the first to speak,
alter an aching, dull interspace of days: not,.indeed,
of the foolish little name that was a name no longer,
but of the darkness that brooded over her soul. They
had come through the shrieking. tumultuous ways

of the city together; the clamor of trade, of yeiling
competitive religions, of political appeal, had beat
upon dea{ ears; the glare of focussed lights, of
dancing letters, and fiery advertisements, had [allen
upon the set, miserable faces unheeded. They took
their dinner in the dining-hall at a place apart. “I -
want,” said Elizabeth clumsily, “to go out to the
ﬂymg atages—to that seat. Here, onc cn say
nothing. .

Denton looked at her. “It will be night,” he said.

"I have asked,—it is a fine night.” She stopped.

reeived she could find no words to explain

l\crsclre Suddenly he understood that she wished to
see the stars once more, the stars they had watched
wgether from the open downland in that wild honey-
moon of theirs five years ago. Something caught at
his threat. He looked away from her.

“There will be plenty of time to go,” he said, in a
matter-ol-fact tone.

And at last they came omt to their little seat on
the ﬂyin!?r stage, and sat there for a long time in
silence. The little scat was in shadow, but the zenith
was pale blue with the effulgence of the stage over-
head, and all the city spread below them, squares
and circles and patches of brilliance caught in a
mesh-work of light. The little stars seemied ve:
faint and small: near as they had been to the ol?—’
world watcher, they had become now infinitely re- -
mote, Yet one could see them in the darkened
patches amidst the glare, and especially in the north- |
ward sky, the ancient constellations gliding stead fast
and patient about the pole.

Long our two people sat in silence, and at last .

Elizabeth sighed.
“If 1 understood,” she said, “if I could under-
down there the city seems

stand. When one
everything—the noise, the I\urry, the vonces—)nu
must live, you must scramble. Here—it is nolhmg,
a thing that passes. One can think in peace.

“Yes,” said Denton. “IHow Rimsy it all is! Frem
here more than h:\ll' ol it is swallowed by the night.
... It will pa:

“We sIlnII pnss first,” said Elizabeth.

“I know,” said Denton. “If lile were not a mo-
menl, the whole of history would seem like the
happening of a day ... Yes—we shall pass. And the
city will pass, and all the things that are to come.
Man and the Overman and wonders unspeakable.
And yet..."”

He paused, and then began afresh. “I know what
you {eel. At least I fancy. .. Down there one thinks
of one’s work, one’s little vexations and pleasures,
one's eating and drinking and ease and pain. Qne
lives, and one must dic. Down there and everyday
—our sorrow seemed the end of life. . ..

“Up here it is different, For instance, down there
it would scem impossible almost to go on living if
one were horribly disfigured, horribly crippled. dis-
graced. Up herc—under these stars—none of those
things would matter. They don’t matter. . . . They
are a part ol something. One seems just to louCh
that something—under the stars. . .

He stopped. The vague, xmpalmble things in his
mind, cloudy emotions hali shaped towards ideas,
vanished belore lhe rough grasp of words. “It is
hard to express,” he said lamely.

They sat through a long stillness.

“It is well to come here.” he said at last. “We
stop—our minds are very finite. After all we are
just poor animals rising out of the brute, each with
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ind, the poor beginning of a mind. We are so
So much hurts. And yet .
1 know, 1 know—and some day we shall sce.
Al this frightful stress, all this discord will re-
solve to harntony, and we shall know it. Nothing is
but it makes (or that. Nothing. All the lailures—
every little thing makes for that harmony. Lvery-
thing is necessary to it, we shall fiel. We shall find.
Nothing, not even the most dread(ul thing, could be
Teft out.  Not even the most trivial. Every tap ol
your hammer vn the Lrass, every moment oi work,

my idleness even . . . Dear onc! every novement of
our poor little one . . . Al these things go un [or ever.
And the faint impalpable things. We, silting here
together.—Lverything . . .

“Ihe passion that joined us, and what has come
since. [t is not passion now. Mare than anything
else it is sorrow. Dcar .

He could say no more, could follow his thonghts
no_further,

Clizabeth made no answer—she was very still;
Lut presently her hand sought his and {ound it.

(Exv oF Part 1. )
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A STORY OF THE

DAYS TO COME
by HA.G.Wells

What Has Gone Before:

for that was the corvect speltin
title had also disoppearcd) in th

e
ything nst and proper—accordung ta his rime. of conrer.

He teared all he necded ta lcarn by means of the phonograph
. nt‘ conti

wed i0 get his daily neies, ele., by the same ncthod.
ige .,/ romance had been almost campletely o
kit on in a perfectly ordered routin

In these days hypuolisis toere doing

e’ daughter, was of a decidedly
bent, purticulurly after she met and fell in love
Deniton, a remanticist of the
were ettendont on o flyi

Juther's point of
iolly as he had interded hor
sitle fellowe of good

ised and is mode to jorg

i Denton or romance, and to callrculrnlc lu-r inicr-
cst on Bindon.  Denton, heartbroken becanse th knows
him no longer, gocs to the same hypnotist for Iu-lp. Thrr. he

tently learns that Eli ot of
for him by the same ?
strangely wiolent strugyle, to get Elizab h back.

They decide to get married and run
Etizabeth becomes of age and can ge
tance. I

cth had been kypuoti

on th
makes them rlumgr their winds @ little
shepherd dogs decides
them to retrace their steps beek to the city and borrow on
Elizabeth's prospects.
jears they arc wory hoppy tegether scith thcir baby
abeth comes of age and accounts arc Jig-
arn thal the inicrest on the borrowed moncy has
caien up practicolly olf of it and Denton must look for a job.
Some force oprrates apainst a swcecssful scarch. Taey
uschold goeds. move into cheaper quart en
he—a kind of childrin's nurser,
iy there s one thing left—the Labor
Comipany—an institution i 's board and lodg-
ith an occasional exive penmy or two—in reiurn for a

“dud o onc day they are forced to report to this Labor Com-
pany and don the blue denim of this lowest class of workers.

Part 1L

CITAPTER 1V,

Undcrncath

NDER the stars one may rcach upward
and ouch resignation, whatever the evil
thing may be, but in the heat and stress of
the day’s work we lapse again, come disgusl
and anger and intolerable moods. Ilow

firtle is all our magnanimity—an accident ! a phase ! The

very Saints ol old had frst to flee the world. And

Denton and his Elizabeth could not flee their world, no

longer were there open roads to unclaimed lands where

men mighe live freely—however hardly—and keep their

Loul: in peace. The cuy had

Toom with a number of other men, for the most part
born Labor Serls. He came to this intercourse re-
tuctantly. JTis upbringing had been refined, and, until
his ill fortune had brought him to that costume, he had
never spoken in his life, except by way of command or
some immediate necessity, o the white-faced wearers of
the blue canvas. Now at last came contact; he had
to work beside (hem, share their tools, eat with them.
To both Elizabeth and himseli this scemed a [urther
degradation.

His taste would have scemed extreme to a man of
the nineteenth century. But slowly and inevitably in
the intervening ycars a gulf had opened between the
wearers of the bluec canvas and the classes above, a

difference not simply of cir-

d ap

For a time these two
Labor Serls were kept at
their original occupations,
she at her Dbrass-stamping
and Denton at his press;
and then came a move for
him that brought with it
fresh and still hitterer ex-
periences of life in the un-
derways ol 1he preat city.
He was translerred to the

story.

N the concluding chapters of this story, Wells spins o

most inferesting and illuminating tale.
not like all that he has to say aboni the future, it begins lo
lovk more and more us thongh he might be right, and time
only aill telt whether he was 100% right when he awrote this
Those of ns whe contemplaic the future as a place
wwhere none of is will have 1o twork and where we all will
be glorificd loafcra, are probobly due for sad disapp
The idea cortainmly does not scew to be held by Wells, nor is
it boric ont in madern day by day progress.
you will follow the story with a good deal of interest.

cumstances and habits of
lile, but of habits of
thought—even of language.
The underways had devel-
oped a dialect of their own:
above, too, had arisen a
dialecet, a code of thought,
2 language of “culure,”
which aimed by a sedulous
search aller {resh distine-
tion to widen perpetually
he space between itself and

While we may

nent.

A1 any rate,

care of a rather more elabo-
rate press in the centrul faclory ol the London Tile
Trust.

1n this new situation he had 10 work in a tong vaulted

“vulgarity.” The bond of
a common faith, moreover, no longer held the race to-
gether.  The last years of the nineteenth century were
fistinguished by the rapid d. ameng the pros-
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perous idle ol esoteric perversions of the popwar ren-
gion: glosses and interpretations that reduced the broad
teachings of the carpenter of Nazareth to the exquisite
narrowness of their lives. And spite of their inclina-
tion towards the ancient [ashion of living, neither Eliza-
beth nor Denton had been sufficiently original to escape
the ion of their surr i In mauers ol
common behavior they had followed the ways of their
class, and so, when they fell at last to be Labor Serls,
it seemed 1o them almost as though they were [alling
among offensive inferior animals; they felt as a nine-
teenth-century duke and duchess might have felt who
were [oreed to take rooms in the Jago.

Their matural impulse was to maintain a “dislance.”
But Denton’s first idea of a dignified isolation from
his new surroundings was soon rudely dispelled. 1le
had imagined that his [all to the position of a Labor
Serl was the end of his lesson, that when their little
daughter had died, he had plumbed the deeps of lile;
but indeed these things were only the beginning. Lile
demands something more [rom us than acquiescence.
And now in a roomful of machine minders he was to
Jearn a wider lesson, to make the acquaintance of an-
other factor in life, a factor as elemental as the loss of
things dear to us, more elemental even than toil.

His quiet discouragement ol conversation was an

iate cause of interpreted, rightly
enough I fear, as disdain. His ignorance of the vulgar
dialect, a thing upon which he had hitherto prided
himself, suddenly took upon itsell a new aspect. He
failed to perceive at once that his reception of the
coarse and stupid but genially intended remarks that
greeted his appearance must have stung the makers ol
these advances like blows in their faces. “Don’t under-
stand,” he said rather coldly, and at hazard, “No, thank
you."

The man who had addressed him stared, scowled,
and turned away.

A second, who also failed at Denton’s unaccustomed
ear, took the trouble to repeat his remark, and Denton

discovered he was being offered the use of an oil can. .

He expressed pelite thanks, and this second man emn-
barked upon a penetrating conversation. Denton, he
remarked, had been a swell, and he wanted to know
how he had come io wear the blue. He clearly expected
an interesting record of vice and extravagance. Iad
Denton ever been at a Pleasure Cily? Denton was
speedily Lo discover low the existence of these won-
derful places of delight permeated and defiled the
thought and honor of these unwilling, hopeless workers
ol the underworld.

His aristecratic temperament resented these ques-
tions. He answered “No” curtly. The man persisted
with a still more personal question, and this time it
was Denton who turned away.

“Gorblimey !" said his interlocutor, much astonished.
“He’s a swell.”

It presently forced itsell upon Denton's mind that
this remarkable conversation was being repeated in
indignant {ones to more sympathetic hearers, and that
it gave rise to astonishment and ironical laughter,
They looked at Denton with manifestly enhanced in-
terest. A curious perception of isolation dawned upon

'AMAZING STORIES

him. He tried to think of his press and its unfamiliar
peculiarities. . . .

HE machines kept ceveryboly pretty busy during

the first spell, and then came a recess. It was
only an interval for refreshment, too bricf for any
one to go out to a Labor Company dining-room. Den-
ton followed his {ellow-workers into a short gallery,
in which were a number of bins of refusc [rom the
presses.

Each man produced a packet of food. Dénton had
no packet. The manager, a carcless young man who
held his position by influence, had omitled te warn
Denton that it was necessary 1o apply [or this provi-
sion. e stood apart, [eeling hungry. The others
drew together in a group and talked in undertones,
glancing at him ever and again. ITe became uncasy.
His appearance of disregard cost him an increasing
effort. e tried to think ol the levers of his new
press.

Presenily one, a man much shorter but much
broader and stouter than Denton, came forward to
him. Denton turned to him as unconcernedly as pos-
sible. “Here!” said the delegate— as Denton judged
him to be—cextending a cube of bread in a not too
clean hand. e had a swart, broad-nosed face, and
his mouth hung down towards one carner.

Denton felt doubtlul for the instant whether this
was meant [or civility or insult. IIis impulse was Lo
decline. “No, thanks,” he said; and, at the man's
change of expression, “I'm not hungry.”

There came a laugh [rem the group behind. “Told
you s0,” said the man who had offered Denton the
loan of an oil can. “He’s top side, he is. . You ain't
good enough for 'im.”

The swart face grew a shade darker.

“Here,” said its owner, still extending the bread,
and speaking in a lower tone; “you got to eat this.
See?”

Denton looked into the threatening face before him,
and odd little currents ol energy seemed to be run-
mng through his limbs and body.

“I don't want it,” he said, trying a pleasant smile
that twitched and failed.

The thickset man advanced his [ace, and the bread
became a physical threat in his hand. Denton’s mind
rushed iogether to the one problem of his antagonist’s
eyes.

“Eat i(,” said the swart man.

There came a pause, and then they both moved
quickly. The cube of bread deseribed a complicated
path, a curve that would have ended in Denton's face;
and then his fist hit the wrist of the hand that gripped
it, and it flew upward, and out of the conflict—its
part played.

He stepped back quickly, fists clenched and arms
tense. The hot, dark countenance receded, became an
alert hostility, watching its chance. Denton for one
instant [elt confident, and strangely buoyant and
serene. [is heart beat quickly. e [elt his body
alive, and glowing to the tips.

“Scrap, boys " shouted some one, and then the dark
figure had leapt forward, ducked back and sideways,
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and come in again.
One of his eyes scemed to him to be demolished, and
he felt a2 solt lip under his fist just belore he was
hit again—this time under the chin. A huge fan of
fiery needles shot open. He had a momentary per-
suasion that his head was knocked to picces, and then
something hit his head and back from behind, and the
fight became an uuinteresting, an impersonal thing.

He was aware that time—seconds or minutes—had
passed, abstract, uncvent(ul time. e was lying with
his head in a heap of ashes, and something wet and
warm ran swiltly inlo his neck. The first shock
broke up into discrete sensations. Al his head
throbbed ; his eye and his chin throbbed exceedingly,
and the tastc of bleod was in his mouth.

“Ie’s all right,” said a voice. “He's opening his
eyes.”

Serve him —— well right,” said a second.

His mates were standing about lim. Ile made an
effort and sat up. Ile put his hand (o the back of
his head, and his hair was wet and [ull of cinders. A
laugh grected the gesture. His eye was partially
closed. Ile perceived what had happened. IHis mio-
mentary anticipation ol a final victory lad vanished.

“Looks surprised,” said some one.

“’Ave any more?” said a wit; and then, imitating
Denton'’s refined accent.

“No, thank you.”

Denton perccived the swart man with a blood-stained
handkerchicl before his [ace, and somewhat in the
background.

“Where's that bit of bread he’s got to cat?” said a
Tittle ferret-laced creature; and sought with his [oot in
the ashes of the adjacent bin.

Denton had a moment of internal debate. He knew
the code of lionor requires a man to pursuc a fight he
has begun to the bitter end; but this was his first taste
of the bitterness. Ile was resolved to rise again, but
he [elt no passionate impulse. It occurred to him—
and the thought was no very violent spur—that he was
perhaps aflter all a coward. For a moment his will
amp of lead.

" said the little ferret-faced man, and
stooped to pick up a cindery cube. He looked at Den-
ton, then at the others.

Slowly, unwillingly, Denton stood up.

A dirty-faced albino extended a hand to the ferret-
faced man. “Gimme that toke,”* he said. He advanced
threateningly, bread in hand, to Denton. “So you ain’t
’ad your belly(ul yet,” he said. “Eh?”

Now it was coming. “No, I haven’t,” said Denton,
with a catching of the breath, and resolved to try this
brute behind the ear before he himself got stunned
again. He knew he would be stunned again. He was
astonished how ill he had judged himself beforehand.
A few ridiculous lunges, and down he would go again.
He watched the albino’s eyes. The albino was grin-
ning confidently, like 2 man who plans an agreeable
trick. A sudden perception of i ing indigniti
stung Denton.

“You leave 'im alone, Jim,” said thie swart man sud-

*Tcke is an English slang word meaning food, especially
bread.

Denton struck out, and was hit. ~
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denly over the blood-stained rag. “He ain't done
nothing to you.”

The albino’s grin vanished. He stopped. He looked
from one Lo the other. It seemed to Denton that the
swart man demanded the privilege of his destruction.
The albino would have been better.

“You leave 'im alone,” said the swart man.
"E’s ‘ad 'is licks.”

“See?

ACLATTERING bell lifted up its voice and solved
the situation. The albino hesitated. “Lucky for
you,” he said, adding a foul metaphor, and turned with
the others towards the press-room again. “Wait for
the end of the spell, mate,” said the albino over his
shoulder—an afterthought. The swart man waited for
the albino to precede him. Denton realized that he had
a reprieve.

The men passed towards an open deor. Denton be-
came aware of his duties, and hurried to join the tail
of the queue. At the doorway of the vaulted gallery
ol presses a yellow-uniformed labor policeman stood
ticking a card. e had ignored the swart man’s hemor-
rhage.

“Hurry up there!” he said to Denton.

“IMello!" he said, at the sight of his [acial disarray.
“Who's been hitting you?”

“That’s my afair,” said Denton.

“Not il it spiles your work, it ain’t,” said the man
in yellow. “You tind that.”

Denton made no answer. He was a rough—a laborer.
Ile wore the blue canvas. The laws of assault and
battery, he knew, were not for the likes of him. He
went to his press

He could feel the skin of his brow and chin and
head lifting themselves to noble bruises, felt the throb
and pain of cach aspiring contusion, His nervous sys-
tem slid down to lethargy; at cach movement in his
press adjustment he fel he lifted a weight. And as for
his henor—that teo throbbed and puffed. How did
he stand? Vhat precisely had happened in the last
ten minutes? What would happen next? He knew
that here was cnormous matter for thought, and he
could not think save in disordered snatches.

His mood was a sort of stagnant astonishment. All
his conceptions were overthrown. IHe had regarded
his security [rom physical violence as inherent, as one
of the conditions of life. So, indeed, it had been while
he wore his middle-class costume, had his middle-class
property to serve for his defense. But who would
interferc among Labor roughs fighting together? And
indeed in those days no man would. In the Under-
world there was no law between man and man; the law
and machinery of the state had become for them some-
thing that held men down, fended Lhem off from much
desirable property and pleasure, and that was all.
Violence, that ocean in which the brutes live [orever,
and from which a thousand dykes and contrivances
have won our hazardous civilized life, had Aowed in
again upon the sinking underways and submerged them.
The fist ruled.

Denton had come right down at last to the elemental
—fist and trick and the stubborn heart and fellowship—
even as it was in the beginning.
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The rhythm ol his machine changed..and his thoughts
were interrupted.

Dresently lie could think again. Strange how quickly
things had happened! Ie bore these men who had
(brashed him so very v ill-will.  He was bruised
and enlightened.  te saw with absolute [airness now

the bk ol his ity. He had behaved
like a fool. Disdain. seclusion, are the pri\'ilegc of the
strong.  The iall i i

less distinction
pretense in all \In: clainant wniverse. Gond ha\cns'
what was there [or him to despisc in these men?

What a pity he had not appreciated all this bewer
five hours ago !

What woukl happen at the end of the spell? He
could not tell. He could not itagine. He could not
imagine the thoughts of these men.  1e was seasible

AMAZING STORIES

static clearness.  What would they do to-morrow? He
could not tell. \Vhat would Elizabeth think of his
brutalization? He could not tell. He was exhausted.
He was aroused presently by a hand upon his aom.

He leoked up, and saw the swart man seated beside
him. He started. Surely he was safe Irom violence
in the public way !

The swart nian’s face retained no traces of his share
in the fAight: his expression was free from hostili
seemed almost delerential. *“ "Scuse me.” he said, with
a total absence of truculence. Denton realized that no
assault was intended. e stared. awaiting the next
development.

It was evident lhe next sentence was premedu:ued
“Whad—I—w: s this,” said the
swart man, and :ough( throu],ll a silence for further
words.

only of their ho: lity and utter want of
Vague possibilities of shame and violence chzsed one
another across his mind. Could he devise some weapon?
He recalled his assanlt upon the hypuotist. but there
were no detachable lamps here. He could see nothing
that he could catch up in his defense.

For a space he thought of a headlong bolt [or the
security of the public ways directly the spell was over.
Apart [rom the trivial consideration of his self-respect,
Ie perceived that this would be only a foolish postpone-
ment and aggravation of his trouble. He perceived the
ferret-faced man and the albino talking together with
their eycs towards him. Presently they were talking
to the swart man, who stood with his broad back studi-
ously towards Denton.

At last catne the end of the second spell. The lender
of ail cans stopped his press sharply and turned round,
wiping his mouth with the back ol his hand. ¥is eyes
had the quiet expectation of one-who seats himsel[ in a
theatre.

Now was the crisis. and all the little nerves of Den-
ton’s being seemed leaping and dancing. He had decided
to show fight if any [resh indignity was offered him.
He stopped his press and turned. “With an cnormous
affectation of ease he walked down the vault and entered
the passage of the ash pits, only to discover he had lelt
his jacket—which he had taken off because of the heat
of the vault—beside his press. He walked back. He
met the albino eye to eye.

He heard the I'errel faced man in expostulation. “'E
reely ough! eat it,” said the [erret-faced man. “’E
did reely.”

“No—you leave ‘im alone,” said the swart man.

PPARENTLY nothing further was to happen to

him that day. He passed out to the passage and
* staircase that led up to the mwoving platforms of the
city.

He -emerged on the livid brilliance and streaming
wovement of the public street. He became acutely
aware of his disfigured {ace,and felt his swelling bruises
with a limp, investigatory hand. He went up (o the
swiltest platform, and seated himself on a Labor Com-
pany bench.

He lapsed into a pensive torpor. The immedlate dan-
gers and stresses of his position he saw with a sort of

“Whad—I
peated.
Finally he abandoned that gambit. “Vou're aw
right,” he cried, laying a grimy hand on Denton'’s grimy
sleeve. “Yow're aw right. You're a ge'man. Sorry—
very sorry, \Wanted to tell you that.”

Denion renlized that there nwst exist motives be-
yond a mere impulse to abominable proceedings in the
man. He meditated, and swallowe an unworthy pride.

“I did not mean (o be offensive to you,” he said,
“in refusing that bit of bread.”

“Meant it [riendly,” said the swart man, recalling
the scene; “but—in front of that blarsted Whitey and
his snigger—\Well—TI ‘ed to serap.”

“Yes,” said Denton with sudden fervor:
*fool.”

“Ah!" said (he swart man, with great satisfaction.
“That’s aw right. Shake!"

And Denton shook.

The moving platiorm was rushing by the establish-
ment of a face mioulder, and its lower [ront was a huge
display of mirror, designed to atimulate the thirst for
more symmelrical {eatures. Denton caught the reflec-
tion of himself and his new friend, enormously twisted
and broadencd. His own (ace was puffed, one-sided,
and bLlood-stained ; a grin of idiotic and insincere ami-
ability distorted iis latitude, A wisp of hair occluded
one eye. The trick of the mirror presented the swart
man as a gross expansion ol lip and nostril. They
were linked by shaking hands. Then abruptly this vi-
sion passed—to relurn Lo memory in the anaemic medi-
tations of a waking dawn.

«As he shook, the swart man made some muddled
remark, to the effect that he had always known he
could get on with a gentleman if one cante his way.
He prolonged the shaking until Denton, under the influ-
ence of the mirror, withdrew his hand. The swart man
became pensive. spat impressively on the platform, and
cesumed his theme.

“Whad I was going to say was this,” he said: was
gravelled. and shook his head at his (oot.

Denton hecame curious. “Go he said, attentive.

The swart man look the plunge. He grasped Den-
ton’s arm, became intimate in his attitude. *“Scuse
me,” he said. “Fact is, you done know ’ow to scrap.
Done know ‘ow to. Why—you done know 'ow to

this,” he re-

€oIng: say

“I was a
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begin, You'll get killed il you don’t mind. 'Ouldin’
your hands—There!”

He reinforced his statement by objurgation, watch-
ing the efect of each oath with a wary eye.

“F'r instance. You're tall. Long arms. You get a
longer reach than any one in the brasted vault. Gob-
blimey, but I thought I'd got a Tough on. ’Stead ol
which. . . . ’Scuse me. I wouldn't have ’it you if I'd
It's like fighting sacks. °Tisn't right. Y'r

med ‘ung on "ooks. Reg’lar—"ung on ‘ooks.

Denton stared, and then surprised and hurt his bat-
tered chin by a sudden laugh. Bitter tears came into
his eyes.

“Go on,” he said.

The swart man reverted to his formula. He was
good enough to say he liked the look ol Denton, thought
he had stood up “amazing plucky. On’y pluck ain’t no
good—aint no brasted good—il you don't "old your
‘ands.

“AVhad I was going to say was this,” he said. “Lem-
me show you ‘ow to scrap. Jest lemme. You're ig’-
nant, you ain't no class ; but you might be a very decent
scrapper—very decent. Shown. That’s what I meant
to say.”

Denton hesitated.
anything—""

“That's the ge'man all over,”
“Who arst you 107"

“But your time?”

“If you don't get learnt serapping you'll get killed,—
don’t you make no bones of that.”

Denton thought. “I don't know,” he said.

He looked at the face beside him, and all its native
coarscness shouted at him. He felt a quick revulsion
from his transient friendliness. It seemed to him in-
credible that it should be necessary for him to be
indebted to such a creature.

“The chaps are always scrapping,” said the swart
nan.  “Always. And of course—if one gets waxy
aml llS you vital. .

y God !” eried "Denton; “I wish one would.”

“Of course, i you [cel like that—"

*You don't understand.”

“Praps 1 don’t,” said the swart man; and lapsed
into a fuming silence.

\Vhen he spoke again his voice was less [riendly, and
he prokled Denton by way of address. “Look see!"
he szi(l; “are you going to Jet me show you 'ow o

“But—"" he said, “I can't give you

said the swart man.

It's tremendously kind of you,” said Denton;
“but—""

There was a pause.
over Denton.

“Too much ge'man,” he said—"eh?> 1 got a red
face. . . . By gosh! you are—you are a brasted fool!”

He turned away, and instantly Denton realized (he
truth of this remark.

The swart man rose and bent

HE swart man descended with dignity to a cross
way. and Denton, after 2 momenlary impulse to
pursuit, remained on the plaiform. For a time the
things that had happened filled his mind. In one day
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his graceful systemn of resignation had been shattcred
beyond hope. DBrute [orce, the final, the fundamental,
had thrust its face through all his explanations and
glosses and consolations and grinned enigmatically.
Though he was hungry and tircd, he did not go on
dircetly to the Labor Hotel, where he would meet
Elizabeth. Ile found he was beginning to think, he
wanted very greally to think; and so, wrapped in a
monstrous cloud ol meditation, he went the circuit of
the city on his moving platform twice. You figure
him, tcaring through the glaring, thunder-voiced city
at a pace of fifty miles an hour, the city upon the planet
that spins along its chartess path through space many
thousands ol miles an hour, funking most terribly, and
trying to understand why the heart and will in him
should suffer and keep alive.

\When at last he came to Elizabeth, she was white
and anxious. Ile might have noted she was in {rouble,
had it not been for his own preoccupation. He [cared
most that she would desire to know every detail of his
indignities, that she would be sympathetic or indig-
nant. e saw her eyebrows rise at the sight of him.

“I've had rough handling,” he said, and gasped. “It's
100 fresh—too hot. 1 don’t want lo talk about it.”” He
sat down with an unaveidable air of sullenness.

She stared at him in astonishment, and as she rcad
something of the significant hieroglyphic of his battered
face, her lips whitcned. Her hand-—it was thinner now
than in the days ol their prosperity, and her first finger
was a little altered by the metal punching she did—
clenched convulsively. “This horrible world!” she said,
and said no more.

In these laller days they had become a very silent
couple;; they said scarcely a word lo each other that
night. but each lollowed a private train of thought. In
the small hours, as Elizabeth lay awake, Denton started
ap beside her suddenly—he had been lying as still as a
dead man.

“I cannot stand it!” cried Denton.
stand it!”

She saw him dimly, sitting up; saw his arm lunge
as if in a furious blow at the enshrouding night. Then
for a space he was still.

“It is too much—it is more than one can bear !

She could say nothing. To her, also, it seemed that
this was as far as one could go. She waited through
a long stillness. She could see that Denton sat with his
arms about his knees, his chin almost touching them.

Then he laughed.

“No,” he said at last, “I'm going to stand it. That’s
the peculiar thing. There isn’t a grain of suicide in us
—uot a grain. 1 suppose all the people with a turn
that way have gone. We're going through with it—
to the end.”

Elmbelh thought grayly, and realized that this also

“1 will not

re aomg through with it. To think of all who
have gone through with it: all the generations—endless
—endless. Little beasts that snapped and snaried,
snapping and snarling, snapping and snarling, genera-
tion after generation.”

His monotone, ended abruptly, resumed alter a vast
interval.
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“There were ninety thousand years of stone age. A
Denton somcwhere in all those years. Apostolic suc-
cession. The grace of going through. Let me see!

AMAZING STORIES

fulness fell from him as the instruction proceeded, and
he developed a certain expert dignity, a quality of
fatherly consideration. He treated Denton with the

Ninety-nine hundred—three nines, twenty
three thousand generations of men!—men more or less.
And each fought, amd was bruised, and shamed, and
somehow held his own—going throtgh with it—passing
it on. . . . And thousands more lo come perhaps—
thousands!

“Passing it on. I wonder il they will thank us.”

1lis voice assumed an argumentative note. “Lf one
could find something definite. . . . If one could say,
*This is why—this is why it goes on. .. .""

Tle became still, and Elizabeth’s eyes slowly separated
him from the darkness until at last she could see how
he sat wilh his head resting on his hand. A sense of
the enormous remoteness of their minds came to her;
that dim suggestion of another being seemed to her a
figure of their mutual understanding. What could le
be thinking now? \What might he not say next? An-
other age seemed to elapse before he sighed and whis-
pered: “No. 1 don't understand it. No!" Then a
Tong interval, and he repeated this. But the second time
it had the tone almost of a solution.

She became aware that he was preparaing to lie
down. She marked his movements, perceived with
astonishment how he adjusted his pillow with a careful
regard lo comforl. He lay down with a sigh of con-
tentment almost. His passion had passed. He lay still,
and presently his breathing became regular and deep.

UT Elizabeth remained with eyes wide open in the

darkness, until the clamor of a bell and the sud-
den wrilliance of the electric light warned them that
the Labor Company had need of them for yet another
day.

That day came a scuffle with the albino Whitey and
the little ferret-faced man. Blunt, the swart artist in
scrapping. having first let Denton grasp the bearing of
his lesson, intervencd, not without a certain quality of
patronage. “'Drop 'is "air, \Whitey, and let the man be,”
said his gross voice through a shower of indignities.
“Can’t you see 'e don't know ’ow to scrap?” And
Denton, lying shamefully in the dust, realized that he
must aceept that course of instruction after all,

e made his apology straight and clean. He scram-
bled up and walked o Blunt. “I was a fool and you
are right,” he said.  “If it isn't too late. .

That night, after the second spell, Denton went with
Blunt to certain waste and slime-soaked vaults under
the Port of London, to learn the first beginnings ol the
high art of scrapping as il had been perfected in the
great world of the underw: how to hit or kick a man
60 as to hurt him exeruc y or make him violently
sick, how to hit or kick * vnal " how to use glass in
one's garments as a club and to spread red ruin with

utmost only “flicking him «p a bit” now
and then, to keep the interest hot, and roaring with
laughter at a happy fluke of Denton's that covered
his mouth with blood.

“I'm always keerless of my mouth,” said Blunt,
admitting a weakness, “Always. It don't scem to
matter, like, just getting hashed in the mouth—not if
your chin's all right. Tastin’ blood does me good.
Always. But I hetter not ‘it you again.”

Denton went home, to fall asleep exhausted and wake
in the small hours with aching limbs and all his bruises
tingling. Was it worth while that he should go on
living? I{e listened to Elizaheth's breathing, and re-
membering that he must have awaked her the previous
night, he lay very still. He was sick with infinite dis-
gust at the new conditions of his lile. He hated it all,
hated even the genial savage who had protected him so
generously. The monstrous fraud of civilization glared
stark before his eyes; he saw it as a vast lunatic
growth, producing a deepening torrent of savagery be-
low, and above cver more Himsy gentility and silly
wastelulness. He could see no redeeming reason, no
touch of honor, either in the lile he had led or in this
life to which he had fallen. Civilization presented
itself as some catastrophic product as little concerned
with men—save as victims—as a cyclonc or a planetary
collision. ITe, and therefore all mankind, seemed living
utterly in vain, His mind sought some strange expedi-
ents of escape, if not for himsell, then at least for
Elizabeth. But he meant them for himself. What if
he hunted up Mwres and told him ol their disaster?
It came to him as an astonishing thing how utterly
Muwres and Bindon had passed out of his range. Where
were they? \Vhat were they doing? Trom that he
passed to thoughts of utter dishonor. And finally, not
arising in any way out ol this mental tumult, but end-
ing it as dawn ends the night, came the clear and obvi-
ous conclusion of the night before: the conviction that
he hadl to go through with things; that, apart frem any
remoter view and quite sufficient [or all his thought and
energy, he had to stand up and fight among his [ellows
and quit himself like a man.

The second night's instruction was perhaps less
dreadful than the first; and the third was even endur-
able, for Blunt dealt out some praise. The fourth day
Denton chanced upon the [act that the ferret-faced man
was a coward, There passed a fortnight of smoulder-
ing days and feverish instruction at night; Blunt, with
many blasphemies, testified that never had he met so
apt a pupil; and all night long Denton dreamt of kicks
and counters and gouges and cunning tricks. Tor all
that time no further outrages were allempted. for fear
of Blunt: and then came the second crisis. Blunt did
not come one day—afterwards he admitted his deliber-

various d how to and

ate i { through the tedious morning Whitey

demolish your adversary’s inlentions in other direc-
tions; all the pleasant devices, in fact, that had grown
up among the disinherited of the great cities of the
twentieth and twenty-first centuries, were spread out by
a gifted exponent for Denton’s learning.  Blunt’s bash-

awaited the interval between the spells with an osten-
tatious impatience.

He knew nothmg of the serapping lessons, and he
spent the time in telling Denton and the vault generally
of certain disagreeable proceedings he had in mind.
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HITEY was not popular, and the vault disgorged
ta see him haze the new man with only a languid
interest. But marters changed when Whitey's attempt
10 open the proceedings by kicking Denton in the [ace
was mel by an excellently executed duck, catch and
throw, that completed the flight of Whitey's foot in its
orbit and brought Whitey's head into the ash-heap that
had once received Denton's. \Wlnitey arose a shade
w Imer and now hlasphemously bent upon vital injur-
. There were indecisive passages, loiled enter-
s that deepencd \Whitey's evidently gro\\mg per-
plexity ; and then things develaped into a gmupmg of
Denton uppenmost with Whiley's thraat i his hawnd,
his knee on \Whitey’s chest, and a tearful Whitey with a
black face. protruding tongue and broken finger “endeav-
oring lo explain the misuaderstanding by means of
hoarse sounds. Moreover, it was evident that among
the Lystanders therc had mever been a more populac
person than Denton.

Denton with proper precaation, released his antag-
onist and stood up. His blood seemed changed to some
sort of Auid fire, his limbs [elt light and supernaturally
strong. The idea that he was a martyr in the civil
tion machine had vanished [rom his mind. He was a
man in a world of men.

The little [erret-faced man was the first in the com-
petition to pat him on the back. The lzmler of oil
cans was a radiant sun of genial c
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Slve paused and began again.

“I hate it! 1 hate this horrible canvas! I hate it
more than—more than the worst that can happen. It
hurts my fingers to touch it. It is horrible to the skin.
And the women I work with day after day! I lie
awake at mghls and think how I may be growing like
them, . ..

She stopped.
passionately.

Denton stared at her distress.
stopped.

“You don’t understand.  What have 12 \Vhat have
Ttosave me? You can fight. Fighting is man’s work.
But women—women are diferent. 1 have thought
it all out. [ have done nothing but lhiuk night and day.
Laok at the color of my face! 1 cannot go on. 1 can-
not endure this life . . . 1 cannot endure it.”

She stopped.  She hesitated.

“You do not know all,” she said abruptly. and (or an
instant her lips had a bitter smile. *I have been asked
to leave you.”

"Leave me!”

She made no answer save an affirmative movement of
the head,

“I am growing like them,” she cried

“But—"" he said and

LENTON stood up sharply. They stared al one an-
other through 3 long silence.

It seemed incredible to Denton that he Tad ever lhuughl
of despair.

Denton was convinced that not only had he to go on
through with things, but that he could. He sat on the
canvas pallet expounding this new aspect to Elizabeth,
One side of his face was bruised. She had not recently
fought, she had not been patied on the back, there were
no hot bruises upon her [ace, only a pallor and a new
line or so about the mouth. She was taking the woman's
share. She looked stcadfastly at Denton in his new
mood of prophecy. “I [eel that there is something,”
he was saying, “‘something that goes on, a Being o1 Lile
in which we live and move and have our being, some-
thing that began fifty—a hundred million years ago,
perhaps, that goes on—on: growing, spreading, to
things beyond us—things that will justify us ail. . . .
That will explain and justify my fghting—these
bruises, and all the pain of @t. It's the dusel—yes, the
chisel of the Maker, If only I could make you feel as
I feel. il I could make you! You wilfl, dear, I know
you will.

“Xo,” she said in a low voice.

“So T miglt have thought—"

She shook her head. *“No, she said, “I have thought
as well. What you say—doesn't convince me."”

She looked at his face resolutely. “I hate it,” she
said, and caught at her breath. “You do not under-
stand, you do not think. There was a time whea you
said things and T believed them. I am growing wiser.
You are au you can fight, force your way. You do
not mind bruises. You can be coarse and ugly, and
still a man. Yes—it makes you. It makes you.
are right. Only a woman is not like that. Ve are
differcnt.  We have let ourselves get civilized too soon.
“This underworld is not for us.”

“No, I shall not.”

You .

Suddenly she turned bersell about, and Aung face
downward upon their canvas hed. She did not sob, she
made no sound. She Jay still upon her (ace. After a
vast, distressful void her shoulders heaved and she be-
gan to weep silently,

"Eljzabeth!” he whispered—"Elizabeth!”

Very, softly hie sat down beside her, bent down, put
his arin across her in a doubtful caress, seeking vainly
for some clue to this intolerable situation.

“Elizabeth,” he whispered in her ear.

She thrust him (rom her with her hand. “I cannot
bear a child (o be a slave!” and broke out into loud and
birter weeping.

Denton’s face changed—hecame blank dismay. Pres-
ently Le slipped from the bed and stood on his feet.
All the complacency had vanished from his face. had
given place o impotent mge. He began to rave and
curse at the intolerable [orces which pressed upon him,
at all the accidents and hot desires and heedlessness that
mock the life of man. His little voice rose in that little
room, and he shiook his fist, this animalcule of the earth,
at all that environed him about, ot the ions about
him. at his past and future and all the insensate vasiness
of the overwhelming city.

CHAPTER V.
Bindon latervenes

N Bindon’s younger days he had dabbled in specu-
lation and made three Urilliant flukes. For (he
rest of his life he had the wisdom to lec gambling

alone. and the conceit to believe himself a very clever
man. A certain desire for influence and reputation
interested him in the business intrigues of the giant
city in which his Aukes were made. He became at
Iast one of the most influential shareholders in the
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company that owued the London flying-stages to which

the acroplanes came from all parts of the world. This

much for his public activities. In his privatc lile he

was a man of pleasure. And this is the story of his

heart.

But before procceding to such depths, onc must
devote a little lime (o the exterior of this person. Its
physical basis was slender, and short, and dark; and
the face, which was fine-featured and assisted by pig-
ments, varied irom an insecure sell-complacency to an
intetligent uneasiness. His face and head had been
depilated, according to the cleanly and bygienic [ashion
of the time, so that the color and contour of his hair
varied with his costume. This he was constantly
changing.

At times he would distend himself with pneumatic
vestmients in the rococo vein.  From among the billowy
developments ol this style, and heneath a translucent
and illuminated headdress, his cye watched jealously
for the respect of the less fashionable world. At other
times he cmphasized his clegant slenderness in close-
fitting grarments of black satin, For effects ol dignity
he would assumc broad pneumatic shoulders, from
which hung a robe of carefully arranged folds af China
silk, and a classieal Bindon in pink tights was also a
transient phenomenon in the eternal pageant of Destiny.
In the days when he hoped to marry Llizabeth, he
sought (o impress and charm her, and at the same time
10 ke off something of his burden of forty years,
by wearing the last fancy ol the ¢ p y buck,

STORIES

spite of all the terrible fascinations of Vice, if he found
a Dbeautiful, gentle, good young woman of a not too
violently intcllectual type Lo devote her life to him,
he might yet be saved to Goodness, and even rear a
spirited family in his likeness to solace his declining
years. But like so many experienced men ol the world,
he doubted if there were any good women. Of such
as he had heard tell he was outwardly sceptical and
privately much afraid.

TN the aspiring Mwres effected his introduc-

tion Lo Elizabeth, it scemed to him that his good
fortune was complete. Tle [ell in love with her at
once.  Of course, he had always been [falling in love
since he was sixteen, in accordance with the extremely
varied recipes to he found in the accumulated litera-
ture of many centuries. But this was different. This
was real love. It seemed to him to call [orth all the
lurking goodness in his nature. He felt that for her
sake he could give up a way of life that had already
produced 1he gravest lesions on his liver and nervons
system. IMis imagination presented him with idyllic
piclures of the life of the reformed rake. He would
never be sentimental with her, or silly; but always a
little cynical and Ditter, as became the past. Yet he
was sure she would have an intuition of his real great-
ness and goodness. And in due course he would con-
fess things to her, pour his version of what he regarded
as his wickedness—showing what a complex of Goethe,

a costume of clastic malerial with distensible warts
and horns, changing in color as he walked, by an in-
genious arrangement of versatile chromatophores.®
And no doubt, il Elizabeth's affection had not been
already cngaged by the worthless Denton, and if her
tastes had not had that odd bias for old-[ashiened ways,
this extremely chic coneeption would have ravisehd her.
Bindon had consulled Llizabeth’s [ather hefore pre-
senting himsel( in this garb—he was one of those men
who always invile criticism of their coslume—and
Muwres had pronounced him all that the heart of woman
could desire. - But the affair of the hypnotist proved
that his knowledge of the heart of woman was
incomplete.

Bindon’s idea ol marrying had been formed some
little time before Mwres threw Elizabeth's budding
womanhood in his way. Tt was one of Bindon’s most
cherished secrets that he had a considerable capacity
for a pure and simple life of a grossly senlimental
type. The thought imparted a sort of pathetic seri-
ousncss to the ive and quile i an
unmeaning excesses, which he was pleased to regard
as dashing wickedness, and which a number of good
people also were so unwise as to treat in that desirable
manner. As a conscquence of these excesses, and per-
haps by reason also of an inherited tendency to early
decay, his liver hecame seriously affected, and he suf-
fered increasing inconvenicnce when traveling by aero-
planc. It was during his convalescence from a pro-
tracted bilious attack that it occurred to him that in

» A pigment cell, especially one capable of changing its form

. causing changing of color in the translucent skin by

bri the pigment near the surlace or by contracting, con-
centraling it in the deeper Tayers.

and B Cellini, and Shelley, and all those other
chaps he really was—into her shocked, very beautiful,
and no doubt sympathetic ear. And preparatory to
these things he wooed her with infinite subtlety and
respect.  And the reserve with which Elizabeth treated
him seemed nothing more nor less (han an exquisite
modesty touched and enhanced by an equally exquisite
lack of ideas.

Bindon knew nothing of her wandering affections,
nor of the attempt made by Mwres to utilize hypnotism
as a corrective to this digression of her heart; he con-
ceived he was on the best of terms with Elizabeth, and
had made her quite successfully various significant
presents of jewelry and the more virluous cosmetics,
when her elopement with Denton threw the world out
of gear for him.

His first aspect of the matter was rage begolten of
wounded vanity, and as Mwres happened to be the
most convenicnt person, he vented the first brunt of
it upon him. .

He went immediately and insulted the desolate father
grossly, and then spent an active and determined day
going 1o and fro about the city and interviewing people
in a consislent and partly successful attempt to ruin
that matrimonial speculator. The effectual nature of
these activitics gave hin a temporary exhilaration, and
he went 1o the dining-place he had frequented in his
wicked days in 2 devil-may-care frame of mind, and
dined altogether too amply and cheer(ully with two
other golden youths in the early forties. He threw
up the game; no weman was worth heing good for,
and he astonished even himself by the strain of witty
cynicism he developed. One of the other desperate
blades, warmed with wine, made a Ffacetious allusion
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1o his disappointment, but at the time this did not seem
unpleasant.

The next moming found his liver and temper in-
flamed. Ile kicked his phonographic-news machine to
picces, dismissed his valet, and resolved that he would
perpetrate a terrible revenge upon Elizabeth. Or Den-
ton.  Or somebody. DBut anyhow, it was to be a ter-
rible revenge: and the friend who had made fun at
him should no longer see him in the light of a (oolish
girl's victim.  [Te knew something of the little property
that was due to her, and that this would be the only
support of the young couple until Mwres should relent.
I Mwres did not relent, and il unpropitious things
should happen 1o the affair in which Llizabeth's ex-
pcclzn()n\ ay. they would come upon evil times and be

ientl ble to of a sinister sort.
Bindon's imaginati bandoning its iful ideal-
ism altogether, expanded the idea of temptation of a
sinister sort. He figured himseli as the implacable, the
intricale and powerful man of wealth pursuing this
maiden who had scorned him. And suddenly her image
came upon his mind, vivid and dominant, and for the
first time in his life Bindon realized something of the
real power ol passion.

Iis imagination stood aside like a respectiul foot
man who has done his work in ushering in the emotion.

“My God!” eried Bindon: “I will have her! Tf I
have to k|ll mysell to get her! And that other
fellow—!"

Adlter an interview with his medical man and a pen-
ance for his overnight excesses in the form of bitter
drugs. a mitigated but absolutely resolute Bindon sought
out Mwres. Mwres he found properly smashed, and
impoverished and humble, in a meod of frantic seli-
preservation, ready to sell himscll body and soul, much
more any interest in a disobedient daughter, to recover
his lost position in the world. In the reasonable dis-
cussion that followed. it was agreed that these mis-
guided young people should be lelt to sink into distress,
or possibly even assisted towards that improving dis-
cipline by Bindon’s financial influence.

“And then?" said Mwres.

“They will come to the Labor Company,”
don. “They will wear the blue canvas.”

“And then?”

“She will divorce him,” he said, and sat for a moment
intent upon that prospect. For in thase days the austere
limitations of divorce ol Victorian times were extraor-
dinarily relaxed. and a coupl, m|ghz separate on a
hundred different scores. :

said Bin-

HEN suddenly Bindon astonished himself and

Mwres by jumping to his feet. “She shall divorce
him?!” he cried. “T will have it so—I will work it so.
By God! it shall be so. He shall be disgraced, so that
she must. He shall be smashed and pulverized.”

The idea of smashing and pulverizing inflamed him
further. He began a Jovian pacing up and down the
little office. “1 will have her,” he cried. “I will have
her! Heaven and Hell shall not save her from me!"
His passion evaporated in its expression, and lelt him
at he end simply histrionic. He struck an attitude
and ignored with heroic determination a sharp twinge
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of pain about the diaphragm. And Mywres sat with his
pneumatic cap deflated and himself very visibly
impressed.

Aud so, with a [air persistency, Bindon set himself
to the work of heing Llizaleth's malignant providence,
using with ingenious dexterily every particle of advan-
tage wealth in those days gave a man over his fellow-
creaturcs. A rcsort to the consolations of religion
hindered these operations not at all. He would go and
talk with an interesting. experienced and sympathetic
Father of the Huysmanite sect of the Isis eutt, about
all the irrational little proceedings he was pleased to
regard as his heaven-dismaying wickedness, and the
interesting, experienced and sympathetic Father rep-
resenting Heaven dismayed. would with a pleasing
aflectation ol horror. suggest sunplc and easy pen:mces
and r jon that was
cool, hygienic, and not vulg:mzed, for viscerally dis-
ordered penitent sinners of the refined and wealthy
type. And alter these excursions, Bindon would come
Iack to London quite active and passionate again. He
would machinate with really considerable energy, aud
repair to a certain gallery high above the street of mov-
ing ways, [rom which he could view the entrance to
the harrack of the Labor Company in the ward which
sheltered Denton and Elizabeth. And at last one day
he saw LClizabeth go in, and thereby his passion was
renewed.

So in the fullness of time the complicated devices of
Bindon ripened, and he could go to Mwres and tell him
that the young people were near (Ic<pa|r

“I’s time [or you.” he said. “tn let your parental
affections have play. She's been in blue canvas some
months, and they've been cooped together in one of
those Labor dens, and the little girl is dead.
knows now what his manhood is worth to her, by way
ol protection, poor girl. She'll see things now in a
clearer light. You go to her—I don’t want to appear
in this affair yet—and point out to her how necessary
it is that she should get a divoree from him. . . ."

“She’s obstinate.” said Mwres doubtfully.

“Spirit!” said Bindon. She’s a wonder(ul girl—a
wonderful girl!”

“She’lt refuse.”

“Of course she will. But leave it open to her. Leave
it open to her. And some day—in that stuffy den. in
that irksome, toilsome life they can't help it—iey'tl
hate a quarrel.  And then—"

Mwres meditated over the matter, and did as he was
d

told.
Then Bindon, as he had arranged with his spiritual
adviser, went into retreat. The retreat of the Huys-
manite sect was a beautiful place, with the sweetest air
in London. lit by natural sunlight, and with restful
quadrangles of real grass open to the sky, where at
the same time the penitent man of pleasure might enjoy
all the pleasures of loafing and all the satislaction oi
distinguished austerity. And. save for participatio
the simple and wl holesome dwmry of the place and in
certain magunificent chants, Bindon spent all his iime
in meditation upon the theme of Elizabeth, and the
extreme purification his soul had undergone since he
first saw her, and whether he would be able to get a
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dispensation ta marry her [rom the experienced and
sympathetic Father in spite of the apprcaching “sin”
of her divorce; and then . . . Bindon would lean
against a pillar of the quadrangle and lapsc into rever-
ies on the superiority of virtuous love to any other form
of mdnlgcnce A curious feeling in his back and chest
that was trying 10 auract his auention, a dispesition to
be hot or 1. 2 general sense of ill-health and
cutaneous discomiort he did his best 1o ignore.  All
that of course belonged to the old Jife that he was
shaking off.

\Vhen he came out of retreat he went at once to
Mwres to ask for news ol Elizabeth, Mwres was
clearly under the impression that he was an exemplary
father, profoundly touched about the heart by his child’s
unhappiness. “She was pale,” he said, greatly moved :
“She was pale. \Vhen 1 asked her Lo come away and
leave him—and be happy—she put her head down upon
the table”—Mwres sniffed—"and cried.”

His ation was so great that he could say no more.

“Ah!" said Bindon, respecting this manly griel.
“Oh!” said Bindon quite suddenly, with his hand to
his side.

Mwres looked up sharply out of the pit of his sor-
rows, starlled. '“What’s the malter ?"” he asked, visibly
concerned.

“A most violent pain. Excuse me! You were tell-
ing me about Llizabeth.”

ND Muwres, after 2 decent solicituce for Bindon's
- pain, proceeded with his report. It was even
unexpectedly hopeful. Elizabeth, in her first emotion
at discovering that her father had not absolutely de-
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“It's not that so much. DBut you come of a kad
stock. Even il you'd have taken precautions you’d
have had bad tinies to wind up with. The mistake
was geuing Lorn. The indiscretions of the parents.
And you've shirked exercise, and so forth.”

“I had no onc to advise me.”

Medical nien arc always willing.”

1 was a spiriled young fellow.”

“We won't arguc; the mischiel’s done now.
lived. \We can’t start you again. You ought never to
have started at all. Frankly—the Euthanasia!”

Bindon hated him in silence for a space. Every
word of this brutal expert jarred upon his refinements.
He was so gross, so impermeable to all the subiler
issues of heing. But it is no good picking a quarrel
with a dactor. My religious beliefs,” he said, “I don't
approve of suicide.”

“You've been doing it all your life.”
“Well, ;myhow, I've come to take 2 serious view of
Illc now.”
"You're bound to, il you go on living. You'll hurt.
Dut for practical purposes it's late. However, if you
mean (o do Lhat—perhaps 1'd better mix you a little

You've

something. You'll hurt 2 great deal. These little
twinges . . .
“Twinges!”

“Mere preliminary notices.”

“How long can T go on? I mean, before I hurt—
really.”

“You'll get il hot soon. Perhaps three days.”

Dindon tried to argue for an extension of time, and
in the nmlel ol‘ his pleading gnspcd put his hand to his

serted her, had been [rank with him about her sorrows
and disgusts.

“Yes,” said Bindon, magnificently, “1 shall have her
yet.” And then that novel pain twitched him for the
secand time.

For these lower pains the priest was comparatively
ineffectual, inclining rather to regard the Lody and
them as mental illusions amenable to comemplation;
sa Bindon taok it to a man of a class he loathed, a medi-
l man of y repule and incivility, “We
must go all over you,” said the medical man, and did so
with the most disgusting [rankness. “Did you ever
bring any children into the werld?"” asked this gross
materialist among other impertinent questions.

“Not that I know of,” said Bindon, too amazed to
stand upon his dignity.

“Ah!" s3id the medical man, and proceeded with his
punching aml sounding. Medical science in those days
was just reaching the heginnings of precision. *You'd
betier go right away.” said the medical man, “and make
the Euthanasia, The sooner the better.”

Bindon -rasped He had bt:cn lrymg not to under-
stand (he tech in

side. § the ext 'y pathas of his life
came to him clear and vivid. “It's hard,” he said.
“ICs infernally hard! I've been no man's enemy but
my own. I've always treated everybody quite fairly.”

The medical man stared at him withont any sympathy
for some seconds. He was reflccting how excellent it
was that there were no more Bindons to carry on that
line of pathos. He felt quite optimistic. Then he
turned to his telephone and ordered up a prescription
from the Central Pharnuacy.

He was interrupled by a voice behind him.
God!” cried Dindon; “I'll have her yet."

The physician stared over his shoulder at Bindon's
expression, and then altered the preseription.

So soon as this painful interview was aver, Bindon
gave way to rage. He seliled that the medical man
was not only an unsympathetic brute and wanting in
the first beginnings of a gentleman, but also highly
incompetent; and he went off to four other practitioners
n succession, with a view to the establishment of this
intuition. But to gnard against surprises he kept that
Titde prcscnphon in his pockel. With each he began
by e\pressmg his grave doubts ol lhe first doctor’s

{

“By

which the medical man had mdul-'ed

“I say' he sald “But do you mean to say . . .
Your science .

“Nothing,” said the medical man. “A few opiates.
The thing is your own deing, you know, to a certain
extent.”

“I was sorely tempted in my youth.”

honesty and p Ige, and
then stated his symptoms, suppressing only a few more
material facts in each case. These were always sub-
sequently elicited by the doctor. In spite of the wel-
come depreciation of another practitioner, none of thes¢
eminent specialists would give Bindon any hope of
eluding the anguish and helplessness that loomed now
close upon him, _ To the last ol them he unburdened
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his mnul of an accummlated disgust wnh medical
“Alter centuries and centuries,” he exclaimed
nd you can do nothing—except admit your
helplessness. I say, 'save me’—and what do you da?”
“No doubt it's hard on you,” said the doctor. “But
you should have taken precautions.”

“[Tow was | (o know ?”

“It wasn't our place (o run after you,” said the medi-
cal man. picking a thread of cotton from his purple
sleeve. “Why should we save yon in particular? You
see—(rom one point of view—people with imaginations
and passions like yours have to go—they have to go.”

10?

“Die out. It's an eddy.”

HE was a2 young man with a serene face. He
smiled at Dindon. “We get on with research,

you know ; we give advice when people have (he sense

to ask for il. And we bide our time.”

“Bide your time?”

“We hardly kaow enough yct to take over the man-
agement, you know.™

“The management "

“You necdn’t be auxious. Science is young yet.
1t's grot to keep on growing [or a few gencrations. We
know enough now to know we don’t know enough yet.

. Rut the time is coniing, all the same. You won't
sce the time,  But, helween ourselves, you rich men
and party hosscs, with your natural play of the passions

and patriotism and religion and so forth, have made’

rather a mess of things; haven't you? These Under-
ways! And all that sort of thing. Some of us have
a sort ol lancy that in time we may know cnough to
take aver a little more than the venlilation and drains.
Kaowledge keeps on piling up, you know. It ki

on growing.  And there’s not the slightest hurry for
a encration or so. Somv: day—some day, men will
live in a different way.” He looked at Bindon and

meditated.
day can come.”

Dindon attempted to point out to this young man
how silly and irrelevant such talk was to a sick man
like himself, how irnperlinenl and uncivil it was to him,
an elder man oceupying a pomlon in the official world
of ext linary power and infl He insisted that
a doctor was Maid to cure people—he laid great stress
on “paid”—and had no business to glance even for a
moment at “those other questions.” “But we do,” said
the young man, insisting upen facts, and Bindon lost
his temper.

His indignation carried him home. That these in-
competent impostors, who were unable to save the life
of a really influential man like himself, should dream
of some day robbing the legitimate property owners
of sacial control, of inflicting one knew not what
tyranny upon the world. Curse science! He fumed
over the intolerable prospect for some time. and then
the pain returned, and he recalled the made-up pre-
scription of the first doctor, still happily in his pocket.
He took a dose forthwith.

Tt calmed and soothed him greatly, and he could sit
down in his mast eomloriable chair beside his library
(of phonegraphic records), and think over the altered

herell be a lot of dying out helore that
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aspect of affairs. His indignation passed, his anger
and his passion crumbled under the subtle attack of
that prescriplion, pathos became his sole ruler. He
stared about him, at his magnilicent and voluptuously
appointed apartment, at his staluary and discreetly
veiled pictures, and all the evidences of a culllv'uc(l
and clegant wickedness; he touched a stud and the sad
pipings of Tristan’s ;hcphcrd filled the air. His eve
wandered from one object to another. They Te
costly and gross and Aorid—but they were his. They
presented in concrete form his ideals, his conceptions
of beauly and desire, his idea ol all that is precious
in life. And now—le must leave it all like a conwnon
man. He was, he felt, a slender and delicate flame,
burning out. So must all life Mlame up and pass, he
thought. His eyes filled with tears.

Then it came into his head that he was alene. No-
body cared for him, nobody needcd him! at any mo-
ment he might begin to hurt vividly. He might even
howl. Nobody would mind. According to all the
doctors he would have excellent reason for howling in
a day or so. Tt recalled what his spiritual adviser had
said of the decline of faith and Adelity, the degenera.
tion ol the age. He beheld himsell as a pathetic proof
of this; he, the subtle, able, important, voluptueus,
cynical, complex Binclon, passibly howling, and not
one faithful simple creature in all the world to haw!
in sympathy. Not one faithful simple soul was there—
no shepherd to pipe to him! Had all such [aith{ul
simple creatures vanished from this harsh and urgent
earth? e wondered whether the horrid vulgar crowd
that perpetually went aboul the city could possibly
kiow what he thought of them. 1f they did he [elt

sure some would try to carn 2 better opinion.  Surely
the world went from bad to worse. Tt was becoming
impossible for Bindons. Perhaps some day . . . He

was quite sure that the one thing he had needed in life
was sympathy. For a tine he regreted that he left
no sonmets—no enigmatical piclures or something of
thatsort behind him, to carry on his being, until at Jast
the sympathetic mind should come . . .

T seemed incredible to him that this that came was

e‘uul:uun Yet his sympathetic spiritual guide was
in this matter annoyingly figurative and vague. Curse
science! It had undermined all faith—all hope. To go
out, 10 vanish from theatre and street, from office and
dining-place, from the dear eyes of womankind. And
not to be missed! On the whole to leave the world
happier!

He reflected that he had never womn his heart upon
his sleeve. Had he alter all been too unsympathetic?
Few people could suspect how sublly profound he really
was beneath the mask of that cynical gaiety of his.
They would not understand the loss they had suffered.
Elizabeth, for example, had not suspected. . .

He had reserved that. His thoughts having come
to Elizabeth gravitated about her for some time. How
little Elizabeth undersiood him!

That thought became intclerable. Defore all other
things he must set that right. He realized that there
was still something for him to do in life, his siruggle
against Elizabeth was even yet not over. He could
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never overcome her now, as e had hoped and prayed.
Dut he might still mmpress her!

From that idea he expanded. He might impress
ber proloundly—he might impress her so that she
should far everinore regret her treatment of him. The
thing that she must realize hefore everything else was

His ¥' Yes! he had

his y.

loved her with amazing greatness of heart. He had
not seen it so clearly hefore—hut of course he was
He saw it mstamly,
She would think

guing 1o Yeave her all his property.
as a thiuy detenmined and inevitable.

by all that vizaies

recall with infinite regret her scorn and coldness. And
whea she saugh expression [or that regret, she would
find that occasion gone {orever. she should be met by

tmagining himsel{ that white dead face.

From thaL he passed to other aspects of the marter,
but his determination was assured. He meditated
elaborately before he took action, for the drug he had
talan inclined him to a lethargic and dignified melan-

choly. In certain respects he molified details. M he
left all his property to Llizabeth it would include the
voluptuously appointed room he occupied, and for
many reasons he did not care 1o leave that to her. On
the other hand, it had to be leit to some one. In his
clogged condition this worried him extremely.

In the end he decided to leave it to the sympathetic
exponent of the [ashionable religious cult, whose con-
versation had been so pleasing in the past. “He will
understand,” said Bindon with a sentimental sigh. "He
knows what Fvil means—he understands something
of the Stupendous Fascination of the Sphinx of Sin.
Yes—De will understand.” Dy that plrase it was that
Bindon was pleased to dignify certain unhealthy and
undignified departures from sane conduct to which a
misguided vanity and an illcontrolled curiosity had
Ted him. He sat [or a space, thinking how very Hellenic
and Ttalian and Neronic, and all those things, he had
been.  Lven now—might one not (ry a sonmet? A
penetrating voice to echo down the ages, sensuous,
simister, and sad. For a space he [orgot Elizabeth. In
the course of half an hour be spoiled three phonographic
cails, got 2 headache, took a second dose to calm him-
sell. and reveried to nmagmanimity and his former
design.

At hast he faced the unpalatable prohlem of Denton.
It needed all his newhorn magnanimity before he could
swallow the thought of Denton : but at last this greally
misundersicod man. assisted hy his sedalive and the
near approach of death. cflected even that. Tf he was
at all exclusive abont Denton. il he should display the
slightest distrust. if he attempted any specific exclusion
of that young inan. she might—misundcrstand. Yes—
she should have her Denton still. His magnamimily
must go even to that. He tried to thimk only of Efiza-
beth in the matter.

He rose with a sigh, and limped across to the tele-
phoric apparatus that commmnicated with his solicitor.
In ten minules a will duly attested and with its proper

thumb-mark signature lay in the solicitor’s office three
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miles away. And then for a space Bindan sat wery
still.

Suddenly be sarted out of & wague reverie and
pressed an investigatory hand to his side.

Then he jumped eagerly to his feet and rushed to
the tclephone.  The Euthanasia Company bad rarely
been called by a clicnt in a greater burry.

O it came at last that Denton and his Elizabeth,

against all bope, rerurned unseparated fromn the
labor servitude to which they bad fallen. Elizabeth
came out fram ber subterranean den of meal-
beaters and all the sordid circumstances of blue canvas,
as one comes out of a nightaare. Back towards the
sunlight their fortune took them : once the bequest was
known to them, the bare thougin of snather day's ham-
mering became ibtolerable  They went up long lifls
and stairs to levels that they had not scen since the
days of their disaster. At first she was full of this
sensation of ¢scape; even to think of the underways
was intolerable; only after many months could she
begin 10 recall with sympathy the laded women who
were slill below there. murmuring scandals and remi-
piscences and folly, and tapping away their hives.

Her choice of the apamiments they presently took
expressed the vehemence of her release. They were
Toams upan the very verge of the city ; they had a roof
space and a halcony upon the city wall, wide open to
the sun and wind, the country and the sky.

And in that balcony comes the last scene im this
story. It was a summer sunsetting, and the hills of
Surrey were very blue and clear. Denton leaned upon
the balcony regarding them, and Elizbeth sat by his
side. \'ery wide and spacious was the view, for their
talcony hung five hundred jcet above the ancient level
of the ground. The oblongs of the Food Company,
broken here and there by the ruins—grotesque little
holes and sheds—ol the ancient suburbs, and inter-
secled by shining streams of sewage, passed at last into
a rewole diapering at the foot of the distant hills.
Therc once had heen the squatting-place of the children
of Uya. On those further slopes gaunt machines of
unknown import worked slackly A! the end of their
spell, and the hill crest was set with stagnant wind
vanes. Along the grat south road the Labor Com-
pany’s field workers, in huge wheeled mechanical ve-
hicles, were hurrying hack o their meals, their last
spell finished. And through the air a dozen little pri-
vate aeropiles sailed down towards the city. Familiar
scene as il was to the eyes of Denton and Elizabeth, it
wulld lave filled the minds of their ancestors wilh

Denton’s th
towards the [uture in a vain attempt at what that scene
might be in another two hundred years, and, recoiling,
turned towards the past.

He shared something of the growing knowledge of
the time: he could picture the quaint sinoke-grimed
Victorian city with its marrow litle raads of beaten
earth, its wide common-land. ill-organized, dl-buik
suburhs, and irregular enclosures: the old countryside
of the Stuart times, with its litle viltages and its petty
Londan ; the England of the monasteries, the far older
Englaad of the Ramen demizion, snd then before that
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a wild country with here and there the huts of some
warring tribe. These huts must have come and gone
and conie again through a space of years that made the
camp and villa seem hut yesterday; and before

se years, before even the huts, there ad heen men
in the valley. Lveu then—so recent had I heen when
one judged it by the standards af gealogical time—this
calley had been here: and those hills yonder, higher,
perhiaps, and snow-tipped, had il been yonder hills,
and the Thames had Aowed down from the Cotswolds
to the sea.  lut the men had heen but the shapes of
wen, ereatures of darkness and ignorance, victims of
beasts and flonds, storms and pestilence and incessamt
hunger. They had held a precarious foothold amidst
bears and lions and all the monstrous violence of the
past,  Already some at least ol these enemies were
avercome. . . .

For a time Denton pursued the thoughts of this
spacious vision, trying in obedience Lo his instinet tn
finxl his place and proportion in the scheme.

“It has heen chance,” he said, “it has heen Tuck. We
have come through. Tt happens we have come through.
Nol by any strength of our own. . . .
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“And yet . .. No.
He sileut for a long time before he spoke again.
“Alter all—there is a long time yet. There have
searcely been meu far (wenty thou:
there has been dife (or tweuty millious
generations?  \What are generations? It is enurmous,
aul we are so little, Yet we know—we feel. AV
not dumb atoms, we are part of it—purt of i
liniits of our strenglh and will.  Lven to dic is part of
it, Whether we die or live, we ave in the making, . . .
“As time gnes on—perhaps—men will be wiser, . . .

T dow’t know.”

Il they ever understan,

He became silent again. Llizabeth said nothing to
these things, but she regarded his dreaming face with
infinite affection.  Her mind was not very active that
evening. A great conteniment possessed her.  Alter
a time she laid a gentle hand on his beside lier. He
fandled it softly, still looking ont wpon the spacious
gold-woven view. So they sat as the sun went down,
Until presently Llizabeth shivered.

Denton recalled bimsell abruptly [rom these spacious
issues of his leisure, and weut in to fetch her a shawl,

THE END



