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DUMARESQ'S DAUGHTER







CHAPTER I.


BY THE GATE OF THE SEA.



When any man tells you he doesn't know Petherton Episcopi, you may
immediately conceive a low opinion of his character and intellect. For
all the world, in fact, has been to Petherton. Not, of course, in the
same broad sense that all the world has been to Margate and Great
Yarmouth; nor yet in the same narrow and restricted sense that all the
world has been to Brighton and Scarborough. The vulgar mob that
frequents the first, the fashionable mob that frequents the second,[Pg 2]
would find in Petherton nothing to satisfy their essentially similar and
gregarious tastes. Birds of a feather flock together in the crowded
promenades of the Spa and the Pierhead. But the quiet, cultivated,
nature-loving few, the saving minority who form the salt of the earth
(according to Matthew Arnold) in these latter hurrying scurrying
centuries, all of them seem by some native instinct or elective affinity
to have picked out the very name of Petherton from the list of competing
English watering-places at the end of Bradshaw.


You have been there yourself, I feel sure beforehand, so I needn't
describe it to you. It is of a type, indeed, with Lyme Regis, and
Sherringham, and St. Ives, and Overstrand; with Newquay, and Aldeburgh,
and Mundesley, and Budleigh Salterton; one of the many unspoilt nooks
and corners in a broken gap of rockbound coast, shunned by the vast
class of noisy tourists to whom the seaside[Pg 3] means only a pier and an
esplanade and a military band and a crowd of loungers—but dearly prized
by simple old-fashioned souls, like you and me, to whom the seaside is
synonymous rather with open cliffs and heather-clad heights and creeping
surf and a broad beach, broken only by the fishermen's boats and the
bare brown legs of the shrimpers in the foreground. Hence, when any man
tells you he doesn't know Petherton, you may set him down at once with
tolerable accuracy in your own mind as a son of the Philistines—a
member of the Yarmouth and Scarborough contingent—and take his mental
and moral gauge accordingly.


Charles Austen Linnell—he was careful to put the accent, himself, on
the last syllable—found Petherton suit him to the very top of his
liking. It lies surrounded, as you know, by high sloping hills, with a
sea-front undesecrated as yet by the financial freaks of the[Pg 4]
speculative builder, and a tiny stone pier of Plantagenet antiquity,
enclosing in its curve one of the quaintest and oldest coasting ports in
all England. There are endless 'bits' to sketch in the neighbourhood;
and Linnell, who loved to describe himself as 'a painter by trade,'
found subjects ready to his hand at every turn of the picturesque old
borough. He stood in front of his easel on the west cliff, that summer
morning, gazing with ingenuous admiration and delight, first at the
cottage with the creeper-covered porch, and then at his own clever
counterfeit presentment of the same on the sheet of thick white
Whatman's paper stretched out before him. And well he might; for it was
a cottage of the almost obsolete poetic type, the thatched and gabled
cottage with low overhanging eaves now being rapidly crowded out of
existence in the struggle for life by the bare and square brick and
slated workman's dwelling-house.[Pg 5] Happy the farm-labourer, if only he
knew his own good-fortune, the painter murmured half unconsciously to
himself (after the second Georgic), whose luck it was to dwell within
those pretty, rose-clad, insanitary windows.


As he held his handsome head appreciatively on one side, and surveyed
his own work with the complacent smile of the satisfied artist, an
unexpected voice from behind startled him suddenly.


'What, Linnell!' the voice cried. 'You here, my dear fellow! I'd no idea
of this. How lucky I met you!'


Linnell turned, blushing crimson like a girl. To say the truth, he hated
to be caught in the obvious act of admiring his own poor tentative
water-colours. 'Ha, ha, the prowling art-critic!' he answered, with a
guilty air. 'Our avenging angel! We can never escape him. He dogs the
trade like its own evil conscience. I didn't know, Mansel, you[Pg 6] were
looking over my shoulder and appraising my poor ineffective efforts.'


'Well, that's a nice way to welcome an old friend, after I don't know
how many years that we haven't seen one another!' Mansel responded
good-humouredly, grasping his hand hard with a friendly pressure. 'I
steal upon you unawares from the middle distance, making sure it's you,
in the full expectation of a warm reception; and I get called in return
an avenging angel, and likened unwarrantably, out of pure wantonness, to
the most hateful and baneful of created things, the crawling art-critic.
For I, too, you know, have felt the creature bite my heel. I, too, have
crushed the loathly worm. I, too, have suspended myself from a hook in
Suffolk Street.'


Linnell wrung his old friend's hands warmly.


'You took me so by surprise,' he replied in[Pg 7] an apologetic tone. 'I'm
afraid you must have thought me an awful fool, surveying my own
handiwork with a complacent smirk, as if I were a Cox, or a Crome, or a
Turner. But the fact is, my dear boy, every fellow on earth who paints
at all must throw his whole heart into it; he must cultivate egotism,
and believe in himself, or he'll never get other people to believe in
him. Not that I believe in myself, for one moment, at bottom: I know
I'm not worth a crooked sixpence, viewed as a painter. But don't think I
didn't know you for a fellow-journeyman. I've seen your name at the
Institute often, and admired your work too, if you'll allow me to say
so. It's queer, indeed, we've never knocked up against one another
accidentally anywhere since we left Christ Church.'


'Well, not so queer,' the other replied, 'if you take into consideration
the patent fact that you go and bury yourself for half the[Pg 8] year in the
wilds of Africa, and only come to England for the other half, when all
the rest of us are hard at work in Cornwall, or the Highlands, or
Norway, or Switzerland. Very few artists frequent the desert in
mid-December, and you never show up in winter in London.'


Linnell blushed again, this time with a faint flush of visible pleasure.


'You knew, then, that I spent the best part of my time in Egypt or
Algiers?' he murmured timidly.


'My dear fellow, how could I call myself alive, I should like to know,
if I hadn't admired those Moorish maidens with the wistful dark eyes and
the Mohammedan voluptuousness, or those dim streets where veiled
beauties mysteriously descend interminable steps of the native quarter,
which testify to your existence in the Grosvenor annually? Not to know
them would argue[Pg 9] myself unknown with a vengeance. Everybody worth
naming has seen and praised your glossy Nubians and your dreamy Arab
girls.'


'No; have they, though, really?' Linnell echoed back with eager delight.
'I didn't know anyone (except the critics, confound them!) ever took the
trouble to notice my things. There's so much good work in the Grosvenor
always, that one naturally expects the lesser men to be passed by
unheeded.'


'Besides,' Mansel continued, without rising to the fly, 'I've heard of
you now and again from our neighbours, the Maitlands, who keep a villa
or something of the sort over yonder at Algiers, and made your
acquaintance there, you remember, last winter.'


Linnell's too expressive face fell slightly. If the secret must out, he
preferred to be tracked by his handicraft alone.


'Why, yes,' he answered in a disappointed tone; 'of course I know the
Maitlands well.[Pg 10] It's through them, to tell you the truth, that I'm here
this summer. The old General knocked up against me in town last week,
and asked me to run down and stop with them at High Ash. But I wouldn't
accept the invitation outright, of course: I hate visiting—cramps
individuality: I always like to be my own master. Besides, they've got a
girl in the house, you see, and I bar girls, especially that one. She's
a great deal too much up in the clouds for me, and she makes me fidgety.
I prefer women who keep their feet planted on the solid ground. I was
born on the earth, and I like to stop there. However, the old man's
account of the place pleased me, and I've come down to stop at the Red
Lion, accordingly, and do some sketching—or at least what I take,
myself, for sketching—among the cliffs and cottages. From what you say,
then, I infer you abide here.'


'You infer like a treatise on deductive logic.[Pg 11] We do abide here. We've
got a bit of a pied-à-terre in a humble way on the hilltop yonder. A
poor thing, but mine own. You must come and lunch with us this very
morning.'


'Thanks. It's awfully good of you to think of bidding me. But you're
married, I see. Inference again: you said we. Perhaps Mrs. Mansel
won't be equally glad to see a perfect stranger at a moment's notice.
Ladies object to the uninvited guest, not unreasonably. I'm not an old
Oxford friend of hers, too, you know, my dear fellow.'


Mansel laughed.


'Oh, Ida won't mind, I'm sure,' he answered hastily, though with the
internal qualms of the well-trained husband. 'She's quite accustomed to
my Bohemian habits. I insist upon going out into the highways and byways
and bringing home whomever I light upon. That's a pretty sketch of
yours. As smooth as usual. Your quality's so good! and so[Pg 12] much depth
and breadth in the shadows of the doorway!'


Linnell put his head on one side once more, with a dubious air.


'Do you really think so?' he said, evidently reassured. 'Well, that's a
comfort. I'm so glad you like it. I was afraid, myself, the grays and
yellows in the thatch were all wrong. They've bothered me terribly.
Would you put a touch or so more of olive green for local colour in the
dark corner by the deep-red creeper there? I'm not quite sure I've
brought out the complementary shades under the eaves distinct enough.'


'Not another stroke!' Mansel answered decisively, eyeing it hard with
his arms crossed. 'Not a dash! not a tinge! not a jot! not a thought
even! You'd spoil the whole picture if you altered a single bit of the
colouring there, I assure you. That's the fault of your detail, I've
always said, if you[Pg 13] won't be offended at an old friend's criticism. You
spoil your best work by over-elaboration. I can see at a glance in all
your most careful pieces—oh yes, I've studied them in Bond Street, you
may be sure'—for Linnell had waved his hand deprecatingly—'that you do
a good thing, and you do it to a turn, and then you're afraid to leave
well alone; so you touch it up, and you touch it up, and you touch it up
again, till all the breadth and force is taken clean out of it, and only
the detail and the after-thoughts are left on your canvas.'


Linnell shook his head with a despondent air.


'It's too true,' he said slowly. 'I know it only too well myself
already.'


'Well, then,' his friend answered with the prompt brusqueness of sound
common-sense, 'be warned by experience, and avoid it in future. Don't go
and do what you know's an[Pg 14] error. Have the courage of your convictions,
and leave off in time. The minute I looked at this bit on the easel, I
said to myself: "By George! I didn't know Linnell had it in him." The
ease and verve of the thing was just what I liked about it. And then, at
the very moment when I'm standing admiring it, you propose to go and
spoil the entire effect by faking it up to get the local colour strictly
according to Cocker. Local colour and all the rules be hanged! The
picture's the thing; and the picture's a vast deal better without them.
Besides, I want you to get this particular sketch good. You know, of
course, whose cottage you're painting?'


'No; I don't,' Linnell answered, surveying it carelessly. 'John Noakes's
or Simon Stokes's, I should say, most probably.'


'Wrong!' Mansel cried, lowering his voice a trifle to a mysterious
undertone, for dim figures were flitting half unseen behind the[Pg 15] high
box hedge opposite. 'That poetical-looking cottage'—his tone sinking to
a whisper—'you'll hardly believe it, but it's Haviland Dumaresq's.'


At that famous name, Linnell drew himself up in sudden surprise. If
Mansel had counted upon producing an impression, he hadn't gone far
wrong in his calculation. Linnell whistled a long low whistle.


'No; you're trying to take me in,' he exclaimed at last, after a short
pause. 'We always called you "The Wag" at Christ Church, I remember. You
can't surely mean Haviland Dumaresq the philosopher?'


Mansel smiled a smile of conscious superiority.


'You remind me of what Lewis Carroll said one evening at High Table,' he
answered quickly, 'when we were all discussing the authorship of the
Homeric poems. Everybody else had given his pet opinion on that[Pg 16] endless
problem, and while they all gabbled about it, Carroll sat and looked on
grimly. At last somebody appealed to him for confirmation of his own
special dogma. "Well," said Carroll, looking up in his dry way, "I've
got a theory of my own about the 'Iliad' and 'Odyssey.' It is, that they
weren't really written by Homer, but by another person of the same
name." In Haviland Dumaresq's case, however, there's no room for any
such doubt. No two people in the world could possibly be called by
accident by such a singular combination of names as that. Don't shake
your head. I'm quite in earnest. This is the original and only genuine
Dumaresquian Theory. When you ask for the real Encyclopædic Philosophy,
see that you get it. And here's the shop all the true stuff comes from.'


Linnell glanced up at his old college friend in breathless astonishment.
For a moment it[Pg 17] was clear he could hardly believe his own ears.


'Are you really serious?' he asked at last, gasping. 'I've always
believed in Dumaresq most profoundly; and I can't suppose he inhabits
a hovel. 'The Encyclopædic Philosophy' has almost put a girdle round the
world in my own portmanteau. I never went anywhere that I didn't take
it. And do you mean to tell me the man who wrote it—the philosopher who
transcends space and time—the profoundest thinker of our age and
nation—the greatest mathematician and deepest metaphysician in all
Europe—really lives in a labourer's cottage?'


'Why not? Mansel answered with a screwed-up face. 'It's a very
picturesque one.'


'Picturesque! Je vous l'accorde. But convenient, commodious, suitable,
no. And painters as we are, we must still admit a man[Pg 18] can't live on
pure picturesqueness. Dirt and discomfort, I've always maintained, are
necessary elements of the picturesque. But dirt and discomfort are
personally distasteful in their actual form. It is only when painted
that they become agreeable. What on earth can make a man like Haviland
Dumaresq bury himself here, in such a mere cramped outhouse?'


'Poverty,' the local artist replied laconically.


'Poverty!' his friend echoed, all incredulous, a frank indignation
flashing from his eye. 'You don't mean to tell me the man who first
formulated that marvellous Law of Sidereal Reciprocity is still so poor
that he has to inhabit a ploughman's hut in a remote village? For the
honour of our kind, I refuse to believe it. I won't believe it; I can't
believe it. It's a disgrace to the age. I knew Dumaresq was
comparatively little read or known, of course[Pg 19]—that's the natural
penalty of extreme greatness—but I always pictured the philosopher to
myself as a wealthy man, living in easy circumstances in a London
square, writing his books in a luxurious library, and serenely waiting
for future generations to discover the true proportions of his stature.
Bacon left his fame by will, you remember, to the care of foreign
nations and the after-age. Foreign nations have found out Dumaresq
already: the after-age will find him out in time, as surely as it found
out Descartes and Newton.'


'You speak enthusiastically,' Mansel answered with a careless wave of
his hand towards the rose-bound casements of the poetical cottage. 'I'm
glad of that, for I'm always pleased when anybody comes here who has so
much as heard poor old Dumaresq's name. The old man has led a life of
continued neglect: that's the long and the short of it. All his hopes
have been blighted and[Pg 20] disappointed. His great work, though it's had
here and there in all parts of the world a few glowing and fervid
disciples like yourself, has fallen flat, for the most part, so far as
public appreciation's concerned; and everything he expected to do he's
failed in effecting. He seems to me always like a massive broken
Egyptian pillar, rising among the ruins of Karnak or Luxor, as I see
them rise in some of your own pictures.' Linnell's eye flashed with
pleasure. 'And it's a great point for him to meet nowadays with anybody
who sympathizes at all with his aims and his methods. He's had so little
recognition in life, in fact, that, old as he is, a word of
encouragement, a single compliment, an allusion to his work in ordinary
conversation, seems to thrill him through and through with surprised
enjoyment. I've seen him as pleased as a child at praise. He
acknowledges it with a singular stately courtesy, as a right deferred,[Pg 21]
and holds his head higher in visible pride for the rest of that
evening.'


'How pathetic!' Linnell cried. 'Yet I can easily believe it. What I
can't believe is that Haviland Dumaresq should still be living in
absolute poverty. I hope, when you say that, you don't mean me to take
your words in the literal acceptation that he wants for money?'


'But I do, though, my dear fellow. I do—every word of it. The man's as
poor as the proverbial church mouse. He never made a farthing out of the
'Encyclopædic Philosophy': it was dead loss from beginning to end: and
he lives to this day from hand to mouth by doing the merest scientific
hackwork for London publishers—Universal Instructors, you know, and
that sort of clap-trap.'


With a sudden start, Linnell folded up his easel very resolutely. 'Come
away,' he said in a firm voice. 'I can't stand this sort of thing,[Pg 22] for
my part, any longer. Haviland Dumaresq in want of money! Haviland
Dumaresq lacking the bare means of support! Haviland Dumaresq buried in
a pigsty! The thing's disgraceful. It's not to be endured! Why doesn't
some rich person somewhere take the matter up and establish and endow
him?'


'Some wealthy countryman of yours across the Atlantic, for example?'
Mansel echoed good-humouredly. 'Well, yes, Americans are always fond of
that earthly-providence business. I wonder, indeed, they've never
thought of it.'


Linnell's face clouded visibly to the naked eye. 'What!' he cried, with
unmistakable annoyance in his testy tone. 'That old mistake alive and
green still! How often shall I have to correct the blunder! Didn't I
tell you at Christ Church, over and over again, that I wasn't an
American, and never had been—that I'd never a drop of Yankee[Pg 23] blood in
my veins—that my connection with Boston was a purely accidental one? My
father merely settled there for—ur—for business purposes. We are not,
and we never were, American citizens. I hate to be called what I'm not,
and never will be. But that's neither here nor there at present. The
question for the moment is simply this: Why doesn't somebody establish
and endow Haviland Dumaresq?'


Mansel's face brimmed over with suppressed amusement.


'Establish and endow him!' he cried with a short laugh. 'My dear fellow,
I'd like to see the man, American or otherwise, brave enough to suggest
it to him for half a second. He'd better have a fast-trotting horse and
a convenient gig waiting round the corner before he tries; for Haviland
Dumaresq would forthwith arise and slay him with his hands, as King
Arthur proposed to do to the[Pg 24] good Sir Bedivere, unless he evacuated the
premises with all reasonable haste before the old man could get up and
at him. He's the proudest soul that ever stepped this earth, is Haviland
Dumaresq. He'd rather starve than owe aught to any man. I can fancy how
he'd take the proposal to subsidize him. The bare mention of the thing
would kill him with humiliation.'


By this time Linnell had finished folding up his easel and picture, and
addressed himself vigorously on the road homeward.


'What are you going for?' Mansel asked, with an innocent face.


'Going for?' Linnell repeated, with profound energy. 'Why, something
must be done, I suppose, at once, about Dumaresq. This state of things
is simply intolerable. A man with a world-wide reputation for the
deepest thought among all who can think—that is to say, among all
except absolute[Pg 25] dolts and idiots—there, there, I haven't even patience
to talk about it. Something must be done, I tell you, this very day,
to set things square for him.'


'Exactly,' Mansel went on, gazing up at the sky in a vacant, far-away
fashion. 'You're rich, we all know, Linnell, like the mines of Golconda.
You drop as a universal provider from the clouds——'


He broke off suddenly, for Linnell had halted, and looked back at him
half angrily, with a sudden quick suspicious glance.


'I rich!' the handsome young artist cried, with an impatient snap of
his long middle finger. 'Again one of those silly old exploded Christ
Church fallacies. Who ever told you I was rich, I'd like to know? You
never had it from my lips, at any rate, Mansel. I wish unauthorized
people wouldn't make one against one's will into a peg to hang startling
myths and romances upon. A[Pg 26] painter by trade, whose pictures only sell
by accident, can never be rich—unless he has private means of his own,
of course; works a gold mine or a Pennsylvanian oil-well. I own neither.
Still, for all that, I feel it a burning shame to the times we live in
that Haviland Dumaresq—the deepest thinker of our age and race—should
end his days in a ploughman's cottage.'





[Pg 27]


CHAPTER II.


LINNELL'S MYSTERIES.



They turned aside into the deep-cut lane that led by tortuous twists
toward the main road, and walked along for a second or two in solemn
silence. Mansel was the first to break their reverie.


'Why, Linnell,' he cried, with a start of astonishment, pointing down to
his friend's feet with an awkward gesture, 'you're all right again that
way now, then, are you? You—you don't find your leg trouble you any
longer?'


Till that moment, the new-comer to Petherton had been strolling along
easily[Pg 28] and naturally enough; but almost as the words passed Mansel's
lips, the older resident noticed that Linnell was now limping a little
with his left foot—an imperceptible limp to a casual observer, though
far more marked within the last few seconds than it had been a minute or
two before attention was called to it. Linnell glanced down and smiled
uneasily.


'Oh, I hobble along rather better than I used to do,' he answered
casually, with an evasive laugh. 'They sent me to Egypt for that, you
know. Dry as blazes in Egypt. The old affection was rheumatic in origin,
it seems. Damp intensified it. I was told a warm climate might do me
good. Sir Anthony Wraxall—astute old beggar—advised me never to let
myself feel cold in my limbs for a single moment; and I've done my best
ever since to follow out his directions to the letter. I've spent every[Pg 29]
winter for the last five years on the Nile or in Algeria. I've camped
out for weeks together in the middle of the desert; I've dressed half my
time like an Arab chief to give my limbs free play: I've ridden all day
long on my horse or my camel: I've never walked when I could possibly
get a mount of any sort: and in the end, I'm beginning to hobble about,
I'm glad to say, in a way that remotely resembles walking. I suppose the
treatment's getting me round at last a bit.'


'Resembles walking,' Mansel exclaimed, with surprise. 'Why, my dear
fellow, you can walk every bit as well as all the rest of us. To tell
you the truth, you stood so firm, and turned about and walked off so
naturally, that I'd almost forgotten, at the first blush, all about your
old difficulty.'


'That was because I was excited and indignant about poor old Dumaresq,'
Linnell[Pg 30] answered hastily, with obvious embarrassment. 'I always walk
better when I'm emotionally roused. It takes my mind off. I forget I've
legs. When I play lawn-tennis, I never think for the time being about my
lameness. It's when my attention's called to the existence of my feet
that I feel it worst. Self-consciousness, I suppose. But don't let's
discuss me. The empirical ego's always tedious. There are so many other
much more interesting subjects than an individual man to talk about in
the universe!'


'I'm not so sure of that,' Mansel replied reflectively. 'Man, says
Emerson, is perennially interesting to man; and I always like to hear
about you, Linnell. I expect another winter or two'll set you up
completely. Why, my dear fellow, where are you going off to? You're
coming to lunch with us, aren't you? That's our little box, you see—up
there on the hilltop.'[Pg 31]


'Oh, thank you,' Linnell answered, gazing round him abstractedly. 'But I
don't think I'll come in to lunch to-day, if you please. I've too much
respect for Mrs. Mansel's feelings. If you'll allow me, I'll drop in
upon you this afternoon, and pay my respects first in due form—and
respectable clothes—to your wife and family. In England, you know, all
things must be done decently and in order.'


'But not in Bohemia, my dear fellow: not in Bohemia.'


Linnell glanced down nervously upon the deep-blue bay.


'Your Bohemia and Shakespeare's are much the same, it seems,' he
answered, smiling. 'Each is provided with a sea-coast, gratis, by
poetical license. But I won't avail myself of your kindness, for all
that. I'll go back to the inn first and change my suit. These shabby old
painting-things aren't fit[Pg 32] company for ladies' society. This afternoon,
if you'll allow me to call, I shall hope to come up, arrayed like
Solomon in all his glory, and leave my card respectfully upon Mrs.
Mansel.'


A sudden thought seemed to strike the would-be host.


'You're a bachelor, of course?' he exclaimed interrogatively.


Linnell's eye wandered down once more, with a timid glance, towards his
left foot.


'Do you suppose a painter whose works don't sell would be likely to
burden any woman on earth with that?' he asked, somewhat
bitterly—'least of all, a woman whom he loved and respected?'


'Come, come, Linnell!' the other man cried, with genuine kindliness.
'This is too ridiculous: quite overwrought, you know. You carry your
sensitiveness a deal too far. A fine, manly, handsome fellow like
you[Pg 33]—an upstanding man, who can ride, and swim, and play
lawn-tennis—to talk like that—why, it's simple nonsense. I should
think any girl in her senses would be glad enough, if she could, to
catch you.'


'That's the way you married men always talk,' Linnell answered shortly.
'As soon as you've secured a wife for yourselves, you seem to lose all
the chivalry in your nature. You speak as if every woman were ready to
jump at the very first man who happens to ask her. That may be the way,
I dare say, with a great many of them. If so, they're not the sort I'd
care to marry. There are women and women, I suppose, as there are
fagots and fagots. I prefer, myself, the shrinking variety—the kind
that accepts a man for his own sake, not for the sake of getting married
merely.'


'You know what the Scotch girl said when her parents represented to her
the various[Pg 34] faults of the scapegrace who'd proposed to her?' Mansel put
in, laughing. "Oo, ay," she said; "but he's aye a man, ye ken." And you
have there in a nutshell the whole philosophy of the entire matter.
Still, setting aside all that, even, I know no man more likely——'


Linnell brushed him aside with his hand hastily.


'Well, here our roads part,' he said, with some decision in his tone,
like one who wishes to check an unpleasant argument. 'I'll see you again
this afternoon, when I've made my outer man fit for polite society. Till
then, good-bye;' and with a swinging pace he walked off quickly down the
steep hill, erect and tall, his easel and picture slung carelessly by
his side, and no trace of lameness perceptible anywhere in his rapid
stride and manly carriage.


Mansel gazed after him with a painter's[Pg 35] admiration for a well-built
figure. 'As good-looking a fellow as ever stepped,' he thought to
himself in silent criticism. 'What a pity he insists on torturing
himself all his life long with these meaningless apprehensions and
insoluble mysteries!'


He strolled up slowly to his own gate. In the garden, his wife was busy
with the geraniums—a pretty young girl, in a light summer dress and a
big straw hat that suited her admirably. 'Ida,' he cried out, as he
swung open the wicket, 'who do you think is stopping at the Lion? I met
him just now, in Middle Mill Fields, doing a water-colour of Dumaresq's
cottage. Why, Linnell of Christ Church. You recollect, I've often told
you all about him.'


'What, the lame man, Reggy, who had the dog that ran after the Proctor?'


'Well, he used to be lame once, but he isn't now a bit—at least, not to
speak of:[Pg 36] you'd hardly notice it. Still, though the lameness itself's
gone, it seems to have left him just as sensitive and nervous as
ever—or a great deal more so. He's coming up here this afternoon to
call on you, though, and you'll be able to judge of him then for
yourself: but as far as I can see, there's nothing on earth left for the
man to be sensitive about. Make much of him, Ida: he's as timid as a
girl; but he's a nice fellow for all that, in spite of his little
mysteries and mystifications.'


'He's a painter, too, isn't he?' Mrs. Mansel asked, arranging a flower
in her husband's button-hole. 'I think you showed me some things of his
once at the Grosvenor or the Academy.'


'Yes; he daubs like the rest of us—does the Nubian Girl trick and the
Street in Cairo dodge; not badly either. But he's taken all that up
since I last saw him. He was the merest amateur in black and white when
we[Pg 37] were at Oxford together. Now he paints like a man who's learnt his
trade, though he rather overdoes things in the matter of elaboration.
Works at textures till you can't see the picture for the painting. But I
don't believe he can live on his art, for all that. He's rich, I
imagine, though for some strange reason he won't allow it. But that's
his way. He's full of all sorts of little fads and fancies. He makes it
a rule never to admit anything, except by torture. He's an American
born, and he calls himself an Englishman. He spends money right and
left, and he calls himself a pauper. He's straight and good-looking, and
he calls himself a cripple. His name Línnell, and he calls himself
Linnéll. In fact, he's all made up of endless little ideas and
affectations.'


'There's a Sir Austen Linnéll down our way in Rutland,' his wife said
musingly as they turned towards the house, 'and he calls[Pg 38] himself
Linnéll too, with the accent the same way on the second syllable.
Perhaps your friend and the Rutland man may be some sort of relations.'


'Can't, my dear child. Don't I tell you he's American? No baronets
there: Republican simplicity. Boston born, though he hates to be told
so. The star-spangled banner's a red rag to him. Avoid chaffing him, for
heaven's sake, about the hub of the universe.'


They had entered the drawing-room while they spoke by the open French
windows, and Mrs. Mansel, in a careless way, took up from the table by
the corner sofa a Grosvenor catalogue. 'Ah, this must be he,' she said,
turning over the leaves to the alphabetical list: 'See here—"329, The
Gem of the Harem; 342, By the Edge of the Desert: Charles Austen
Linnell." Why, Reggy, just look: his name's Austen; and he spells it[Pg 39]
with an e too, exactly like the Rutland people. I don't care whatever
you choose to say—American or no American, he and the Austen Linnells
of Thorpe must be related to one another.'


Her husband took the little book from her hands incredulously. 'Not
possible,' he murmured, gazing hard at the page. 'I'm not quite sure,
but I fancy I've heard it said at Christ Church there was something
wrong somewhere about the family pedigree. Linnell's father made his
money out of a quack medicine or something of the sort over in America,
and sent his son to Oxford, accordingly, to make a gentleman of him, and
get rid of the rhubarb and sarsaparilla. They say Linnell would never go
back to his native land again after he took his degree, because he hated
to see all the rocks on the Hudson River and all the peaks of the White
Mountains plastered over in big white letters[Pg 40] with the touching
inscription, "Use only Linnell's Instantaneous Lion Liver Pills." At
least, so Gregory of Brasenose told me, and his father, I fancy, was
once an attaché or chargé d'affaires at Washington.'


'But how does he come to be called Austen, then?' Mrs. Mansel went on
with true feminine persistency, sticking to her point like a born woman.
'And Austen with an e too! That clinches the argument. If it was only
an i, now, it might perhaps be accidental: but don't go telling me
Austen with an e comes within the limits of anything less than a
miraculous coincidence.'


Her husband glanced over her shoulder once more at the catalogue she had
seized and examined a second time. 'It's odd,' he said after a
pause—'distinctly odd. I see the finger of design in this, undoubtedly.
It can't be accident, as you justly remark with your usual acumen: mere
coincidence, as you[Pg 41] observe, always stops short at phonetic spelling.
And now you mention it, I remember Sir Austen does not spell his name
with an e certainly: I had a cheque from him once for "The Smugglers'
Refuge"—that picture we let go too cheap, Ida. But there are two ways
of accounting for it, all the same: there are always at least two good
ways of accounting for everything—except the action of a hanging
committee. Either Linnell's descended from a younger branch of the
Rutland family, which went out to America in the Mayflower—all good
Boston people, I understand, made it a point of honour to go out in the
Mayflower, which must have had accommodation for at least as many
first-class cabin passengers as the whole fleet that came over with
William the Conqueror—or else, failing that, his excellent papa must
with rare forethought have christened him Austen in order to produce a
delusive impression on the public[Pg 42] mind in future years that he belonged
to a distinguished and aristocratic county family. Godfathers and
godmothers at one's baptism do often perpetrate these pious frauds. I
knew a man once whose real surname was plain Dish; but his parents with
great presence of mind christened him Spencer Caven, so he grew up to be
Spencer Cavendish, and everybody thought he was a second cousin of the
Duke of Devonshire.'


Mrs. Mansel, for her part, had been educated at Girton. So superficial a
mode of settling a question by pure guesswork offended her views of
logical completeness.


'It's no use arguing a priori, Reginald,' she said seriously, 'upon a
matter of experience. We can ask Mr. Linnell about it when he comes here
this afternoon. I've invited Mr. Dumaresq and Psyche to drop in for a
set of tennis, and your Christ Church friend'll be just in time for
it.'[Pg 43]


When Mrs. Mansel got upon a priori and a posteriori, her husband,
who was only a painter, after all, knew his place too well to answer her
back in the same dialect. He only stared at the catalogue harder than
ever, and wondered to himself in a vague way why Linnell should call
himself Austen.


But at that very moment, at the Red Lion, the artist himself was sitting
down at the little davenport to dash off a hasty and excited note to his
agent in London:


'Dear Matthews,


'Can you get some fellow who knows all about such things to
give you an exhaustive list of all the public libraries or
institutions in Great Britain, Ireland, America, or the
colonies, to which a man interested in the matter might present
a complete set of Haviland Dumaresq's "Encyclopædic
Philosophy"? The bigger the number you can hunt up the[Pg 44] better.
Perhaps the people at the London Institution would put you in
the way of finding it out. In any case, try to draw up a good
big catalogue, and forward it here to me at your earliest
convenience. But on no account let anyone know why you want the
information. I've sent a cheque for fifty guineas to that poor
fellow you wrote about at Colchester: many thanks for calling
my attention to his painful case. Only I could have wished he
wasn't a German. Teutonic distress touches me less nearly.
Never mind about buying-in those New Zealands at present. I see
another use for the money I meant to put in them. In breathless
haste to save post,


'Yours ever sincerely,



'Charles Austen Linnell.'






'There,' he said to himself as he folded it up and consigned it to its
envelope: 'that'll[Pg 45] do a little good, I hope, for Dumaresq. The only
possible use of money to a fellow like me, whose tastes are simple, and
whose wants are few, is to shuffle it off as well as he can upon others
who stand in greater need of it. The worst of it is, one spends one's
life in that matter, perpetually steering between the Scylla of pride
and the Charybdis of pauperism. The fellows who really need help won't
take it, and the fellows who don't need it are always grabbing at it.
There's a deal too much reserve and sensitiveness in the world—and I've
got my own share too, as well as the rest of them.'





[Pg 46]


CHAPTER III.


LOVE—THIRTY.



When Linnell appeared upon the Mansels' tennis-ground at half-past three
that afternoon, it was in quite other garb from the careless painter
suit he had worn on the hillside in the incognito of morning. He was
arrayed now in the correctest of correct gray tweeds, and the most
respectable of round felt hats, in place of the brown velveteens and
Rembrandt cap wherewith he had sallied forth, to the joy of all young
Petherton, at early morn for his day's sketching. Yet it was difficult
to say in which of the two costumes he looked handsomest—the
pic[Pg 47]turesque artistic suit of the cosmopolitan painter, or the simple
rough homespun country dress of the English gentleman. Linnell was tall,
and very dark: his deep black eyes were large and expressive; and his
rough beard and moustache, trimmed with a certain loose touch of
artistic freedom, gave a decided tone of manliness and vigour to what
might otherwise have seemed too purely cultivated and refined a face. As
it was, nobody could look at Charles Linnell without seeing in him at a
glance the best product of our English school and college training—a
man first, and afterwards a gentleman.


As he crossed the lawn to where Mrs. Mansel sat on a rustic chair under
the shade of the big umbrella-like lime-tree, he saw that two other
visitors were already before him, each of whom equally attracted at once
the artist's quick and appreciative eye. The first was indeed a noble
presence—a tall and thin[Pg 48] old man, gray-haired and gray-moustached,
clad in a close-fitting light pea-jacket and slouch hat, which seemed to
bring out in singular relief the full height and spareness of his long
lithe figure. No one could have passed that figure by unnoticed even in
the crowded streets of London. The old man's face was full of vividness,
fire, and innate majesty. Though close on seventy, he was young still in
expression and bearing: he held his gray head proudly erect, and the
light that flashed from his keen and deep-set eyes was instinct even now
with youthful vigour and unquenchable energy. The high arched forehead,
the projecting eyebrows, the sharp clear features, the strong and
masculine chin, the delicate mouth, instinct with irony, the powerful
lines scored deep on the thin cheeks and round the speaking corners of
the acute gray eyes, all told alike of profound intellectual strength
and subtlety. The very[Pg 49] movements of his limbs were free and
unrestrained: he stood aside two steps for Linnell to approach with
something of the statuesque Greek gracefulness. The artist had no need
to wait for an introduction. He felt sure instinctively it was Haviland
Dumaresq, the Encyclopædic Philosopher, who stood in the flesh there
visibly before him.


The other stranger, no less striking in her way, was a young girl of
sixteen or seventeen, in the first flush of a delicate pink-and-white,
peach-like beauty. Linnell was so taken by her childish face and
graceful form that he had hardly time to bestow a passing glance upon
the maturer and more matronly attractiveness of their common hostess.
Even so, he was but dimly aware of a pair of soft and full round cheeks,
mantled by a dainty suffused bloom, and with a temptingly rosy mouth set
full beneath them, too simple as yet to be even coquettish. Linnell was
a shy[Pg 50] man, and Haviland Dumaresq's presence at once overawed him. He
was so much agitated by the stately courtesy—a courtesy as of the grand
old courtly school—with which the great thinker had stridden aside two
paces to let him pass, that he could fix his eyes steadily neither on
Mrs. Mansel nor on her pretty little visitor. The lawn swam in a vague
haze of uncertainty around him, out of all which only the tall spare
figure on the one hand, and that pair of rose-petal cheeks on the other,
loomed distinctly visible through the mist of his own shyness on his
perturbed and unsteady mental vision.


Happily Mansel came forward to his aid in the nick of time.


'Ida,' he said to his wife as she rose from her seat to meet and greet
the new-comer, 'this is my friend Linnell of whom you've heard me speak
often. Linnell, let me introduce you to Mr. Dumaresq, whose work you[Pg 51]
know and appreciate so deeply already. Psyche, this is a dear old Oxford
friend of mine: he paints pictures, so you're sure to like him.'


Linnell bowed all round at each introduction with mechanical politeness.
So many new acquaintances all at once, one of them distinguished, and
two pretty, were far too much for his unstable composure. He muttered
some inarticulate conventional phrase, and looked about him
uncomfortably at the lawn and the garden.


Haviland Dumaresq himself was the first to break the awkward silence.


'Linnell,' he repeated in a rich and powerful but very silvery voice: 'I
hope I caught the name correctly—Linnell. Ah, yes; I thought so. One
seldom catches a name right at a first introduction, because all hearing
is largely inference; and here, where no context exists to guide one's
guesses, inference is im[Pg 52]possible. The world is all before one where to
choose: any one name is just as likely to occur in an introduction as
another. You said Linnéll, with the accent on the last, I notice,
Mansel. I'm a student of names—among other things'—and he looked the
artist keenly in the face with a searching glance. 'I've only met the
name, so accented, once before. Sir Austen Linnell was with me at
Trinity—not the present man, of course—his father, the General.
They're all Sir Austen Linnells in succession in the Rutland
family—have been ever since the Restoration, in fact, when the first
man was created a Baronet for welcoming King Charles the moment he
landed.'


'Mr. Linnell's name's Austen, too,' Mrs. Mansel put in suavely, as she
reseated herself with Girtonian grace on the rustic chair. 'We happened
to look you up in the Grosvenor Catalogue this morning, Mr. Linnell[Pg 53]—I
couldn't recollect the name of that sweet picture of yours, "The Gem of
the Harem": Reggy and I admired it immensely this year on varnishing
day. And there we found you set down at full length as Charles Austen
Linnell, you know; and we wondered whether you mustn't be related to the
Rutland people.'


'Austen with an e,' Haviland Dumaresq interposed with great gravity.
'Names of similar sound but different in spelling are almost always of
distinct origin. Phonetic decay assimilates primarily unlike words.
Turner, for example, is only plain turner, a man who puts wood in a
lathe for chairs and tables; but Turnor with an o, like the Turnors
of Norfolk, are really Tour Noirs, of Norman origin. There the
assimilation is obviously late and obviously phonetic.' For it was a
peculiarity of Haviland Dumaresq's mind, as Linnell soon learned, that
he saw nothing—not even[Pg 54] the merest small-talk—as isolated fact: every
detail came to him always as a peg on which to hang some abstract
generalization. The man was pure philosopher to the core: he lived in
the act of organizing events by squads and battalions into orderly
sequence. To Linnell himself, however, the timely diversion came very
pleasantly: he hated his own personality, or his own name even, to form
the subject of public discussion.


But he wasn't permitted to rejoice over the side-issue long. Mrs. Mansel
brought the conversation back again at a bound, with feminine instinct,
to the purely personal and immediate question.


'Mr. Linnell spells his Austen with an e, too,' she said briskly. 'I
suppose, Mr. Linnell, you're a member of the same old Rutland family?'


Haviland Dumaresq turned round upon him once more with a strange display
of[Pg 55] earnest interest. Linnell hesitated. His face was crimson.


'Of the same family,' he repeated after a pause, with obvious
reluctance; then he added with a little sidelong, suspicious look: 'but
the younger son of a younger son only. I hardly even know my cousin, Sir
Austen, the head of the house. Junior branches are seldom held of much
account, of course, in an English family.'


'Primogeniture is a great injustice to the elder sons,' Haviland
Dumaresq murmured reflectively in his measured tones. 'It deprives them
of all proper stimulus to action. It condemns them to a life of
partridge-shooting and dinner-giving. It stunts and dwarfs their mental
faculties. It robs them of all that makes life worth living. Still, it
has its compensating advantages as well, in the long-run, for the nation
at large. By concentrating the whole fortune of able and successful[Pg 56]
families—judges, bishops, new peers, and so forth, the cream of their
kind, who have risen by their own ability to the top, leaving the mere
skim-milk of humanity at the bottom—on one single rich and useless
representative, the scapegoat, as it were, of the family opulence, it
turns the younger sons adrift upon the world, with their inherited
intellect for their sole provision, and so urges them on to exceptional
effort, in order to keep up their positions in society, and realize
their natural expectations and the hopes of their upbringing. I'm not
sure that it isn't a good thing, after all, for an aristocratic
community that a certain number of its ablest members should be left to
shift for themselves by their own wits, and, after having been brought
up in comfort and luxury with a good education, should be forced at last
to earn their own living in the hard struggle for life which is the rule
of nature.'[Pg 57]


'But all younger sons are not poor,' the girl they called Psyche put in
blushingly.


Linnell turned to her with a quick, keen glance.


'Not quite all, perhaps,' he said with a decisive accent; 'but so large
a proportion of the total sum, that you may almost take it for granted
about any of them whenever you meet one.'


His interposition turned the current of the conversation. They sat for a
few minutes talking trivialities about the beauty of the place and
Linnell's first impressions of Petherton Episcopi; then Mansel said,
turning to the philosopher:


'Where do you think I picked up my friend this morning, Mr. Dumaresq? He
was at work on the slope yonder, sketching your cottage.'


'It's a pretty cottage,' Dumaresq answered with a slight inclination of
his leonine head.[Pg 58] 'So bright and fluffy. The prettiest place I've ever
seen. I've always admired my own cottage.'


'Oh, papa,' Psyche broke in, red-faced, incidentally settling for
Linnell, offhand, the hitherto moot-question of her personal identity,
'it's so very tiny!'


'For you, my child, yes,' the father answered tenderly. 'But for me, no.
It exactly fits me. My niche in nature is a very humble one. In all
those matters I'm a perfect Stoic of the old school. I ask no more from
fate or fortune than the chances of the Cosmos spontaneously bestow upon
me.'


'It makes a very pretty sketch,' Linnell interposed gently, in his
diffident way. 'Will you allow an old admirer of the "Encyclopædic
Philosophy"—perhaps one of your earliest and most devoted adherents—to
present it to you as a memento—a disciple's fee, so to speak—when
finished?'[Pg 59]


Dumaresq looked him back in the face with an undecided air. He drummed
his fingers dubitatively on his knee for a minute. Then, 'You are a
professional artist?' he asked slowly.


'A professional artist? Well, yes, of course; I sell my
pictures—whenever I can; and as far as I'm able, I try to live upon
them.'


'Then I must buy the sketch,' Dumaresq answered, with a quiet and
stately decision in his manner. 'If you'd been an amateur, now, I would
gladly have accepted it from you; but I, too, am a workman, and I have
my principles. In art, as in literature, science, and thought, the
labourer, we remember, is worthy of his hire. I should like to have a
fitting presentment of our little home. It would be nice for Psyche to
possess it hereafter.'


The calm dignity and precision of his tone[Pg 60] took Linnell fairly by
surprise. The man couldn't have spoken with more majestic carelessness
if he had been the lordly owner of five thousand acres, commissioning a
Leighton or an Alma Tadema. Yet Linnell had only to look at his own
studiously simple threadbare dress, and the neat quietness of his
daughter's little print, to see that five pounds was a large matter to
him. The picture when completed would be worth full fifty.


'We won't quarrel about that,' the artist said hastily, with a little
deprecatory wave of his white hand. 'I'll show you the sketch as soon as
it's finished, and then we may perhaps effect an equitable exchange for
it. Or at least'—and he glanced shyly on one side towards Psyche—'may
possibly be permitted to offer it by-and-by for Miss Dumaresq's
acceptance.'


The old man was just about to answer with a hurried refusal, when Mansel
intervened with[Pg 61] a pacificatory remark. 'Linnell was telling me this
morning,' he said, dragging it in by all-fours, 'how greatly he admired
and respected your philosophic system. He has all your doctrines at his
fingers' ends; and he was quite surprised to find an ungrateful world
didn't crowd to Petherton in its millions, by excursion train, to pay
you the tribute of its respect and consideration. He means to have some
royal confabs with you on Dumaresquian subjects whenever you can spare
him an hour or two of your valuable leisure.'


'Papa sees so few people here who care at all for the questions he's
interested in,' Psyche said, looking up, 'that he's always delighted and
pleased when he really lights upon a philosophic visitor and gets a
chance of exchanging serious opinions.'


The old man's face flushed like a child's with ingenuous pleasure;
appreciation came[Pg 62] so late to him, and came so rarely, that it went to
his heart with pathetic keenness; but he gave no sign of his emotion by
spoken words. He merely answered, in the same sonorous silvery voice as
before: 'Philosophy has necessarily a restricted audience. Intelligence
being the special property of the few, the deeper and wider and more
important a study, the narrower must needs be the circle of its possible
students.'


Mrs. Mansel tapped her parasol impatiently. Girton-bred as she was, she
yet believed by long experience it was possible to have too much of poor
dear old Dumaresq.


'Psyche, my child,' she said, yawning under cover of her Japanese fan,
'shall we go on now and have our game of tennis?'


They fell into their places in the court as if by accident, Psyche and
the new-come artist on one side, Mansel and his wife opposite them on
the other. Dumaresq sat[Pg 63] by observant, and watched the play; it always
interested him to look on at tennis: the run of the balls is so
admirably pregnant with suggestive ideas for sidereal motions!


As for Psyche, she never before had enjoyed a game with anyone so much.
Linnell was so handsome, and played so admirably. In the excitement of
the game, he had quite forgotten his lameness now, and remembered only
the quick sight and nimble movement of his desert experiences. No man in
England could play tennis better, indeed, when he managed to drop out of
mind his infirmities; and that afternoon he was happily able to drop
them altogether. He remembered only that Psyche was beautiful, and that
to play with Haviland Dumaresq's daughter was something very different
indeed from playing with the common nameless herd of squireen femininity
on the lawn of the vicarage in some country village.[Pg 64]


For to Linnell, Haviland Dumaresq's was so great a name as to throw some
reflected halo even around Psyche.


As father and daughter walked home alone, after five o'clock tea, in the
cool of the evening, to their tiny cottage—the old man tall, erect, and
grim; Psyche one rosebud blush from chin to forehead—Haviland Dumaresq
stopped for a second at the turn of the road, and gazing at his daughter
with a lingering affection, said abruptly:


'I felt I must buy it. I was obliged to buy it. I couldn't take it from
the man for nothing, of course. Whatever it costs, I shall have to pay
for it.'


'How much is it worth, do you think, papa?' Psyche asked, half
trembling.


'I know so little about this sort of thing,' the old philosopher
answered gravely; 'but I shouldn't be in the least surprised to learn he
wanted as much as ten pounds for it.'[Pg 65]


'Ten pounds is an awful lot of money!' Psyche cried, affrighted.


'Ten pounds is a very large sum indeed,' her father echoed, repeating
the phrase in his own dialect. 'Too large a sum for anyone to waste upon
a piece of paper with the image or simulacrum of a common dwelling-house
scrawled in colour upon it. But there was no help for it; I had to do
it. Otherwise, the man might have pressed the thing upon me as a mere
present. And a present's an obligation I never can accept. We can save
the necessary amount, perhaps, by giving up all needless luxuries for
breakfast, and taking only tea and bread without butter.'


'Oh, papa!' Psyche murmured, aghast.


'Not you, my child, not you!' the father answered hurriedly. 'I never
meant you, my darling—but myself and Maria. I think the existing
culinary utensil calls herself Maria.'[Pg 66]


'But, my dear, dear father——'


'Not a word, my child. Don't try to interfere with me. I know what's
best for us, and I do it unhesitatingly. I must go through the world on
my own orbit. The slightest attempt to turn a planet from its regular
course recoils destructively upon the head of the aggressive body that
crosses its cycle. I'm a planetary orb, obeying fixed laws: I move in my
circuit undeterred and unswerving.'


They walked along a few yards farther in silence. Then Haviland Dumaresq
spoke again.


'He belongs to a very good family, that painting young man,' he said,
with a jerk of his head towards the Mansels'. 'The Linnells of Rutland
are distinguished people. But he's a younger son, and worth nothing. A
younger son, and got no money. Lives on his pictures. Worth nothing.'[Pg 67]


'Papa!' Psyche cried, in a ferment of astonishment, unable to suppress
her surprise and wonder. 'What a funny thing for you to say—you, of
all men, who care nothing at all for money or position. He's very
clever, I think, and very handsome, and I know he's read the
"Encyclopædic Philosophy."'


Dumaresq held his proud gray head prouder and higher still against the
evening sky.


'I mean,' he said evasively, 'the young man's poor. An artist who hardly
lives on his art. All the more reason, then (if it comes to that), to
pay for his picture. His time's his money.'


But Psyche herself vaguely knew in her own heart that that was nothing
more than an excuse and an afterthought. She knew what her father really
meant. She knew and wondered. For never before in all her life had
Psyche Dumaresq heard that austere[Pg 68] philosopher reckon up any man by his
fortune or his family. And why should he make so unfavourable an
exception against so pleasant a person as this new young painter?


She didn't understand the simple and well-known human principle that no
man is a philosopher when he has daughters to marry.





[Pg 69]


CHAPTER IV.


A PROPHET IS NOT WITHOUT HONOUR.



The next evening Linnell was to dine quietly at General Maitland's. Only
a few Petherton friends to meet him—'quite a simple affair, you know,
Mr. Linnell: the regulation country-town entertainment: our next-door
neighbours: just to introduce you to whatever there is of society at
Petherton Episcopi.' The Mansels were coming: of course the Mansels: and
the Vicar and his wife, and the Craigies from the Manor House.


'But not, I suppose, that old bore Dumaresq, and that gawky girl of
his?' the General observed, as they sat in the drawing-[Pg 70]room, demurely
expectant, on the very stroke of half-past seven. 'He talks me off my
legs with his crack-jaw philosophy. You haven't asked them, I do hope,
Maria.'


'Do you take me for a fool, George?' Mrs. Maitland answered with severe
dignity, drawing herself up austerely to her full height. 'Geraldine
begged me to ask them, I need hardly say: she has no common-sense at
all, poor dear Geraldine: but I was firm upon that point, perfectly
firm'—and Mrs. Maitland's high-bred chin and thin lips of the Vere de
Vere caste showed her firmness most distinctly as she spoke. 'I put my
foot down upon that sort of nonsense once for all. I said to her
plainly: Geraldine, you may form what undesirable acquaintances you like
for yourself; but you shall not drag your poor papa and me into the
thick of your vulgar society. I've called upon that horrid old man and
his daughter on your account, and I[Pg 71] very much regret now that I ever
did it. It lets us in for endless complications. The Dumaresqs are
people who move in a different grade of society from our own, and any
attempt to take them out of it and put them into one for which they're
not fitted can only be painful, and even ignominious, to both parties. I
said it plainly to her, "even ignominious." The fact is, George, we
ought never to have known them. When one has to deal with a girl of poor
dear Geraldine's unfortunate temperament, the only way to do is to
resist at once from the very beginning all her absurd fads and fancies.'


The General sighed. 'It's a pity she won't be more practical,' he said
with a faint reluctance in his voice, for he admired Geraldine. 'She's a
fine girl, though she's our own daughter, Maria, and, by George! I like
her for it. I like to see a girl stick up for her opinions. Still, it's
a great pity, I don't deny,[Pg 72] she won't be more practical. If only she'd
take a fancy, now, to this young Linnell there!'


'This young Linnell has money,' Mrs. Maitland assented curtly, arranging
a spray of maidenhair in a specimen glass on the table by the bow
window. 'I'm sure he has money. He won't admit it; but it's perfectly
clear to anybody with half an eye. He couldn't live as he does upon his
pictures only.'


'And you think?' the General observed suggestively.


'I think he hasn't come down here for nothing, naturally,' Mrs. Maitland
went on with marked emphasis. 'He was very much struck with Geraldine at
Algiers, I feel sure; but his head's stuffed as full of flighty
sentimental nonsense as her own: and if he's thrown in with that
blushing bread-and-butter slip of a girl of poor old Dumaresq's, he'll
fancy himself in love with her just[Pg 73] because she's poor and pretty and a
nobody. That kind of man always does go and throw himself away upon a
nobody, unless he's closely watched, and protected by others against his
own folly. Geraldine's built the very same way. Nothing on earth would
give her greater delight, I'm sure, than to marry a penniless poet, or
painter, or music-master, and end her days with him comfortably in the
workhouse.'


The General toyed with the Japanese paper-knife uneasily. 'It's a great
pity she can't get settled,' he said after a pause. 'With Hugh's
expenses at Sandhurst so very heavy; and Gordon at Aldershot always
asking for remittances, remittances, and again remittances, till one's
sick and tired of it; and the two boys at the Charterhouse eating their
heads off and doing nothing; it's really very much to be regretted,
indeed, that she can't find anybody anywhere to suit her. And yet,[Pg 74]
Maria, I sympathize a great deal, after all, with Geraldine. A girl
naturally prefers to wait and watch till she's found the man that really
suits her.'


'It's not as if she met no young men,' Mrs. Maitland went on, ignoring
quietly her husband's last rebellious sentence, 'or never had any
suitable offers. I'm sure no girl in England has been given better or
greater chances. She was very much admired, indeed, at Aldershot: she
goes to all the dances in Algiers: she's been up in town for three
seasons running: she travels about fifty times more than most girls do:
and that man in the 42nd with the scar on his cheek would certainly have
married her if only she'd have taken him, stammer or no stammer. I never
knew anyone more difficult to please or more impossible for an anxious
mother to count upon.'


Their conversation was cut short abruptly[Pg 75] at that moment by the entry
of the peccant Geraldine in person. She was tall and dark, with fine
features, a little marred, perhaps, by a certain conscious pride and
dignity; but her strong chin was instinct with character, and her
upright carriage spoke her at once a woman with a will not to be bent
even by a conscientiously worldly mother like Mrs. Maitland. Her father
looked up at her with a glance of sidelong, surreptitious approbation as
she entered. 'Those passion-flowers become you, Geraldine,' he said,
with a furtive side-look at his formidable wife. 'They're very pretty.
Where did you get them?'


'Psyche gave them to me,' Geraldine answered with a careless touch or
two of her fingers on the drooping spray that hung gracefully down from
her shapely neck over the open bosom. 'They have a pale-blue
passion-flower growing over their porch, you know, and Psyche picked me
a few blossoms off it to[Pg 76] wear this evening. She's such a dear, always.
They do look well, I think. Unusual things like that always suit me.'


'You went round there this afternoon, then?' her mother asked.


Geraldine nodded a quiet assent.


'Psyche asked me to come round,' she said. 'She's full of Mr. Linnell.
She wanted to know from me all about him.'


Mrs. Maitland glanced up sharply with quick, inquiring eyes.


'Why, what on earth does she know of him?' she inquired half angrily.
'Has she met him anywhere?'


'She met him yesterday afternoon at the Mansels',' Geraldine answered
shortly.


'And what did you tell her, Geraldine? You didn't let her know he was
rich, I suppose, did you?'


'How could I, mother? He always implies himself that he isn't. Even if I
thought it,[Pg 77] which I've no reason to do, it would be very wrong of me to
say so to Psyche. I told her he was a most agreeable young man, though
painfully shy and awkward and nervous, and that we knew him only as an
English painter who often wintered in Egypt or Algeria.'


Mrs. Maitland breathed more freely for a moment. Next instant there came
a small ring at the bell, and the servant, entering, announced Mr.
Linnell, followed in a minute more by both the Mansels.


Linnell took Geraldine in to dinner; but being the guest of the evening,
he was sandwiched in between herself and her mother, an arrangement
which ensured the possibility for Mrs. Maitland of exercising throughout
an efficient supervision over Geraldine's conversation with the eligible
stranger.


'And how do you like Petherton now you've fairly settled down to it?'
Mrs. Mait[Pg 78]land asked him as the soup went round. 'Have you found any
subjects for sketching yet, Mr. Linnell?'


The young man looked up with an embarrassed smile. If there was anything
on earth that his soul hated it was 'being trotted out,' on his art
especially; and he saw quite clearly that Mrs. Maitland meant to trot
him out in due course this evening, in order to exhibit his paces
properly before the admiring eyes of Petherton society.


'Yes,' he answered shyly, with half an appealing glance towards Mrs.
Mansel opposite; 'I began to sketch a sweet little cottage on the
hillside yesterday; and when I'd got half-way through with it, I learnt,
to my surprise, it was no less a personage's than Haviland Dumaresq's.
I'd no idea, Mrs. Maitland, you had so great a man as the Encyclopædic
Philosopher living in your neighbourhood.'[Pg 79]


'Oh yes, Mr. Dumaresq's very clever, I believe,' Mrs. Maitland answered
somewhat frigidly, with the austere manner which the British matron
thinks it proper to adopt when speaking of people who are 'not exactly
in our set, you know, dear.' 'He's very clever, I've always understood,
though hardly the sort of person, of course, one quite cares to mix with
in society. He wears such extremely curious hats, and expresses himself
so very oddly sometimes. But he's clever in his own way, extremely
clever, so people tell me, and full of information about all the
ologies. We have a great many of these local celebrities about here,
don't you know. There's our postman's a very clever person, too. Why, he
writes the most amusing New-Year addresses, all in verse, which he
brings round every year when he calls to get his Christmas-box.
Geraldine, don't you think you could hunt up some of Briggs's verses to[Pg 80]
show Mr. Linnell, if he's interested in that kind of thing, you know,
dear?'


A faint smile played round the corners of Linnell's mouth at the
juxtaposition in Mrs. Maitland's mind of Haviland Dumaresq and the
postman poet; but politeness prompted him to say nothing. Comment on his
part on such a subject would have been wholly superfluous. He answered
not the fool according to her folly. Geraldine, however, could hardly
imitate him: she looked up, one flush of sympathetic shame from chin to
forehead, and answered quickly: 'No, mother; I don't think I could find
them anywhere; and even if I did, I don't think Mr. Linnell would care
in the least to see them. You've met the Dumaresqs, Mr. Linnell; so
Psyche's been telling me. She says her father's always so glad to come
across anybody who's read his books. He's a wonderful old man, so wholly
absorbed and swallowed up in his work. He[Pg 81] lives for nothing on earth, I
do believe, but two things now—Philosophy and Psyche.'


'Two very good things indeed to live for,' Linnell murmured, almost
inaudibly. 'I hardly know how he could do better.'


'Yes, he's wasted his life on writing books that were of no earthly use
to himself or to anybody,' Mrs. Maitland went on, taking up the thread
of her daughter's parable; 'and I've no doubt, now his girl's growing
up, he bitterly repents he didn't turn his talents earlier in life to
something more useful, that would have brought him in a little money. A
gentleman born—for he was once a gentleman—to live contentedly in such
a hovel as that! But he was always headstrong, and so's the girl. He
never cared for anybody's advice. He was offered a good place under
Government once, but he wouldn't take it. He had no time to waste, he
said, on making[Pg 82] money. He went his own way, and wrote his own useless
unsaleable books for his own amusement. And what on earth he lives upon
now, nobody hereabouts can ever imagine.'


'His "Philosophy" has had a very small circulation, no doubt,' Linnell
ventured to put in apologetically, at the first pause in Mrs. Maitland's
flowing river of speech; 'but it has received an immense amount of
attention at the hands of all profound thinkers. It gains every day more
and more adherents among the most intelligent classes in every country.
I believe it will prove to be the philosophy of the future.'


'I don't care much about these "everythings of the future" that we hear
such a precious lot of talk about nowadays,' the General put in from the
head of the table: 'the music of the future, the politics of the future,
the tactics of the future, and all that sort of thing. For my part, I'm
quite content[Pg 83] to live in the present, where it has pleased a wise
Providence to place me, and leave the future to provide its own
philosophy, and its own music, and its own tactics, too, whenever it
happens to want them. I'm for the present day all round, I am. But I
must say I think Dumaresq's a very fine soldierly kind of man in his own
way, too; he's been set at his post to hold Philosophy, like a forlorn
hope, and he sticks to it bravely, in spite of everything. He thinks
he's got his work cut out for him in life. I don't know whether it's
good work or bad: I don't understand these things myself: I don't
pretend to. In my day soldiers weren't expected to take up philosophy:
this wretched examination system that bothers us now hadn't even been
invented: we fought and bled and did our duty, and that was all the
country asked or wanted of us. It didn't inquire whether Nelson or
Wellington had passed an examination in[Pg 84] English literature. But
Dumaresq thinks he's called upon by nature or his commanding officer to
see this business through to the bitter end, come what may: and he sees
it through, right or wrong: and by George, sir, I say, I honour him,
too, for it. I've never read one line the fellow's written, and if I did
read it, I don't suppose I'd understand a single word of the whole lot,
for I've hard enough work to understand what the dickens he's driving at
when he's talking, even—let alone when he's writing for the people who
can follow him: but I can see he thinks he's sticking to his post, and,
hang it all! when a fellow sticks to his post like a brick, if he's only
a marine, you know, you can't help admiring him for it.'


'I quite agree with you,' Linnell answered, looking up hastily with most
unusual decision. 'Haviland Dumaresq's a very great man, and the way he
sticks to his work in life commands[Pg 85] one's respect, whatever one may or
may not think of his particular opinions.'


'Many of them very questionable,' the Vicar remarked parenthetically.


'But most of them profoundly true and original,' Linnell answered with
quiet dignity.


Mrs. Maitland's feminine quickness told her at once that she had started
on quite the wrong tack with Linnell, so she made haste diplomatically
to retrieve her position.


'Oh, of course, he's a wonderful man in his way,' she said, with
conciliating promptitude. 'Just look at the things he's fixed up in the
garden for drawing water by hydraulic pressure or something, don't they
call it? I know he's a very remarkable man. And what a picturesque,
funny little cottage! So you're really sketching it!'


'It is picturesque,' Linnell answered, with a fresh return of his
engrained dislike to hearing himself or his work talked about. 'The[Pg 86]
porch is so pretty, all covered with those lovely hanging creepers. I
suppose Dumaresq—it seems absurd to speak of so great a man as that as
"Mister Dumaresq"—takes care of it himself. I never saw creepers grow
better even in Africa.'


'Aren't they just lovely?' Geraldine interposed quickly. 'They always
remind me so of dear old Algeria. These passion-flowers I'm wearing came
from there. Psyche gave them to me.'


And she handed a stray one from the folds of her dress for Linnell to
examine. The painter took it and looked at it closely.


'Miss Dumaresq gave it you!' he said slowly. 'She's very pretty. I
should like her to sit to me. In Moorish costume, she'd be the very
person for the foreground of that doorway I began at Algiers. You
remember the sketch, Miss Maitland; I showed you the study I made for it
there: a horseshoe arch[Pg 87]way in an inner courtyard near the Bab-Azzoun
gate, with an Arab girl in indoor dress just stepping out with a tray in
her hands among the palms and bananas.' And as he spoke, he thrust the
passion-flower without a word into his own button-hole, and pinned it in
as if half unconsciously with a pin from the flap of his evening
waistcoat.


Geraldine noticed his action with a quiet smile. He had money, she
believed; and Psyche liked him.


'She's the very girl for it, Mr. Linnell,' she cried, with unwonted
graciousness. Mrs. Maitland by this time had become engaged in
conversation by the amiable Vicar. 'Of course I remember your sketch
perfectly. You must get her to sit for you. She'd be delighted, I'm
sure. Now, do please go to-morrow and ask her.'


'I will,' Linnell answered, anxious once more to escape the subject—for
here he was,[Pg 88] talking a second time about his own pictures. 'I'm going
there, as it happens, to dinner in the evening. I'll take the
opportunity to ask her then if she'll give me sittings.'


Geraldine started.


'To dinner to-morrow!' she cried. 'To dinner at the Dumaresqs'! Why,
that's quite a new departure for them. I never heard of their asking
anybody to dinner before. Lunch sometimes, or afternoon tea; but that's
the outside. How very funny! I don't quite understand it.'


'But I do,' Linnell answered. 'I'm going, and the Mansels too. We're all
invited.'


Geraldine paused for a moment in surprise. Then she added in an
undertone:


'Psyche never said a word of it to me, which is very queer, for I was
over there with her the whole afternoon, and she generally tells me
everything that happens.'


'She didn't know herself, no doubt,' the[Pg 89] painter replied with a glance
at his button-hole. 'Dumaresq met Mansel and me in the lane about six,
and asked us then whether we'd come and dine with them, quite
unceremoniously. He seemed rather preoccupied and dreamy this evening.
He probably asked us on the spur of the moment, and only went home to
tell her afterwards.'


'Probably,' Geraldine answered with a falling face and a slight sigh.
'He seemed preoccupied and dreamy this evening, did he? He's sometimes
so. I'm sorry to hear it. But I'm glad you've to dine at Psyche's
to-morrow, anyhow. Now I won't let you off, remember. You must paint her
in that picture.'


'But how about the Arab costume?' Linnell asked, his usual shyness
disappearing for a moment. 'The portrait would be nothing without the
haik and the yashmak.'


'I can lend you one,' Geraldine answered[Pg 90] with great promptitude. 'I had
it for the Newsomes' charades last season. It'll just suit her—a
delicate creamy-white Arab wrap, with the loveliest salmon-pink silky
covering.'


'Will you, though?' the painter cried, delighted. 'How very good of you!
That's just what I want. The picture shall be painted, you may take my
word for it, Miss Maitland. Thank you so much for your kind
co-operation.'


At that moment Mrs. Maitland, disengaging herself one second from the
Vicar's eye, strained her ears to the utmost to catch their
conversation, while politely assenting to her neighbour's views on the
best way of dealing with rural pauperism. She couldn't exactly make out
what they were saying, but she was sure the conversation was unusually
animated. She noted the tone of Linnell's voice, with its obvious note
of pleasure and gratification, and she thought she even caught[Pg 91]
distinctly the words, 'Thank you so much for your kind' something or
other.


Later on in the evening, while that safely plain Miss Craigie from the
Manor House was putting her stock war-horse through its paces upon the
big piano, Mrs. Maitland noticed, to her surprise and pleasure, that
Linnell was wearing a passion-flower in his button-hole.


'Why, what a pretty bouquet!' she said, glancing over at it archly. 'I
think I know where you got that from, Mr. Linnell.'


Linnell looked down awkwardly at his button-hole for a second in doubt.
It was Psyche's passion-flower, from the creeper on the porch! How
should he defend himself? A girl he had only once seen! Then a happy
subterfuge flashed across his brain.


'Yes, Miss Maitland gave it me,' he answered, with much boldness. 'It
was one of the flowers she was wearing at dinner.'[Pg 92]


In his timid anxiety to avoid the imputation of having got it from
Psyche, he never saw himself what interpretation Mrs. Maitland must
needs put upon his blush and his words. But that astute lady smiled to
herself, and remarked inwardly that things seemed really to be coming to
a head. Geraldine had given that young man a flower! And the young man
for his part had worn it and blushed over it!


As the whole party of visitors walked home together from the Maitlands'
that night, Mrs. Mansel turned to the young painter and said, with a
meaning look:


'You and Geraldine seemed to get on very well together, Mr. Linnell, in
spite of your objection to ladies' society.'


Linnell laughed.


'Her arctic smile thawed a little this evening,' he answered casually.
'Besides, we've found an interest in common. She means to[Pg 93] help me in
the get-up of a picture for which I hope Miss Dumaresq will give me a
sitting.'


At that very moment, in the deserted drawing-room, Mrs. Maitland was
saying in a confidential tone to her husband:


'Now, George, remember, when you go up to town next week, you must try
to find out at your club the real facts about this young Linnell. Has he
money or has he not? That's the question. We ought to make quite sure
about his position and prospects before we let things go any further
between him and Geraldine.'


'I think he's well off,' the General murmured in reply, beneath his
moustaches.


'Think! Oh yes. I think so, too. But where one's daughter's happiness is
at stake, you know, George, one oughtn't to rest satisfied with mere
thinking: one ought, as the Kirkpatrick said, to "mak sicker." There's
some sort of mystery hanging over the young[Pg 94] man's head, I fancy. If he
has money, why doesn't he marry, and take a country place, and keep his
carriage, and hunt the county like other people?'


'Tastes differ,' the General murmured, with philosophic calm, as he
lighted his cigar. 'Perhaps the young man doesn't care for hunting.'


'Perhaps not,' Mrs. Maitland replied loftily, curling her upper lip.
'But a young man of means ought to care for hunting: he owes it to
society; and if he doesn't care, you may depend upon it, George, he has
some good reason of his own for wishing to be singular; and not a very
creditable reason, either.'





[Pg 95]


CHAPTER V.


A MODERN STOIC.



To Psyche Dumaresq it was a matter of much internal questioning next day
why on earth her father had invited that charming Mr. Linnell to dinner.
A dinner-party, on however humble a scale, at the Wren's Nest was an
almost unheard-of novelty. And then, besides, her father had spoken to
her somewhat slightingly of Mr. Linnell only the day before yesterday.
What could he mean now by this sudden change of front? Why thus
incontinently break through all the established rules of that Spartan
household, and invite a perfect stranger to a lordly[Pg 96] banquet? The thing
was really little short of a miracle.


But Psyche would have been even more astonished still if only she could
have known the cause of the change in her father's demeanour. It was a
chance word dropped by Mansel in the course of conversation, implying
that Linnell, for all his studious simplicity of dress and manner, had a
good deal more money than he ever pretended to. Within all Psyche's
previous experience, a man's possession of money, especially as fixed
and certain income, had always to her father been a positive reason for
not desiring the honour of his acquaintance. 'I dislike the society of
men who don't earn their own living,' he used to say, in his quiet,
restrained way. 'The necessity for work is the great humanizer. Those
who toil not, neither do they spin, can have but very imperfect
sympathies, after all, with those who earn[Pg 97] their own livelihood by the
sweat of their brow. I'm not prejudiced against money, but I find
moneyed folks generally distasteful to me. They may be very nice people
in their own circle; but I don't care to let them intersect mine. I feel
most at home among my brother-workers.' If Psyche could have known,
therefore, the real reason why her father had invited Linnell to dine
with them, her astonishment would indeed have reached its zenith.


As it was, however, she contented herself with making the very best
preparations the house could afford for the little entertainment that
magical evening; and whatever her dinner lacked in delicacies, it
certainly more than made up in delicacy; for the flowers were of
Psyche's own dainty arrangement, and the fruit was plucked from Psyche's
own little garden, and the silk-wrought strip down the centre of the
tablecloth had been stitched[Pg 98] with that graceful arabesque pattern by
Psyche's own pretty and deft little fingers.


When Linnell arrived, he was shown alone into the tiny drawing-room, and
he had some minutes to himself to examine its contents before either
Psyche or her father came down to receive him. The young man's respect
for the author of the 'Encyclopædic Philosophy' gave a profound interest
in his eyes to every detail in that small and severely furnished room.
Most of the furniture, indeed—at least, whatever had any pretence to
rank as a luxury—had been made by Haviland Dumaresq's own hands, and
bore the impress of his stern and strictly stoical taste. On the carved
oak over-mantel—two plain wooden slabs, supported by pillars of Ionic
simplicity—lay an uncut copy of the Japanese translation of Dumaresq's
great monumental work, with a framed photograph of a spare face, bearing
beneath the simple inscription, 'John Stuart[Pg 99] Mill, to Haviland
Dumaresq.' The plain table by the window was covered with pamphlets,
letters, and papers: Linnell took up casually the topmost of the lot,
and saw at a glance it was a German dissertation 'On Certain
Side-Aspects of the Dumaresquian Philosophy,' by two well-known
Professors at Bonn and Heidelberg. The next was a controversial
religious work by a Polish Archbishop, 'On Rationalistic Ethics, and
especially on the Dumaresquian Law of Reciprocity.' By their side lay a
paper-covered Italian volume, bearing in its upper left-hand corner the
manuscript words 'A Haviland Dumaresq, Hommage de l'Auteur.' Linnell
glanced carelessly at the envelopes on the table. One of them was
franked with a Chilian stamp; the other had printed across its top in
blue letters, 'Bureau of Indian Affairs, Washington.' The gold medal
that hung on the wall was the decoration of the[Pg 100] Académie des Sciences
at Paris: the diploma rolled up on the bookcase beyond conferred the
degree of Doctor of Laws of the University of Vienna. And this was the
man, known over the whole civilized world, who toiled hard for his daily
bread in that tiny cottage at publishers' hackwork! This was the man
whom Mrs. Maitland, in the comfortable villa on the hillside opposite,
had complacently classed, in her local ignorance, with the postman poet!


Linnell's heart beat higher as he thought that by unobtrusive means he
might yet be able to redress in part this great wrong of our
money-grubbing society, and repay directly to Haviland Dumaresq some
fraction of the debt which the world owed him. The list from his agent
would arrive no doubt to-morrow morning, and Haviland Dumaresq would go
to bed next evening (though he knew it not) a couple of hundred pounds
or[Pg 101] so the richer for the information. And that would be but the
beginning of Linnell's work. He would not rest, he declared to himself
with fervour, till Haviland Dumaresq, that greatest of thinkers, enjoyed
the ease he deserved so richly.


As he turned to examine the books on the shelves—most of them works on
philosophy or science, with flattering inscriptions from their authors
on the title-page—the door opened, and Psyche entered. Linnell turned
round and took her hand gracefully. If he had looked handsome before in
his flannels and tennis suit, he looked still handsomer now in evening
dress and with a slightly faded blue passion-flower stuck with tender
care in his left button-hole. Psyche's quick eyes recognised that
delicate blossom at once.


'Why, that's one of our own, Mr. Linnell,' she said, half startled. 'Did
you pick it[Pg 102] from the plant at the door as you came in, then?'


Linnell looked down at it with a hesitating glance.


'Well, no,' he said. 'The fact is, Miss Dumaresq, it's a present I've
received. I was given it by a lady. Miss Maitland wore it at dinner last
night. But,' he added quickly, as Pysche's face fell most unmistakably
at that simple announcement, 'she told me it was you who'd given it to
her, and I kept it accordingly as a little memento. I would prize
anything that came from Haviland Dumaresq's cottage.'


'Let me get you another,' Psyche said, if only to hide her blushes.
'That one's withered.' And she put her hand out of the open window as
she spoke, and pulled a blossom from the creeper that looked in at the
mullions of the casement.


'Thank you,' Linnell answered, taking it[Pg 103] from her with a certain
picturesque awkwardness of manner. 'I shall keep them both.' And he
folded the old one reverently as he spoke in a letter he drew from his
waistcoat pocket. So much devotion to philosophy is rare; but Haviland
Dumaresq was a man in a century—and Psyche was also a girl of a
thousand.


They sat and talked with the constrained self-consciousness of youth and
maiden for a few minutes, for Linnell was almost as shrinking as Psyche
herself, and then Haviland Dumaresq entered to relieve them from their
unwilling tête-à-tête. He was dressed in a very old and worn evening
suit, yet carefully brushed and well preserved: his shirt-front and tie
were of the whitest and neatest, and the keen gray eyes and grizzled
beard showed even more distinctly than ever, so Linnell thought, the
vigour and power of that marvellous brain that lay behind the massive
and[Pg 104] beetling-browed forehead. He bowed with all his usual stately
courtliness to the young painter.


'I hope Psyche has been doing her duty as hostess?' the great man said
in that clear and ringing silvery voice of his. 'I've kept you waiting,
I'm afraid; but the fact is, I overwrote my time, working at the new
chapters on Dissimilation of Verbal Roots, and forgot to dress till
twenty past seven. A mind much occupied with internal relations is apt
to let external relations slip by unnoticed. You must have observed that
yourself, no doubt, in painting.'


'Papa has always to be called two or three times over to every meal,'
Psyche put in, laughing. 'And whenever I make a soufflé or anything of
that sort, I always call him ten minutes beforehand, or else, you know,
it's all gone flat before he comes out of his study to eat it.'[Pg 105]


Just at that moment the Mansels arrived, and the whole party went in to
dinner.


In spite of the bare little dining-room, and the one servant who acted
alike as cook and parlour-maid, no dinner was ever prettier or better.
It was simple, of course, and of few dishes: you can't expect much from
a one-handed menage; but it bore the impress of a refined household, for
all that: it had the nameless charm of perfect gracefulness, which is
often wanting to the most sumptuous London entertainments. Linnell felt
sure that Psyche had prepared most of it herself beforehand. The pudding
was a cold one, and so was the mayonnaise of boiled fish; so that the
one servant had nothing to look after in the kitchen but the clear soup
and the one small joint. These details of the hidden domestic
management, indeed, Linnell appreciated at once from his old African
bachelor experience. But everything was dainty, light,[Pg 106] and tempting:
even the wine, though but a simple claret, was sound and old and of a
choice vintage. Haviland Dumaresq's own conversation with Mrs. Mansel
would alone have made any entertainment go off pleasantly. In his
stately way, the old man, when once warmed up to talk, could fire off
epigram after epigram in quick succession; and when he met a clever
woman, who could toss him back the ball as fast as he delivered it, the
game between them was well worth watching. Now, Ida Mansel was a clever
woman, with just that particular gift of bandying back rapid question
and answer which Dumaresq loved as intellectual recreation; and Linnell
was content to sit and listen to those two brisk disputants at their
mimic conflict for half the evening, with only an occasional aside to
Psyche, or a casual remark to his brother-painter. For Haviland
Dumaresq's wit was keen and sharp as his thought was profound;[Pg 107] and the
contest of words with a pretty woman always stimulated his faculties to
their very utmost, and brought out the flashing qualities of his vivid
mind in the highest perfection.


After dinner, however, when Psyche and Mrs. Mansel had left the table,
their conversation fell into a very different channel. A man who meets
for the first time in his life one of his pet heroes, likes to make the
best of his opportunities by learning as much as he possibly can about
the living object of his admiration. Linnell admired Haviland Dumaresq
far too profoundly not to be eagerly interested in every detail of his
life and history. And Dumaresq, for his part, though he seldom talked of
his own affairs, for he was the exact opposite of an egoist—too much
absorbed in the world of things to give much of his attention to that
solitary unit of humanity, himself—yet broke loose for once, in the
presence of one who loved his System, and in a certain[Pg 108] grand,
impersonal, unostentatious sort of way, gave a brief account of the
gradual stages by which that System rose up step after step to
full-grown maturity before his mental vision. Linnell listened with all
the silent and attentive awe of a disciple as the old man related, bit
by bit, how that wonderful conception of the nature of things took
gradual concrete shape within him.


'You must have lived a very hard life while you were gathering together
the materials for your great work,' the painter ventured to remark at
last, as Dumaresq, pausing, raised his glass of claret to his lips to
moisten his throat after the graphic recital. 'It must have taken you
years and years to collect them.'


The old man gazed across at him with a sharp glance from those keen
clear eyes. 'You are right,' he said impressively: 'years and years
indeed it took me. For five-and-[Pg 109]twenty years I did nothing else but
master the infinite mass of detail, the endless facts and principles
which went to form the groundwork of the "Encyclopædic Philosophy." When
I left Cambridge, now much more than forty years ago, I made up my mind
to devote my life without stint or reserve to the prosecution of that
single purpose. I meant to spend myself freely on the work. The goal
shone already clear as day in the heavens before me; but I knew that in
order to work my plan out in all its fulness I must give up at least ten
years of my time to the prosecution of multifarious physical researches.
The thing grew as such things always necessarily grow. Before I'd
arrived at the preliminary mastery of facts which I felt to be
indispensable for the development of my clue, I'd given up a full
quarter of a century to the mere task of prior preparation. Then I said
to myself my tutelage was over: I might begin to live. I[Pg 110] wrote my first
volume at once, and I also married. My work was done, all but to write
it down. I thought I was justified in taking a little care, for the
first time in my life, of my own comfort.'


'But if it isn't a rude question,' Linnell cried, all aglow with the
reflected fervour of the old man's speech, 'how did you manage to live
meanwhile, during the years you gave up to that long preparation?'


Haviland Dumaresq smiled grimly.


'Like a dog,' he answered with simple force: 'like a dog in a kennel.
Wherever I was—in London, Paris, Berlin, Washington; for I followed my
clue over Europe and America—I took myself a room in the workmen's
quarter, as near as possible to the British Museum, or the Bibliothèque
Nationale, or the Smithsonian Institute, or wherever else my chief scene
of labour lay; and there I lived on bread and cheese and beer, or
some[Pg 111]times less, for years together, while I was working, and
collecting, and observing, and arranging. When I look back upon the
past, I wonder at it myself. A certain vivid apostolic energy bore me up
then. It has evaporated now, and I've become luxurious. But I started in
life with exactly fifteen hundred pounds. From the very outset I
invested my money, and drawing the interest that accrued each year, I
sold out the principal from time to time, to live upon my capital,
according as I wanted it. At first, the draughts upon the prime fund
were long between; but as years went by and my capital decreased, I had
to sell out more and more frequently. Saving and starving the hardest I
could starve, sovereign by sovereign, it seemed to slip by me. I gave up
the beer; I gave up the cheese; if I could, I would have given up the
bread itself, I believe; but in spite of all it still slipped by me. At
last, to[Pg 112] my utter despair, I found myself one day reduced to my last
fifty pounds, while I had still at least five years of solid work
staring me in the face unperformed before me. Then I almost gave up all
for lost. I fainted in the wilderness. As I sat alone that morning in a
fireless room at mid-December, I hid my face in my hands and cried out
in my misery. I asked myself why I should continue this task, no man
compelling and no man thanking me for it; why I should shut myself out
from home and wife and friends and children, and all that other men have
always held dearest, for pure love of that vague abstraction, science. I
almost gave up out of sheer despondency.'


'And what did you do at last?' Linnell asked, deeply interested.


'For a time I hardly knew what to do. I told my philosophic
acquaintances (for I had a few in London) the whole facts of the case;
and some of them asked me to come and dine[Pg 113] with them, and some of them
said it was very hard lines, and some of them proposed to make a fund to
help me. But I wouldn't hear of that; even for Philosophy's sake, I was
far too proud to accept alms from any man. I nearly broke down with
anxiety and despair. Mill made interest for me with your kinsman, old
Sir Austen Linnell, who had then charge of the Foreign Office: and Sir
Austen tempted me with the offer of a consulship in Peru, which I almost
accepted. So broken-hearted was I, that I almost accepted it. Six
hundred a year, and collateral advantages. For once in my life the
filthy lucre for a moment tempted me. But just at that instant, that
critical instant, as luck would have it, an old uncle of mine in America
died unexpectedly—a poor man, but he left me his savings, some six
hundred pounds all told; and it just pulled me through: it gave me the
precise respite I needed. Six hundred pounds was[Pg 114] wealth untold to me. I
went to work again with redoubled vigour, and spent it every penny for
the sake of the System. At the end of five years I sat down a beggar;
but with the first volume of my precious book in good black print on my
knees before me.'


Linnell drew a long breath.


'To you, Mansel,' he said, turning round to his friend, 'I suppose this
is all an old, old story: but as for me, who hear it to-night for the
first time, why, it fairly takes my breath away. I call it nothing short
of heroic.'


Mansel shook his head.


'It's as new to me, my dear fellow, as to you,' he answered in a low
voice. 'Dumaresq has never before this evening told me a single word
about it.'


The old philosopher sighed profoundly.


'What use?' he said, with a gesture of deprecation. 'Why trouble our
heads about so small a matter? The universe swarms and[Pg 115] teems with
worlds around us. We men are but parasites on the warped surface of a
tiny satellite of a tenth-rate sun, set in the midst of a boundless
cosmos, whose depths are everywhere pregnant with problems. Why should
we go out of our way, I wonder, to wring our hands over this fly or
that; to discuss the history of any particular individual small parasite
among us? The book got done at last; that's the great thing. The world
at large may not care to look at it; but there it is, in evidence to
this day, the monument of a lifetime, a germ of intellectual yeast cast
loose into the fermenting thought of humanity, and slowly but surely
assimilating to itself all suitable particles in that vast mass of inane
and clashing atoms.'


They paused a moment, and gazed hard at their glasses. Dumaresq's
earnestness held them spell-bound. Linnell was the first to break the
solemn silence.[Pg 116]


'It was a noble life,' he said, 'nobly wasted.'


To their immense astonishment, Haviland Dumaresq made answer
energetically:


'Ay, wasted indeed! There you say true. Utterly, inexpressibly,
irretrievably wasted! And therein lies the sting of the whole story. If
I had it all to live over again, of course, I'd waste it as freely a
second time—I can't help that: nature has built me so that I must turn
perforce to philosophy and science, and spill the wine of my life for
the advancement of thought, as naturally as the moth flies into the
candle, or the lemming drowns itself in the bays of the Baltic. But
wasted it is, as you say, for all that. Now that I'm old, and can look
down calmly from the pinnacle of age on the import of life, I see that
the world itself is wiser in its generation than any one among its
wayward children. The general intelligence, from which all individual
intelli[Pg 117]gence derives itself, runs deeper and truer than any man's
personality. The way of the world is the best way in the end, if we only
had the sense to see it. Si jeunesse savait, ou si vieillesse pouvait,
is the sum and substance of all experience. If I had my life to live
over again, I'd live it as I've lived it, mistakes and all, I don't
doubt, because it's the natural and inevitable outcome of my own
perverse and unhappy idiosyncrasy. Philosophy lures me as gin lures
drunkards. But if I had to advise any other person, any young man or
woman beginning life with high ideals and noble aspirations, I'd say to
them without hesitation: "The world is wisest. Go the way of the world
and do as the world does. Don't waste your life as I've wasted mine.
Work for the common, vulgar, low, personal aims—money, position, fame,
power. Those alone are solid. Those alone are substantial. Those alone
make your life worth having to[Pg 118] yourself. All the rest is empty, empty,
empty, empty. Vanity of vanities, all is vanity, except the vain things
mean men wisely and meanly strive for."'


There was a long pause, and no one said anything. That awful cry of a
bruised and broken spirit took their hearts by surprise. But through the
closed door, the murmur of Psyche's voice in the drawing-room could be
heard distinctly. The old man listened to it and smiled serenely. The
cloud that had brooded over his forehead cleared away. Then he rose, and
going to a hanging cupboard above the mantelshelf, took out a small
round box, and from it brought forth a little silver-coated pellet.


'It excites my nerves when I talk this way,' he said apologetically, as
he washed the medicine down with half a glass of claret. 'I always
require something to still my brain after speaking on these purely
personal[Pg 119] matters—they rouse the glands to unnatural activity. Mansel,
will you have another glass of wine? No? Then suppose we join your wife
and Psyche?'





[Pg 120]


CHAPTER VI.


A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING.



Linnell went home to the Red Lion well content that evening: for
Haviland Dumaresq had poured out his full heart to him; and Psyche had
given him her faithful promise to sit to him in Arab costume for his
projected picture. Not that as yet he was in love with Psyche; love at
first sight was alien to the artist's timid and shrinking nature; but he
had recognised from the very first moment he saw her that he would be
more capable of conceiving a grand passion for that beautiful girl than
for any other woman he had ever met in the course of his wanderings. To
begin with,[Pg 121] was she not Haviland Dumaresq's daughter? and Linnell's
reverence for the great thinker, in his solitude and poverty, was so
profound and intense that that fact alone prepossessed him immensely
from the very first in Psyche's favour. But even had she been the
daughter of a Mrs. Maitland or a village inn-keeper, Linnell could
hardly have helped being interested in the pink-and-white maiden. He had
sat and talked with her all the evening long in a convenient corner; he
had drawn her out slowly, bit by bit; her shyness and reserve had made
him almost forget his own; her innocent pleasure at the attention he
paid her had flattered and delighted his sensitive spirit. Though
Haviland Dumaresq had honoured him with his confidence, it was of Psyche
he thought all the small-hours through; it was Psyche's voice, not the
great philosopher's, that rang in his ears as he lay awake and hugged
himself; it was Psyche's[Pg 122] eyes that made his heart flutter with unwonted
excitement through the night-watches.


Linnell was thirty, and at thirty these symptoms come stronger than in
early youth. It is then that a man begins to know himself a man: it is
then that he begins to recognise and appraise his own effect upon the
hearts of women.


He liked Psyche—liked her immensely; but the really important question
was this, Did Psyche like him? He knew enough about women, of course, by
this time, to know that six or seven thousand a year will buy you
outright the venal love of half the girls in a London ballroom. He knew
that, and he didn't care to invest his money in the unprofitable
purchase. The question was, Did Psyche really like him for himself, or
could Psyche be made so to like him? He glanced down uneasily, as he sat
in his own arm-chair in the inn room, at his lame leg, or the leg[Pg 123] that
he still insisted on considering as lame, and asked himself gravely many
times over, Would Psyche take him, limp and all included, without the
dead make-weight of that hypothetical and unacknowledged fortune? If
Psyche would, then well and good: it was an honour for any man to marry
Haviland Dumaresq's daughter. But if Psyche wouldn't—— Ha, what a
start! As he thought the words to himself, Linnell for the first time
realized in his soul how deeply his life had already intertwined itself
with Psyche's.


The dream was born but the day before yesterday; and yet even to-day to
give it up would cost him a lasting pang of sorrow.


He had understood well what Haviland Dumaresq meant when he said that if
he had to advise any young man or woman beginning life he would tell
them to go the way of the world, and work for money, position, and[Pg 124]
power. The great philosopher was a father, after all: he was thinking of
Psyche. And for that, Linnell could not really find it in his heart to
blame him. The old man had led his own heroic life, in his own heroic
self-denying way, for a grand purpose: he had spent himself in the
service of thought and humanity. But when he looked at Psyche's
beautiful young life—at that pink-and-white rosebud, just opening so
sweetly and daintily to the air of heaven—he might well be forgiven for
the natural wish to surround her with all possible comfort and luxury. A
man may be a Stoic for himself if he likes, no doubt, but no good man
can ever be a Stoic for those he loves best—for his wife or his
daughter.


There the painter thoroughly sympathized with him. If he married Psyche,
it would be because he wished to make her happy: to give her all that
money can give: to make life more beautiful and worthy and dear to[Pg 125] her.
For that, he would gladly fling away everything.


So Linnell could easily forgive the father if he wished Psyche, as the
world says, 'to marry well'—to marry money—for, in plain prose, that
was what it came to. He could forgive even Haviland Dumaresq himself for
that vulgar thought. He could forgive Dumaresq—but not Psyche. If
Psyche took him, she must take him for pure, pure love alone. She must
never ask if he was rich or poor. She must never inquire into the
details of his banking-book. She must fling herself upon him just
because she loved him. He wanted in his way to do after the fashion of
the Lord of Burleigh. He must be but a landscape-painter, and a village
maiden she. On those terms alone would he consent to be loved. And on
those terms, too, he said to himself, with a little thrill of delight,
Haviland Dumaresq's daughter would be content to love[Pg 126] him. If Psyche
were made of other mould than that—if Psyche were swayed by vulgar
ideals and base self-interest—if Psyche were incapable of devotion like
her father's, or of love like his own—then Linnell for his part would
have nothing to say to her. It was just because he felt sure something
of Haviland Dumaresq's grand self-forgetfulness must run innate in his
daughter's veins that the painter believed he could give up his life for
her.


So he whispered to himself, as he lay awake that night and thought of
Psyche. But at that very moment, at the Wren's Nest, a gray old man,
erect and haughty still, but with that dreamy look in his eyes that
Linnell had noticed so keenly on their second meeting, stole on tiptoe
into the room where his daughter slept, and regarding her long in a
strange ecstasy of delight, candle in hand, murmured to himself in low
hazy tones: 'She[Pg 127] shall be rich. She shall be happy. She shall have
all she wants. She shall live the life I never lived. I see it. I feel
it. I know it's coming.—A rich man shall love her. I feel it's
coming.—Space swells around me. The walls grow bigger. The world grows
wider. The music rings. How glorious it all looks in Psyche's palace! I
shall make her happy. I shall guard her and watch over her. She shall
never fling her life away, as I flung mine, for vain conceits, for empty
shadows. I see the vision. I hear the music. It rings in my ears. It
tells me she shall be happy.'


If a medical man could have looked at the great philosopher's eyes just
then, he would have needed but little experience to tell you that the
silver-coated pellet Haviland Dumaresq had swallowed to calm his nerves
the evening before was pure opium. It was thus that nature revenged
herself at last for[Pg 128] long years of excessive toil and terrible
privation.


Next day Psyche was to begin her sittings in the Arab costume. Linnell
was up early, and opened his letters from London at the breakfast-table.
Among them was one from his agent in town, giving a list of all
libraries and institutions in the English-speaking world to which copies
of Haviland Dumaresq's great work could be sent by an ardent admirer.
The number a little surprised himself: his agent had hunted up two
hundred and seventy distinct recipients. The complete series of the
'Encyclopædic Philosophy' was published at three guineas a set: the
total would amount, therefore, to £850 10s. He totted up the number on
the back of an envelope, and drew a long breath. That was a big
sum—much bigger than he expected; but it would make Dumaresq rich for
many a long day to come. Eight hundred and fifty was nothing to him.[Pg 129] He
took his cheque-book from his portmanteau, and filled in a cheque for
that amount offhand. Then he wrote a short note of instruction to his
agent; packed up his easel for the morning's work; dropped letter and
cheque in the post-box as he passed, and presented himself betimes at
the Wren's Nest, with an approving conscience, to fulfil his engagement.


He was glad to think he had done so much to make Psyche and her father
both happy. And he was glad, too, in a certain indefinite,
half-conscious way, that he'd planned it first for Haviland Dumaresq's
own sake, before he even knew of Psyche's existence. Love of philosophy,
not love of a girl, had given him the earliest impulse to do that kind
and generous action.


It was a happy morning, indeed, for both the young people. Linnell had
to pose and drape Psyche, with Geraldine Maitland's[Pg 130] friendly
assistance—for Geraldine had come round to bring the Arab dress, and
remained to perform propriety for the occasion. 'Papa wouldn't come down
this morning,' Psyche said, blushing: 'he had one of his very bad
headaches to-day. She noticed last night that papa's eyes had that
strange far-away, dreamy look about them which, she always observed, was
followed soon by a racking headache. He was dreadfully depressed when he
got well, too: he'd have a terrible fit of depression to-morrow, she was
afraid.' Linnell was politely sorry to hear that; yet too secretly glad
at the proximate success of his own device to feel that the depression
could be very permanent. It was such an impersonal way of doing a man a
benefit—increasing the sale of his book so largely. It would all go in
with the yearly account, no doubt; and unless Dumaresq inquired very
closely into the sales, he would never even find out the real[Pg 131] reason of
this apparent leap into sudden popularity. He would only know in a vague
and general way that a great many more of his books had been sold this
year than in any previous year since their first publication.


'There, that'll do exactly,' he said at last, posing Psyche's head, with
a soft silky haik thrown lightly across it, a little on one side
towards her left shoulder. 'Don't you think so, Miss Maitland? It'll do
so. That's absolute perfection. Now you can laugh and talk as much as
you like, you know, Miss Dumaresq. Don't suppose it's the same as having
your photograph taken. What a painter wants above all is the natural
expression. The more you're yourself the more beautiful and graceful the
picture will be, of course.'


'What a pretty compliment!' Geraldine Maitland murmured archly. 'You
never speak that way to me, Mr. Linnell.'[Pg 132]


The painter looked down and laughed awkwardly. 'But I've never painted
you, you know, Miss Maitland,' he answered, rather restrained. 'When I
do, I'll prepare a whole quiverful of compliments ready for use
beforehand.'


'I understand. Precisely so. But with Psyche, you see, they well out
naturally.'


Psyche blushed and smiled at once. 'Don't talk such nonsense,
Geraldine,' she said with a bashful air. 'Is this right now, Mr.
Linnell, please? Geraldine sets me out of pose by talking.'


Linnell looked up from his easel admiringly. 'Go on making her blush
like that as long as you please, Miss Maitland,' he said with a smile,
as he outlined her delicate face on his canvas. 'That's just how I want
it. Nothing could be more perfect. My Fatma or Mouni's supposed to be
caught in the very act of falling in love for the first time. I[Pg 133] mean to
call it "The Dawn of Love," in fact, and you must try to throw yourself
as fully as possible into the spirit of the character, you see, Miss
Dumaresq.'


If Linnell had wished to make her blush, indeed, nothing he could have
said would have succeeded better. The poor girl flushed so crimson at
once from chin to forehead that Linnell took pity upon her, and strove
at once to turn the current of the conversation. He shifted the subject
to Dumaresq and his work, the adherents his system was gaining on the
Continent, and his own profound belief in its ultimate triumph. 'All
great things grow slowly,' he said, as he worked away at the dainty
curve of those quivering nostrils. 'The Newtonian gravitation was
disbelieved for half a century, and Lamarck went blind and poor to his
grave without finding one adherent for his evolutionary theories.'


'Papa has many,' Psyche said simply, 'and[Pg 134] those, too, among the
greatest and most famous of the time. Even among the people we see here
at Petherton, I can always measure their intellect at first sight by
observing in what sort of respect they hold my father.'


'Then my intelligence must be of a very high order,' Linnell went on,
laughing, 'for I believe nobody on earth ranks Haviland Dumaresq higher
than I do. To me he seems far and away the greatest thinker I've ever
met or seen or read about.'


'To me, too,' Psyche answered quietly.


The reply startled him by its simple directness. It was so strange that
a girl of Psyche's age should have any opinion at all of her own upon
such a subject; stranger still that she should venture to express it to
another so plainly and openly. There was something of Haviland
Dumaresq's own straightforward impersonal truthfulness in this frank
avowal[Pg 135] of supreme belief on Psyche's part in her father's greatness.
Linnell liked her all the better for her frank confidence. 'I'm glad to
hear you say so,' he said, 'for one knows that great men are often so
much misjudged by their own family. No man, we know, is a hero to his
valet. Let him be the profoundest philosopher that ever breathed on
earth, and he's oftenest looked upon as Only Papa by his own daughters.
But I'm glad to know, too, that the faith is spreading. How many copies,
now, have you any idea, are usually sold of the "Encyclopædic
Philosophy?"'


'Oh, not more than ten or twelve a year,' Psyche answered carelessly,
rearranging the drapery upon her shining shoulder.


Linnell started.


'Only ten or twelve a year!' he cried, astonished. 'You don't mean to
tell me that's really the case? You must be mistaken! I can't believe
it. Only ten or[Pg 136] twelve copies a year of the greatest work set forth by
any thinker of the present century!'


'Yes,' Psyche answered, in that quiet, resigned, matter-of-fact way she
had inherited from her father. 'You see, in England, people read it at
the libraries: the great sale's all abroad, papa says, and the book's
been translated into all European and Asiatic languages, so people for
the most part buy the translations, which practically bring in next to
nothing. Then the Americans, of course, who read it so much, read it all
in pirated editions. They once sent papa a hundred pounds as
compensation; but papa sent the cheque back again at once. He said he
wouldn't accept it as a present and a favour from people who ought to
pay tenfold as a simple act of natural justice.'


'But I suppose whatever are sold now are all clear profit?' Linnell
asked tentatively,[Pg 137] with many misgivings, lest he should ask too much,
and let out beforehand the secret of this enormous bound into supposed
popularity.


'Well, yes,' Psyche answered with some little hesitation. 'I believe
they are. I've heard papa say Macmurdo and White have long since covered
all expenses, and that every copy sold now is money in pocket.'


Linnell breathed freely once more. Then the £850 10s., for which he had
sent off his cheque that morning to his agent would be all clear gain to
the poor needy Dumaresq. His brush worked on upon the canvas with
unusual vigour. He had never had such a sitter in his life before; he
had never felt he was doing himself such justice, nor experienced such a
supreme internal consciousness of having been useful to others in his
generation.





When the head of the great publishing[Pg 138] house of Macmurdo and White
received a cheque for £850 10s., and an order for two hundred and
seventy complete sets of 'Dumaresq's Encyclopædic' (as the trade in its
recognised shorthand calls it), he raised his eyebrows, sucked in his
cheeks, and tapped with his forefinger on the desk of the
counting-house.


'It's coming, White,' he said, enchanted. 'I told you it was coming. I
knew it was bound to come sooner or later. "Dumaresq's Encyclopædics"
certain to sell in the long-run. There's an order here outright for two
hundred and seventy of 'em. Two hundred and seventy's a very big lot.
See how many we have ready in cloth, will you, and order the rest to be
bound at once from the quires to order. I'm devilish glad we bought the
copyright of that book outright from the man—and for a mere song, too.
It's paid expenses, I see, these three years back: so that's[Pg 139] eight
hundred and fifty pounds clear profit for the house on a small
transaction.'


For when Psyche Dumaresq mentioned the casual fact that every copy sold
of her father's great work was 'money in pocket,' she omitted to add the
trifling detail that the pocket in question was Messrs. Macmurdo and
White's, worshipful publishers', and not the author's, Haviland
Dumaresq's. To anyone who lived in the world of books, indeed, that
point would have been the first and most natural to make inquiries
about: but the painter, in his eagerness to do a good deed, had never
even so much as thought of the possibility that the copyright might not
be the author's. All that Linnell had actually accomplished, in fact, by
his generous intention was simply to put eight hundred guineas or so
into the bursting till of a flourishing firm of London publishers.


'And look here, White,' Mr. Macmurdo[Pg 140] called out as his partner left the
room to fulfil the order: 'that poor devil Dumaresq never made much out
of the book for his pains. Let's send the man a twenty-pound note as a
present!'


Most English publishers would have made it a hundred; and no other trade
on earth would have made it anything. But Macmurdo and White are
proverbially close-fisted; and the twenty-pound note from that amiable
firm was all Haviland Dumaresq ever got out of Charles Linnell's
well-meant attempt to benefit the great philosopher. When it arrived at
the Wren's Nest, Dumaresq turned to Psyche with a smile and said: 'I may
keep that honestly. They must have made it well out of me or they
wouldn't send it. Though of course I've no right in the world to a
penny. But it's dropped in at the very nick of time. It'll cover the
cost of that young man's picture.'





[Pg 141]


CHAPTER VII.


AT THE UNITED SERVICE.



When General Maitland returned a week later from the Métropole Hotel to
High Ash, Petherton, it was with conscious rectitude and the sense of a
duty performed that he remarked to his wife:


'Well, Maria, I went to the club, and I've found out all about that
painter fellow.'


As a matter of fact, indeed, it was with no small persistence that that
gallant soldier had prosecuted his inquiries in London town into the
Linnell pedigree.


In the smoking-room of the Senior United Service Club, a few days after
his arrival in[Pg 142] town, he had chanced to light upon Sir Austen Linnell,
the supposed cousin of their Algerian acquaintance. Sir Austen, a cold
and reserved man, was very full at the moment of his preparations for
going to Egypt, to join Gordon at Khartoum by special invitation. Those
were the days of the forlorn hope, while communications up the Nile were
yet clear, before the Mahdi's troops had begun to invest the doomed
city; and Sir Austen had obtained leave, he said, to accept a call from
Gordon himself to form one of his staff in the capital of the
threatened, but still unconquered, Soudan. This was the very moment for
inquiring, clearly. General Maitland fastened himself upon Sir Austen
with avidity, and listened patiently to all his details of the outfit he
ought to take for the Upper Nile journey, and of the relative advantages
of the rival routes viâ Assouan or Suakim to the heart of Africa. At
last Sir Austen paused a[Pg 143] little in his narrative; and the General,
thinking an appropriate moment had now arrived, managed to remark
casually:


'By the way, Linnell, we've a namesake of yours stopping down at
Petherton just at present. I wonder whether he and you are any
relations.'


Sir Austen's brow gathered slightly.


'A painter fellow?' he asked with a contemptuous intonation.


'Well, he certainly paints,' the General answered, with some faint
undercurrent of asperity in his tone, for he didn't quite care to hear a
possible son-in-law of the Maitlands of High Ash thus cavalierly
described; 'but I'm not sure whether he's a regular artist or only an
amateur. I think he paints for amusement chiefly. He seems to be coiny.
Do you know anything of him?'


'I've heard of him,' Sir Austen replied curtly, perusing the ceiling.[Pg 144]


'His name's Austen Linnell too, by the way,' the General went on with
bland suggestiveness. 'Charles Austen Linnell, he calls himself. He must
belong to your family, I fancy.'


Sir Austen raised his shoulders almost imperceptibly.


'A' Stuarts are na sib to the king,' he answered oracularly, with the
air of a man who desires to close, offhand, an unseasonable discussion.
And he tapped the table as he spoke with one impatient forefinger.


But General Maitland, once fairly on the scent, was not thus to be
lightly put down. He kept his point well in view, and he meant to make
for it, with soldierly instinct, in spite of all obstacles.


'The man has money,' he said, eyeing Sir Austen close and sharp. 'He's a
gentleman, you know, and very well educated. He was[Pg 145] at Christ Church, I
imagine, and he travels in Africa.'


'I dare say he has money,' Sir Austen retorted with a certain show of
unwonted petulance, taking up a copy of Vanity Fair from the table,
and pretending to be vastly interested in the cartoon. 'And I dare say
he travels in Africa also. A great many fellows have money nowadays.
Some of them make it out of cats'-meat sausages. For my own part, I
think a sort of gentlemanly indigence is more of a credential to good
society at the present day than any amount of unaccountable money. I
know I can never raise any cash myself, however much I want it. Land in
Rutland's a drug in the market, to be had for the asking. If your friend
wants to rent an ancestral estate, now, on easy terms, on the strength
of a singular coincidence in our Christian and surnames, I shall be
happy to meet him through my agent any day, with a[Pg 146] most equitable
arrangement for taking Thorpe Manor. If he chose to live in the house
while I'm away in Africa (where those confounded Jews can't get at me
anyhow), he might make a great deal of social capital in the county out
of the double-barrelled resemblance, and perhaps marry into some good
family, which I suppose is the height of the fellow's ambition.' And Sir
Austen, laying down the paper once more, and puffing away most
vigorously at his cigar, strode off with long strides, and without
further explanation vouchsafed, to the secure retreat of the club
billiard-room.


His reticence roused General Maitland's curiosity to almost
boiling-point.


'A' Stuarts are na sib to the king,' Sir Austen had said; but he had
never explicitly denied the relationship. Who could this painter Linnell
really be, then; and why should the putative head of his house speak[Pg 147]
with so evident a mixture of dislike and envy about his supposed
fortune? The General was puzzled. He looked around him with a comical
air of utter despair, and roped his gray moustache to right and left in
sore perplexity.


As he gazed round the room, airing his doubts visibly, his eyes chanced
to fall upon old Admiral Rolt, seated on a divan in the far corner, and
looking up from his perusal of the Piccadilly Gazette with a curious
twinkle about his small, fat pigs'-eyes. General Maitland nodded a
cursory recognition; and the Admiral, laying down his paper nothing
loath, in the midst of a brilliant and vehement leader on the supineness
of the service and the wickedness of the Administration, waddled across
the room on his short fat legs slowly to meet him.


'You were asking Linnell about that Yankee cousin of his,' he said with
his oily, gossipy smile—for the Admiral is the licensed[Pg 148] tattle-monger
of the Senior United Service. 'Well, if you care to hear it, I know that
story well from beginning to end. Seen it all through from the day it
was launched. Met my old shipmate, the painter fellow's father, in
Boston long ago, when I was cruising about on the North American
station, and gave him a lift once to Halifax in the old wooden
Bellerophon, the one that was broken up after Bosanquet's haul-down,
you recollect, when I got my promotion. Knew all his people in Rutland,
too, from the time I was a baby; and the lady as well: dear me, dear me,
she was a clever one! Best hand at a page or a saucy chambermaid I
ever saw in my born days; and as full of cunning as Canton is of
Chinamen.'


'Then they are related?' the General asked cautiously.


'Related! Who? Linnell and the painter? My dear sir, I believe you.
First-cousins,[Pg 149] that's all: own brother's sons: and unless Sir Austen
has a boy of his own before he dies, you take my word for it, that lame
painter man's the heir to the baronetcy.'


'You don't mean to say so!' the General cried, surprised.


'Yes, I do, though. That's it. You may take my word for it. Very few
people nowadays know anything about the story—blown over long ago, as
things do blow over: and Linnell himself—Sir Austen, I mean—won't for
a moment so much as acknowledge the relationship. It's not in the
Peerage. Linnell don't allow it to be put in—he disclaims the
connection: and the lame fellow's a sight too proud and too quixotic to
meddle with the family dirty linen. He doesn't want to have the whole
bundle dragged to light, and Sir Austen blackguarding his father and
mother in every house in all London. But if ever Sir Austen[Pg 150] dies, you
mark my words, the painter fellow 'll come into Thorpe Manor as sure as
my name's John Antony Rolt, sir. It's strictly entailed: property
follows the baronetcy in tail male. Linnell's done his very best to
break the entail, to my certain knowledge, in order to cut off this
Yankee cousin: but it's no go: the law can't manage it. The lame man'll
follow him as master at Thorpe to a dead certainty, unless Lady Linnell
presents him with an heir to the title beforehand—which isn't likely,
seeing that they've been over five years married.'


'But why does Linnell object to acknowledging him?' the General asked
curiously.


'Well, it's a precious long story,' the old sailor answered,
button-holing his willing listener with great joy—a willing listener
was a godsend to the Admiral: 'but I'll tell you all about it in strict
confidence, as I know the ins and outs of the whole question from[Pg 151] the
very beginning. It seems Sir Austen Linnell the elder—you remember
him?—the thin old fellow with the cracked voice who was once in the F.O.,
worse luck! and got us into that precious nasty mess with the
Siamese about the Bangkok bombardment—well, that Sir Austen, the
present man's father, had a brother Charles, a harum-scarum creature
with a handsome face and a wild eye, who was a messmate of mine as
midshipman on board the Cockatrice. The Cockatrice one time was
stationed at Plymouth, and there we all fell in with an awfully pretty
dancing-girl—one Sally Withers her real name was, I believe, in private
circles; but they called her at the theatre, if you please, Miss Violet
Fitzgerald. So what must Charlie Linnell and this girl Sally do, by
George! but get very thick indeed with one another: so thick at last
that there was a jolly row over it, and Sir Austen the eldest, who was
then[Pg 152] living—not the F.O. man, you understand, but his father again,
the Peninsular hero, who died afterwards of the cholera in India—came
down to Plymouth and broke the whole thing completely up. He carried off
Charlie in disgrace to town, dismissed Miss Sally Violet Fitzgerald to
her own profession, spirited her away with her troupe to Australia, and
made poor Charlie resign his commission, which he was permitted to do at
headquarters on easy terms, to prevent some scandal about a forged leave
of absence or something from the Port Admiral.'


'But then this man Linnell the painter isn't—— '


'Just you wait and hear. That ain't by any means the end of the story.
An old sailor must take his own time to spin his yarn. Well, Charlie, he
settled down to a respectable life in town, and was pitchforked by his
father into a jolly good berth in the[Pg 153] backstairs of the War Office, and
grew religious, and forswore the theatre, and took to getting up penny
readings, and altogether astonished his friends and acquaintances by
developing into a most exemplary member of society. Quite an evolution,
as folks say nowadays. Some of us had our doubts about the change, of
course, who'd known Charlie in the noisy old days on board the
Cockatrice: but, bless your heart, we said nothing: we waited to see
what 'ud be the end of it all. In time, if you please, Master Charlie
announces, to our great surprise, he's going to be married—to a
second-cousin of his, twice removed, the daughter of a Dean, too, an
excellent match, down at Melbury Cathedral. So in due course the
marriage comes off, the Dean officiating, and everybody goes into
raptures over the bride, and says how wonderfully Charlie has quieted
down, and what an excellent man lay hid so long under his brass[Pg 154] buttons
and his midshipman's uniform. It was "West African Mission Meeting;
Charles Linnell, Esquire, will take the chair at eight precisely." It
was "Melbury Soup Kitchen; Charles Linnell, Esquire, Ten Guineas." It
was "Loamshire Auxiliary, Charles Linnell, Esquire, President and
Treasurer." You never in your life saw such a smooth-faced,
clean-shaven, philanthropic, methodistical, mealy-mouthed gentleman. He
was the very moral of a blameless ratepayer. But under it all, he was
always Charlie.'


'And the painter, I suppose, is a son of this man's and the Dean's
daughter?' General Maitland interposed, anxious to get at the pith of
the long-winded story.


'Don't you believe it,' the Admiral answered energetically, with a small
fat wink. 'The Dean's daughter had one nice little boy, to be sure, whom
the present Sir Austen still acknowledges as a sort of cousin: but
that's[Pg 155] neither here nor there, I tell you: he's a parson in
Northumberland now, the Dean's grandson, and nothing at all to do with
this present history. About three months after that boy was born,
however, what should happen but a party of strolling players comes round
to Melbury, where Charlie happened to be stopping at the time with his
papa-in-law, the Dean, and accepting hospitality from his revered and
right reverend friend, the Bishop. Well, the Dean, who was a good sort
of body in his way, was all for converting the actors and actresses; so
he invited them in the lump from their penny gaff to a meeting at the
Deanery, Charles Linnell, Esquire, the eminent philanthropist, to
deliver a nice little fatherly address to them. Charlie made them a most
affecting speech, and everything went off as well as could be expected
till the very last moment, when, just as they'd finished their weak tea
and penny buns, and Charlie was[Pg 156] moving away with great dignity from the
chair, which he'd filled so beautifully, what should happen but a bold,
good-looking player woman, whom he hadn't noticed in a dark corner, gave
him a dig in the ribs, and called out to him in a fine broad Irish
brogue—she'd played some Irish part when Charlie was stationed on the
Cockatrice at Plymouth—"Och, Charlie, ohone, sure an' it's yourself's
the hoary old hypocrite! Don't ye know me, thin, for your wedded wife,
Mistress Linnell, me darlin', fresh back from Australia?" And true
enough that's just what she was, as it turned out afterwards: for
Charlie'd married Miss Sally Violet quite regularly at Plymouth half a
dozen years before.'


'What, bigamy!' the General cried in almost mute surprise.


'Ah, bigamy, if you choose to put an ugly name to it: that's just about
the long and short of it. But anyhow, there was a[Pg 157] regular burst-up that
very evening. In twenty-four hours Charlie had disappeared: the eminent
philanthropic gentleman had ceased to exist. Miss Sally Violet, who
was a clever one, and no mistake, and as handsome a woman as ever I
set eyes upon, bar none, had got him straight under her pretty little
thumb again: he was just fascinated, clean taken by surprise; and next
week, it was all about over every club in London that Charlie Linnell
had eloped with her from Liverpool for somewhere in America, and the
Dean's daughter was once more a spinster.'


'What a painful surprise!' the General said constrainedly.


'Painful? You may say so. Poor Mrs. Linnell the Second, the Dean's
daughter, nearly cried her wretched little black eyes out. But the
family stuck by her like bricks, I must say. Sir Austen the eldest
declared he'd never acknowledge Mrs. Linnell the First as[Pg 158] one of the
family, and he left what he could to Mrs. Linnell the Second and her
poor little baby, the parson in Northumberland. Meanwhile, Charlie'd
gone off on his own hook to Boston, you see, with five thousand pounds,
saved from the wreck, in his waistcoat pocket, unable to come to England
again, of course, as long as he lived, for fear Mr. Dean should
prosecute him for bigamy; but with that clever little wife of his, the
Sally Violet creature, ready to make his fortune for him over again in
America. She hadn't been there but a year and a day, as the old song
says, when this new painter baby appears upon the scene, the legitimate
heir to the Linnells of Thorpe Manor. Well, clever little Mrs. Sally
Violet, she says, says she to Charlie: "Charlie, my boy," says she, "you
must make money for the precious baby." "How?" says Charlie. "A pill,"
says Sally. "But what the dickens do I know about pills, my dear?" says[Pg 159]
Charlie, flabbergasted. "What's that got to do with the question,
stupid?" says sharp Mrs. Sally. "Advertise, advertise, advertise, is the
motto! Nothing can be done in this world without advertisements." So she
took Charlie's five thousand into her own hands and advertised like
winking, all over the shop, till you couldn't go up the White Mountain
peak without seeing in letters as big as yourself on every rock, "Use
Linnell's Instantaneous Lion Liver Pills." Podophyllin and rhubarb did
all the rest, and Charlie died a mild sort of a millionaire at last in a
big house in Beacon Street, Boston. This fellow with the game leg
inherited the lot—the ballet-girl having predeceased him in the odour
of sanctity—but I understand he made over a moiety of the fortune to
his half-brother, the parson in Northumberland, Mr. Dean's grandson. He
said his father's son was his father's son, acknowledged or
unacknowledged, and[Pg 160] he for his part would never do another the cruel
wrong which the rest of the world would be glad enough to do to himself
if they had the opportunity.'


'That was honourable of him, at any rate,' the General said dryly.


'Honourable of him? Well, yes, I grant you that; honourable, of course,
but confoundedly quixotic. The fellow's all full of this sentimental
nonsense, though. He won't lay claim to the heirship to the baronetcy in
the Peerage, it seems, because the other son's well known in England,
and he won't brand his own half-brother with bastardy, he says, whatever
comes of it. His own half-brother, by the way, the parson in
Northumberland, though he owes his fortune to him, hates him like
poison, and would brand him with bastardy or anything else as soon as
look at him. And then he's got ridiculous ideas about his money
generally: doesn't feel sure[Pg 161] the paternal pills ever did any good in
the world to anybody to speak of, though I believe they're harmless,
quite harmless, and I used to take them myself for years on the North
American Station, where one needs such things in the hot season. But
this young fellow has doubts as to their efficacy after all, it seems,
and is sensitive about the way his money was made: says he holds it in
trust for humanity, or some such high-falutin, new-fangled nonsense, and
would like to earn his living honestly if he could by his own exertions.
Charlie sent him over to be educated at Oxford (though of course he
couldn't come himself), as he wanted to make an English gentleman of
him. He spends the best part of his fortune in charity, I believe,
encouraging people he thinks should be encouraged, and pensioning off
everybody who suffered in any way, however remotely, by his father's
doings. He's quite quixotic, in fact—quite quixotic.'[Pg 162]


'If he thinks it's right,' the General said quietly—for he believed in
duty, like an old-fashioned soldier, and was not ashamed to deal in
moral platitudes, 'he ought to stick to it. But,' he added after a short
pause, 'if he were to marry any nice girl anywhere, I expect he'd turn
out much like all the rest of us.'


'Eh, what's that?' the Admiral cried sharply, peering out of his fat
little black eyes like a wide-awake hedgehog. 'Marry a nice girl? Ah,
yes, I dare say—if any nice girl can only manage to catch him. But the
man's as full of fads and fancies as a schoolgirl. Suspicious,
suspicious, suspicious of everybody. Thinks people look down upon him
because he's lame. Thinks they look down upon him because his mother was
only a ballet-girl. Thinks they look down upon him because his father
ran away to America. Thinks they look down upon him because the[Pg 163]
Linnells of Thorpe Manor won't acknowledge him. Thinks they look down
upon him because his money was made out of pills. Thinks they look down
upon him for what he is and for what he isn't, for what they think him
and what they don't think him. And all the time, mind you, knows his own
worth, and doesn't mean to be caught for nothing: has as keen an idea of
the value of his money, as perfect a sense of how much the world runs
after seven thousand a year, and as good a notion of his own position as
heir-presumptive to an old English baronetcy, as any other man in the
three kingdoms. But the Linnells were always unaccountable people—most
odd mixtures: and even Charlie, in spite of his high jinks and his
bare-faced hypocrisy, was chock-full of all sorts of high-flown notions.
They say he loved the ballet-girl right through, like a perfect fool,
and was only persuaded to marry the Dean's daughter[Pg 164] at last by his
father swearing she was dead and buried long ago at Plymouth. When I met
him at Boston, years after, in the liver-pill business, there he was,
billing and cooing with Miss Sally Violet as fondly as ever, and as
madly devoted to this lame boy of theirs as if his mother had been a
Duchess's daughter.'


And later in the day, when General Maitland had retired to his own room
at the Métropole, the Admiral was button-holing every other flag-officer
in the whole club, and remarking, with his little pig's-eyes as wide
open as the lids would permit: 'I say, So-and-so, have you heard the
latest thing out in society? Maitland's girl's trying to catch that
Yankee artist fellow, Linnell's cousin!'





[Pg 165]


CHAPTER VIII.


GETTING ON.



It must be frankly confessed that Linnell took an unconscionably long
time in painting in the figure of that bewitching Arab girl in the
foreground of his graceful Algerian picture. He arranged and rearranged
the drapery and the pose till Psyche herself was fairly astonished at
the exacting requirements of high art. Perhaps he had reasons of his own
for being in no hurry over his self-imposed task: at any rate, he
loitered lovingly over every touch and every detail, and filled in the
minutest points of the flesh-tints with even more than his customary
conscientious[Pg 166] minuteness. Psyche, too, for her part, seemed to like
very well her novel trade of artist's model.


'Are you tired yet?' Linnell asked her more than once, as they sat in
the gloom of the bare little dining-room at the Wren's Nest together;
and Psyche answered always with a smile of half-childish surprise: 'Oh
dear no, Mr. Linnell—not the least in the world. I could sit like this
and be painted for ever.'


To say the truth, she had never before known she was so beautiful.
Linnell could idealize female heads against any man; and Psyche's pretty
head came out on his canvas so glorified by the halo of first love that
she hardly recognised her own counterfeit presentment.


'Do you always take so much pains with your sitters?' she asked once, as
the painter paused and regarded attentively some shade of expression on
her lips and eyebrows.[Pg 167]


And Linnell smiled a broad smile as he answered truthfully: 'Not unless
I think my sitter very well worth it.'


'And in the East, who do you get to sit for you?' Psyche asked, looking
up at him with those big liquid eyes of hers.


'Nobody so well worth painting as you,' the artist answered with a faint
touch of his brush on the eye in the picture—he had just managed to
catch the very light he wanted in it. 'Dancing-girls mostly, who sit for
money, or Nubians sometimes, who don't veil their features. But in Lower
Egypt and in Algiers, of course, you can't get most of the respectable
women to show you their faces at all for love or money.'


Psyche hesitated for a moment; then she said timidly: 'Nobody has ever
painted papa. Don't you think some day there ought to be a portrait of
him?'


Linnell started.[Pg 168]


'Do you mean to say,' he cried, with a fresh burst of surprise, 'there's
no portrait of him at all anywhere in existence?'


'Not even a photograph,' Psyche answered with a faint shake of her
pretty head. 'He won't be taken. He doesn't like it. He says a world
that won't read his books can't be very anxious to look at his outer
features. But I think there ought to be a portrait painted of him
somewhere, for all that. I look to the future. In after-ages, surely,
people will like to know what so great a man as papa looked like.'


'Then you have no fear for his fame?' Linnell asked, half smiling.


'None at all,' Psyche answered with quiet dignity. 'Of course, Mr.
Linnell, I don't pretend to understand his philosophy and all that sort
of thing; but I don't think I should be worthy to be my father's
daughter if I didn't see that, in spite of the world's neglect[Pg 169] and want
of appreciation, a man with so grand a character as papa must let his
soul go out in books which can never be forgotten.'


'I don't think you would,' Linnell murmured very low. 'And one of the
things I like best about you, Psyche, is that you appreciate your father
so thoroughly. It shows, as you say, you're not unworthy to be so great
a man's daughter.'


He had never called her Psyche before, but he called her so now quite
simply and unaffectedly; and Psyche, though it brought the warm blood
tingling into her cheek, took no overt notice of the bold breach of
conventional etiquette. She preferred that Linnell should call her so,
unasked, rather than formally ask for leave to use the more familiar
form in addressing her.


'Papa would make a splendid portrait, too,' she said wistfully, after a
moment's pause.


'He would,' Linnell assented. 'I never in[Pg 170] my life saw a nobler head. If
only somebody could be got somewhere who was good enough to do it.'


'Wouldn't you care to try?' Psyche asked with an outburst.


Linnell hesitated.


'It isn't my line,' he said. 'I can manage grace and delicate beauty, I
know, but not that rugged masculine grandeur. I'm afraid I should fail
to do my sitter justice.'


'Oh, I don't think so at all,' Psyche cried with some warmth. 'You
appreciate papa. You admire him. You understand him. You recognise the
meaning of the lines in his face. I think, myself, nobody could do it as
well as you could.' And she looked up at him almost pleadingly.


'You really mean it?' Linnell exclaimed, brightening up. She was but an
inexperienced country girl, yet her opinion of his art gave him more
profound self-confidence[Pg 171] than Sydney Colvin's or Comyns Carr's could
possibly have done. He needed encouragement and the frank note of
youthful certainty. No art critic so cocksure as a girl in her teens.
'If you think I could do it,' he went on after a pause, still working
hard at the light in the left eye, 'I should be proud to try my
inexperienced hand at it. I should go down to posterity, in that case,
if for nothing else, at least as the painter of the only genuine and
authentic portrait of Haviland Dumaresq.'


'You share my enthusiasm,' Psyche said with a smile.


'I do,' the painter answered, looking over at her intently. 'And,
indeed, I can sympathize with your enthusiasm doubly. In the first
place, I admire your father immensely; and in the second place'—he
paused for a moment, then he added reverently—'I had a mother myself
once. Nothing that anybody could ever have said[Pg 172] would have seemed to me
too much to say about my dear mother.'


'Did you ever paint her?' Psyche asked, with a quietly sympathetic
tinge in her voice.


Linnell shook his head.


'Oh no,' he said. 'She died before I was old enough to paint at all.
But,' he added after a pause, in his most hesitating tone, 'I've a
little miniature of her here, if you'd like to see it.'


'I should like it very much,' Psyche said softly. Nothings! nothings!
yet, oh, how full of meaning when sweet seventeen says them, with
pursed-up lips and blushing cheeks, to admiring thirty.


The painter put his hand inside the breast of his coat and drew out a
miniature in a small gold frame, hung round his neck by a black silk
ribbon. He handed it to Psyche. The girl gazed close at it long and
hard. It[Pg 173] was the portrait of a graceful, gracious, gentle old lady, her
smooth white hair surmounted by a dainty lace head-dress, and her soft
eyes, so like Linnell's own, instinct with a kindly care and sweetness.
Yet there was power, too, rare intellectual power, in the ample dome of
that tall white forehead; and strength of will, most unlike her son's,
stood confessed in the firm chin and the marked contour of the old
lady's cheeks. It must surely have been from 'Charlie'—that scapegrace
'Charlie'—that Linnell inherited the weaker half of his nature: in the
mother's traits, as set forth by the miniature, there showed no passing
line of mental or moral weakness.


'She must have been a very great lady indeed,' Psyche cried, looking
close at it.


'Oh no; not at all. She was only a singer—a public singer,' Linnell
answered truthfully. 'But she sang as I never heard any other[Pg 174] woman
sing in all my days; and she lived a life of pure unselfishness.'


'Tell me about her,' Psyche said simply.


Her pretty sympathy touched the painter's sensitive nature to the core.
His eyes brimmed full, and his hand trembled on the lashes of the face
in the picture, but he pretended to go on with it still unabashed.


'I can't tell you much,' he said, trying hard to conceal his emotion
from his sitter; 'but I can tell you a little. She was a grand soul. I
owe to her whatever there may be of good, if any, within me.'


'An American, I suppose?' Psyche went on musingly, as she read the name
and date in the corner, 'Boston, 1870.'


'No, not an American; thank heaven! not that—a Devonshire girl: true
Briton to the bone. She was proud of Devonshire, and she loved it
always. But she went away to America with my father of her own accord
in[Pg 175] her effort to redress a great wrong—a great wrong my father had
unwittingly been forced, by the cruelty and treachery of others, into
inflicting unawares on an innocent woman—a woman who hated her, and for
whom she would willingly have sacrificed everything. I can't tell you
the whole story—at least, not now. Perhaps—— ' And he paused. Then he
added more slowly: 'No, no; no, never. But I can tell you this much in
general terms: my father had been deceived by his father—a wicked old
man, my mother said, and my mother was a woman to be believed
implicitly—my father had been deceived by a terrible lie into
inflicting this cruel and irreparable wrong upon that other woman and a
helpless child of hers. My mother, who already had suffered bitterly at
his hands—for my father was a very weak man, though kind and
well-meaning—my mother found it out, and determined to make what
reparation was[Pg 176] possible to her for that irretrievable evil. She never
thought of herself. She never even vindicated her own position. She
stole away to America, and was as if she were dead; there she toiled and
slaved, and built up a livelihood for us in a strange way, and wished
that half of all she had earned should belong in the end to that other
woman and her innocent child; the woman that hated her. Through good
report and evil report she worked on still; she kept my father straight,
as no other woman could ever have kept him; she brought me up tenderly
and well; and when she died, she left it to me as a sacred legacy to
undo as far as in me lay the evil my grandfather and father had wrought
between them: one by his wickedness, the other by his weakness. I don't
suppose you can understand altogether what I mean; but I dare say you
can understand enough to know why I loved and revered and adored my
mother.'[Pg 177]


'I can understand all, I think,' Psyche murmured low; 'and I don't know
why I should be afraid to say so.' With any other woman, the avowal
might have sounded unwomanly; with Psyche, girt round in her perfect
innocence, it sounded but the natural and simple voice of human
sympathy.


Events take their colour from the mind that sees them. There are no such
things as facts; there are only impressions. The story old Admiral Rolt
had bluntly blurted out at the Senior United Service to General Maitland
was the self-same story that Linnell, in his delicate, obscure
half-hints, had faintly shadowed forth that day to Psyche; only the mode
of regarding the events differed. Between the two, each mind must make
its choice for itself. To the pure all things are pure; and to Admiral
Rolt the singer of beautiful songs, and the mother that Linnell so loved
and revered, envisaged herself only as a common music-[Pg 178]hall ballet-girl.
How far the scene at the Deanery and the Irish brogue were
embellishments of the Admiral's own fertile genius, nobody now living
could probably say. On the Admiral's tongue no story lost for want of
amplification. Perhaps the truth lay somewhere between the two extremes;
but Linnell's was at least the nobler version, and bespoke the nobler
mind at the back of it.


They paused for a moment or two in utter silence. Then Linnell spoke
again.


'Why do I make you the confidante of this little family episode?' he
asked dreamily.


'I suppose,' Psyche answered, looking up at him with something of her
father's bold, open look, 'because you knew you were sure of finding
friendly sympathy.'


Their eyes met, and then fell suddenly. A strange tremor ran through
Linnell's nerves. Was this indeed in very truth that woman who could
love him for his own soul, apart[Pg 179] from filthy lucre and everything else
of the earth, earthy?


He looked up again, and, hasting to change the conversation, asked of a
sudden:


'How can I get your father to sit for me, I wonder?'


He was afraid to trust his own heart any further.


Psyche's eyes came back from infinity with a start.


'Oh, he'd never sit!' she cried. 'You can't do it that way. We must
make up some plan to let you see him while you pretend to be painting
something else, and he doesn't suspect it. You must get your studies for
it while he knows nothing about it.'


'He might come in here while I paint you,' Linnell suggested with faint
indecision, 'and then I could put one canvas behind another.'


A slight cloud came over Psyche's brow. It was so much nicer to be
painted tête-à-tête[Pg 180] with only an occasional discreet irruption from
Geraldine Maitland, who sat for the most part reading French novels on
the tiny grass plot outside the open window.


'I think,' she said, after a slight pause, 'we might manage to concoct
some better plot with Geraldine.'


There's nothing on earth to bind two young people together at a critical
stage like concocting a plot. Before that surreptitious portrait of
Haviland Dumaresq was half finished—the old man being engaged in
conversation outside by Geraldine, while Linnell within caught his
features rapidly—the painter and Psyche felt quite at home with one
another, and Psyche herself, though not prone to love affairs, began
almost to suspect that Mr. Linnell must really and truly be thinking of
proposing to her. And if he did—well, Psyche had her own ideas about
her answer.





[Pg 181]


CHAPTER IX.


FOR STRATEGIC REASONS.



'George!' Mrs. Maitland remarked abruptly to her husband one evening, a
few weeks later, as they sat by themselves, towards the small-hours, in
the High Ash drawing-room, 'we must put our foot down without delay
about Geraldine and this flighty girl of poor crazy old Dumaresq's.'


The General wavered. He was an old soldier, and he knew that when your
commanding officer gives you a definite order, your duty is to obey, and
not to ask for reasons or explanations. Where Geraldine was in question,
however, discipline tottered,[Pg 182] and the General ventured to temporize
somewhat. He salved his conscience—his military conscience—by
pretending not quite to understand his wife.


'Put our foot down how?' he managed to ask, prevaricating.


Mrs. Maitland, however, was not the sort of woman to stand
prevarication.


'You know perfectly well what I mean,' she answered, bridling up, 'so
don't make-believe, George, you haven't observed it yourself. Don't look
down at the carpet, like a fool, like that. You've seen as well as I
have all this that's going on every day between them. Geraldine's
behaved disgracefully—simply disgracefully. Knowing very well we had an
eye ourselves upon that young man Linnell for her—a most eligible
match, as you found out in London—instead of aiding and abetting us in
our proper designs for her own happiness, what must[Pg 183] she go and do but
try her very hardest to fling him straight at the head of that
bread-and-butter miss of poor crazy old Dumaresq's? And not only that,
but, what's worse than all, she's helped on the affair, against her own
hand, by actually going and playing gooseberry for them.'


'But what can we do?' the General remarked helplessly. 'A girl of
Geraldine's spirit—— '


His commanding officer crushed him ruthlessly.


'A girl of Geraldine's spirit!' she repeated with scorn. 'You call
yourself a soldier! Why, George, I'm ashamed of you! Do you mean to tell
me you're afraid of your own daughter? We must put our foot down. That's
the long and the short of it!'


'How?' the General repeated once more with a shudder. It went against
the grain with him to repress Geraldine.[Pg 184]


'There are no two ways about it,' Mrs. Maitland went on, waving her
closed fan like a marshal's baton before her. 'Look the thing plainly in
the face, for once in your life, George. She must get married, and we
must marry her. Last year she refused that rich young Yankee at
Algiers. This year she's flung away her one chance of this well-to-do
painter man. She's getting on, and wasting opportunities. There's
Gordon's got into difficulties at Aldershot again: and Hugh, well,
Hugh's failed for everything: and the boys at Winchester are coming on
fast: and unless Geraldine marries, I'm sure I don't know what on earth
we're ever to do for ourselves about her.'


'Well, what do you want me to do?' the General asked submissively. A
soldier mayn't like it, but a soldier must always obey orders.


'Do? Why, speak to her plainly to[Pg 185]-morrow,' Mrs. Maitland said with
quiet emphasis. 'Tell her she mustn't go round any more wasting her time
with these half-and-half Dumaresqs.'


'Dumaresq's a gentleman,' the General said stoutly.


'Was one, I dare say. But he's allowed himself to sink. And, anyhow, we
can't let Geraldine aid and abet him in angling to catch this poor young
Linnell for his daughter Psyche, or whatever else he calls the
pink-and-white young woman. It's a duty we owe to Mr. Linnell himself to
protect him from such unblushing and disgraceful fortune-hunting. The
girl's unfitted to be a rich man's wife. Depend upon it, it's always
unwise to raise such people out of their natural sphere. You must speak
to Geraldine yourself to-morrow, George, and speak firmly.'


The General winced. But he knew his place.[Pg 186]


'Very well, Maria,' he answered without a murmur.


He would have saluted as he spoke had Mrs. Maitland and military duty
compelled the performance of that additional courtesy.


So next morning after breakfast, with many misgivings, the General drew
his daughter gently into his study, and begged her in set form to
abstain in future, for her mother's sake, from visiting the Dumaresqs.


Geraldine heard him out in perfect composure.


'Is that all, papa?' she asked at last, as the General finished with
trembling lips.


'That's all, Geraldine.'


He said it piteously.


'Very well, papa,' Geraldine answered, holding herself very tall and
erect, with one hand on the table. 'I know what it means. Mamma asked
you to speak to me about it. Mamma thinks Mr. Linnell might marry[Pg 187] me.
There mamma's mistaken. Mr. Linnell doesn't mean to ask me, and even if
he did, I don't mean to take him.'


'You don't?'


'No, papa; I don't. So that's the long and short of it. I don't love
him, and I won't marry him. He may be as rich as Cr[oe]sus, but I won't
marry him. More than that: he's in love with Psyche; and Psyche I
think's in love with him. They want my help in the matter very badly;
and unless somebody takes their future in hand and makes the running
very easy for them, I'm afraid Mr. Linnell will never summon up courage
to propose to Psyche. He's so dreadfully shy and reserved and nervous.'


'So you mean to go there still, my child, in spite of what I say to
you?'


Geraldine hesitated.


'Father dear,' she cried, putting her graceful arms round the old man's
neck tenderly,[Pg 188] 'I love you very, very much; but I can't bear not to
help poor dear lonely Psyche.'


The General's courage, which was all physical, oozed out like Bob
Acres's at the palms of his hands. This was not being firm; but he
couldn't help it. His daughter's attitude had his sincerest sympathy.
The commanding officer might go and be hanged. Still, he temporized.


'Geraldine,' he said softly, bending her head to his, 'promise me at
least you won't go to-day. Your mother'll be so annoyed with me if you
go to-day. Promise me to stop at home and—— '


'And protect you, you old dear!' She reflected a moment. 'Well, yes;
I'll stop at home just this once, if only to keep you out of trouble.
Give Mr. Linnell a chance of speaking if he really wants to. Though what
on earth poor Psyche'll do without me I'm sure I don't know. She's
expecting me to-[Pg 189]day. She counts on my coming. I'll have to write and
tell her I can't come; and Psyche's so quick, I'm afraid she'll guess
exactly why I can't get round this morning to help her.'


The General breathed more freely once more.


'There's a dear girl,' he said, stroking her hair gently. 'Your mother
would have been awfully annoyed if you'd gone. She thinks it's wrong of
you to encourage young Linnell in his flirtation with that girl. Though
I quite agree with you, Geraldine, my dear, that if you don't love a
man, you oughtn't to marry him. Only—it'd be a very great comfort to us
both, you know, my dear, if only you could manage ever to love a man who
was in a position to keep you as we've always kept you.'


'I don't know how it is,' Geraldine answered reflectively. 'I suppose
it's original sin or[Pg 190] the natural perversity of human nature coming out
in my case; but I never do like men with money, and I always fall in
love with men without a ha'penny. But, there; I've no time to discuss
the abstract question with you now. I must run up at once and write this
note to poor Psyche.'





[Pg 191]


CHAPTER X.


AS BETWEEN GENTLEMEN.



That same morning Linnell sat in his own room at the Red Lion, with a
letter of Sir Austen's lying open before him, and a look of sad
perplexity gathering slowly upon his puckered brow. It was natural,
perhaps, that Sir Austen should wish to settle the question once for all
before leaving England: natural, too, that Sir Austen should look at the
whole matter purely from the point of view of Frank Linnell, 'the parson
in Northumberland,' whom alone he had been sedulously taught from his
childhood upward to consider as his cousin, though the law would have
nothing to[Pg 192] do with countenancing their unacknowledged relationship. And
yet Linnell was distinctly annoyed. The tone of the letter was anything
but a pleasant one. 'Sir Austen Linnell presents his compliments'—what
a studiously rude way of addressing his own first-cousin, his next of
kin, his nearest relative, the heir to the baronetcy! Linnell took up
his pen and, biting his lip, proceeded at once, as was his invariable
wont, to answer offhand the unpleasant communication.


'Mr. C. A. Linnell presents his compliments—— ' No, no; as he wrote,
he remembered with a blush that verse of Shelley's, 'Let scorn be not
repaid with scorn;' and rising superior to the vulgar desire to equal an
adversary in rudeness and disrespect, he crumpled up the half-written
sheet in his hands, and began again upon a fresh page in more cousinly
fashion:[Pg 193]


'Dear Sir Austen,


'I can readily understand that your friendship and affection
for my half-brother Frank Linnell should prompt you to write to
me on the unfortunate question of the succession to the title
before leaving England. The subject, I need hardly say, is a
painful one to every one of us: to none of us more so, I feel
sure, than to myself. But as you are the first to open
communications upon it, there can be no reason on earth why I
should not answer your queries frankly and straight-forwardly
without reserve. In the first place, then, during your lifetime
I can promise you that I will not overtly or covertly lay claim
in any way to the heirship to the title and estates of the
baronetcy. In the second place, during my brother Frank's
lifetime I will not lay claim to the baronetcy itself, should
it ever fall to me, thereby implying any slight upon him or
upon my father's[Pg 194] memory. But, in the third place, I will not,
on the other hand, permit him to put any such slight upon me or
upon those whose memory is very dear to me by claiming it for
himself without any real legal title. Such a course, I think,
would imply a dishonour to one whom I revere more than any
other person I have ever met with. I hope this arrangement, by
which I practically waive my own rights and my place in the
family during my brother's life and yours, will prove
satisfactory and pleasing to both of you.—With my best wishes
for your success in your African trip, I am ever


'Your sincere friend and cousin,



'Charles Austen Linnell.'






He wrote it at one burst. And when he had written it he felt all the
lighter for it.


He had an appointment that morning at eleven with Psyche, and as soon as
the letter[Pg 195] was off his mind he went round to the Wren's Nest trembling
with suppressed excitement. In his hand he carried the water-colour
sketch of the cottage, now completed and framed, for presentation to
Psyche. If he saw her alone, he had it half in his mind to ask her that
morning whether or not she would be his for ever. Those lines from the
Lord of Burleigh kept ringing in his ears—



'If my heart by signs can tell,

Maiden, I have watched thee daily,

And I think thou lov'st me well.'





Surely, surely, Psyche loved him. So timid and sensitive a man as
himself could not have been mistaken in his interpretation of her frank
confidence and her crimson blushes.


He was not destined to find Psyche alone, however. As he entered,
Haviland Dumaresq met him in the garden, tearing up a note from
Geraldine to his daughter. The note had annoyed him, if so placid a man
could ever be[Pg 196] said to display annoyance. It mentioned merely 'in great
haste' that Geraldine would not be able to come round and assist at the
sitting to-day, as mamma was dreadfully angry about something, and poor
papa wanted her to stop and break the brunt of the enemy's assault for
him. Psyche knew in a moment what the letter meant—she had old
experience of Mrs. Maitland's fancies—and handed it without a word of
explanation to her father. The great philosopher took it and read it.
'All women are alike, my child,' he said philosophically, crumpling the
paper up in his hand: 'they insist upon making mountains out of
molehills. And there's nothing about men that irritates them more than
our perverse male habit of seeing the molehill, in spite of all they may
say to magnify it, in merely its own proper proportions. A due sense of
social perspective is counted to our sex for moral obliquity. Go in and
get your[Pg 197]self ready, Psyche. I'll wait out here and talk to Mr. Linnell
for you.'


When Linnell arrived upon the scene, picture in hand, a few minutes
later, Haviland Dumaresq, straight and proud as ever, stepped forward to
meet him, tearing up the peccant letter into shreds as he went, and
scattering its fragments over his own dearly-loved and neatly-kept
flower-beds. He saw what the water-colour was at a glance, and taking
the painter's hand in his own, with some chilliness in his manner—for
it was clear this young man was seeing quite too much of Psyche, when
even Mrs. Maitland noticed it and animadverted upon it—he said with the
air of a patron of art, not magniloquently at all, but simply and
naturally: 'So you've brought home the sketch. We shall be glad to have
it.'


Linnell was taken aback by the quiet business assumption implied in his
tone, and look[Pg 198]ing up quickly into the great man's face—for to him
Dumaresq was always great, in whatever surroundings—he stammered out in
answer, with a certain shamefaced awkwardness: 'I hoped Miss Psyche
might be good enough to accept it from me.'


The philosopher glanced back at him with an inquiring gaze. 'Oh no,' he
said coldly, examining the picture with a critical eye. 'This sketch was
a commission. I asked you to do it for us. You must let me pay you
whatever's proper for it.'


Linnell hardly knew whether to feel more amused or annoyed. Dumaresq, he
felt sure, must have received his eight hundred guineas already, and he
inclined to assume a princely air of patronage to art on the strength of
this sudden access of unwonted opulence. Still, even though the money
came directly out of his own pocket, he couldn't bear to sell the sketch
of Haviland Dumaresq's cottage[Pg 199] to the great philosopher—and to
Psyche's father.


'It was a labour of love,' he ventured to say with quiet persistence, in
spite of Dumaresq's chilling austerity. 'I did it with more than my
usual success, I dare to think, because I was inspired by the importance
of the subject, and because I thought you would allow me to present it
as a memento to Miss Dumaresq. Besides, you know, it's only right she
should accept it from me in return for the trouble I've given her about
the other painting. Your daughter has put me under great obligations in
permitting me to paint her in the foreground of my Academy picture.'


Dumaresq drew himself up even more stiffly than before.


'My daughter,' he said with a very cold and clear intonation, 'is not,
as you seem to think, a professional model. She doesn't expect payment
in any way for her services.[Pg 200] If her face is of use to you for the
purposes of art, we are both of us glad that art should be the richer
for it. A beautiful face is a gift of nature, intended for the common
good of humanity: a beautiful picture makes the world so much the better
for its existence and its beauty. I would not grudge to art the power to
multiply beautiful faces—and Psyche's is beautiful—to the utmost of
its ability. But you must tell me how much I owe you for this sketch,
all the same. It's unbecoming the dignity both of art and of philosophy
that an artist and a philosopher should haggle together in the matter of
price over such a subject.'


Linnell bowed his head in silent acquiescence. After all, he thought to
himself, fifty pounds was not worth fighting about; the money in the end
came out of his own pocket. And he didn't wish to offend Psyche's
father. In a very little time,[Pg 201] perhaps—and his heart beat high—it
would matter very little which of them had the money, himself or Psyche.


'If you insist upon it, Mr. Dumaresq,' he said at last with a painful
effort, 'though it's a great disappointment to me not to be permitted to
offer the picture as a present to your daughter, we'll make it, as you
prefer, a matter of business. Suppose then, by way of putting a price
upon it, we set down the value at twenty guineas.'


Haviland Dumaresq drew a long breath. This was eleven pounds more than
his utmost imagination. But he was far too proud to show his surprise
openly. He had Macmurdo and White's twenty-pound note that moment in his
pocket. He drew it forth with calm determination, like a man to whom
twenty pounds is less than nothing, and, adding to it a sovereign from
his purse, laid it simply in the painter's palm. The coin burned into[Pg 202]
Linnell's hand, for he, too, was proud—proud and sensitive. He had
never been paid so brusquely in his life before, and the hard,
matter-of-fact mode of the business transaction made him for the very
first time feel ashamed of his profession. But he gave no outward sign,
any more than Dumaresq himself had done, of his internal feelings. He
thrust the money loose with his hand into his trousers pocket, and
muttering something inarticulate about the lights being bad to-day for
painting, begged to be excused from going on with the portrait. Then he
turned around, and walked slowly out of the garden gate, and up on to
the Downs, where he wandered long alone reflecting bitterly with himself
that great men, when you come to see them at close quarters, fail often
in the end to correspond with one's preconceived opinion of their innate
greatness. It must be always so. They give the people of their best, of[Pg 203]
course; and the people judge the whole by the sample.


As for poor Psyche, who, waiting in the drawing-room, had heard this
brief colloquy through the open window, she went upstairs to her own
bedroom, and, flinging herself on the bed in her Arab costume, cried her
poor little eyes out to think that papa should behave so harshly to that
dear Mr. Linnell, who admired him so much, and would give his life
almost to do anything for either of them.


For Psyche, too, in her clear girlish way, was quite certain that
Linnell loved her.





[Pg 204]


CHAPTER XI.


FOOL'S PARADISE.



Haviland Dumaresq, left to himself in the garden, paced up and down the
narrow gravel walk, and turned over in his mind all these things
seriously. Could it be that Mrs. Maitland was right, after all? Was the
painter man really coming after Psyche?


Women are lynx-eyed in matters of emotional expression, he reflected to
himself in his generalizing way: in that they resemble savages and the
lower animals. Yes, and the women of the inferior intellectual grades,
like Mrs. Maitland, are more lynx-eyed as a rule even than others: the
lower[Pg 205] the grade, the more developed the instinctive perceptive faculty.
Their intuitions stand them in stead of reason. And such intuitions
seldom err. No doubt she was right: no doubt she was right. The young
man wanted to marry Psyche.


But in that case what ought he himself, as a father, to do? The young
man had probably neither money nor position.


In any other relation of life, indeed, Haviland Dumaresq would never
have thought for one moment of inquiring about either of those
adventitious circumstances. And he would have regarded their possession
to a great extent as a positive disadvantage to the man who was cumbered
with them. Money, he would have said, was a bar to exertion: position
was antagonistic to wide human sympathies. Those men best know the
universe in which they live, those men best love their kind and all
other kinds, who earn[Pg 206] their own bread by the sweat of their brow, and
who have felt the keen spur and common bond of hunger. So, as
recommendations to a man in the abstract, poverty and insignificance
were far more important in Haviland Dumaresq's mind than money and
position.


But where Psyche was concerned things seemed quite otherwise. The old
philosopher had wasted his own life in the way he liked best, in
obedience to the imperious demands of his own inmost and highest nature;
but he wasn't going to let that beautiful girl of his waste hers in the
same foolish spendthrift manner: she should profit, he whispered to
himself fondly, by her father's hard and dearly-bought experience. For
his own part, Haviland Dumaresq would not have taken from Charles
Linnell a twenty-guinea picture; but for Psyche he was ready to take
from the first comer ten thousand a year, and a[Pg 207] title, and a castle,
and a place in the peerage, and anything else of vulgar estimation that
the world, the mere wealthy commonplace world, could give him. He was
prepared to debase himself to Mrs. Maitland's level.


A twenty-guinea picture indeed! The young man seemed to ask twenty
guineas for it as if money were water. Nay, he seemed actually to be
putting his price very low, as a matter of friendship to a special
purchaser—and if so, Haviland Dumaresq felt he ought certainly to
resent the uncalled-for liberty, for what right had the fellow to
presume upon doing him a favour when he didn't even so much as wish it?
But, setting that aside, and thinking only of Psyche, if the young man
could really get twenty guineas—or more—for a mere casual water-colour
sketch, mightn't the matter be worth inquiring into, after all? Mightn't
he be a rising and well-to-do artist? Haviland Dumaresq hated himself
for the un[Pg 208]worthy thought; but for Psyche's sake he must hunt up
something about this twenty-guinea painter fellow.


After all, painters are often somebodies—even as the world judges,
often somebodies. A painter—Heaven forgive him for so low a point of
view of an ennobling art—a painter may rise to be P.R.A. at last, and
gain a knighthood, and be petted and admired, and earn lots of money,
and lose his own soul—whatever was highest and purest and best within
him—and make his wife be called My Lady, and give her all that money
can buy of place and pleasure, and drive her out in the Park in a
carriage with footmen, and take her to Court, like an African savage,
bedizened with powder and paint and ostrich-feathers. Pah! the lowness,
the meanness, the vulgarity, the barbarism of it! But for Psyche! A
painter may often be a really rich man. Why, yes, he was really and
truly[Pg 209] sinking to the abject level of a Mrs. Maitland.


Mrs. Maitland! An idea! The note! The note! What made Mrs. Maitland
angry about Psyche? Not merely because Psyche had got an admirer.
Clearly, she must have thought that Psyche was setting her cap—as she
would call it in her own hideous match-making dialect—at this
twenty-guinea painter fellow. But if so, that meant, as Haviland
Dumaresq instinctively knew, that Mrs. Maitland wanted the painter
fellow herself for Geraldine. And surely Mrs. Maitland wouldn't want the
young man unless she was sure he was a good investment. The Maitlands
lived up to the very last penny of the General's pay and the very last
farthing of Mrs. Maitland's small fortune. The boys were expensive: one
in the army; two at Sandhurst or Marlborough; and one who, as his mother
ingeniously observed, had 'failed[Pg 210] for everything,' and must now be
shipped off to try his fortune in New Zealand or Manitoba. It was
positively necessary, as the Maitlands would put it, that Geraldine
should marry a man with money. And a man with money enough for Geraldine
Maitland would presumably have money enough for his Psyche also.


Haviland Dumaresq paced up and down the garden-walk, revolving these
things long in his own troubled mind, turning them all over this way and
that, and unable to arrive at any decision about them. At last, wearied
out with his own anxious thought, he sat down on the bench under the
gnarled old apple-tree, and taking from his waistcoat pocket that small
cardboard box with the silver-coated pellets, raised one of them
mechanically to his trembling lips to calm his nerves from the tempest
that possessed them.[Pg 211]


Psyche's happiness! Ay, Psyche's happiness! It was no less than Psyche's
happiness that was at stake. And to Haviland Dumaresq, now that the
'Encyclopædic Philosophy' was well off his hands, and launched upon
posterity, the universe consisted mainly of Psyche. Talk about the
anthropocentric fallacy indeed! Who had done more to dispel that
illusion than Haviland Dumaresq? Who had shown more clearly than he that
instead of the universe revolving about man as its fixed point and
centre, man was but a single unimportant species, on the wrinkled
surface of an unimportant satellite, attached by gravity to an
unimportant sun—the final product of arrested radiant energy on the
outer crust of an insignificant speck in boundless space? And yet, when
it came to the actual internal world, was it not also a fact that for
Haviland Dumaresq the central point in all the universe was Psyche,
Psyche, Psyche,[Pg 212] Psyche? and that around her as primary all the suns and
constellations circled in their orbits like obedient servants? Was it
not for her that the cosmos itself loosed the bands of Orion and shed
the sweet influences of the Pleiades through long leagues of space upon
her nightly dreams?


He was roused from his reverie by a footstep on the gravel path outside;
not the footstep of a labourer slouching by to work on the allotments
beyond—Haviland Dumaresq, in his inferential fashion, knew it at once
for the firm and even tread of a gentleman. The Loamshire hinds loiter
about like the half-emancipated serfs they still are, he said to himself
quietly: this is the step of a freeman born, who walks the soil of
England as if it belonged to him. And sure enough, raising his eyes
across the hedge, he saw before him Reginald Mansel.


'Ha, Mansel,' he cried, beckoning his[Pg 213] painter neighbour to turn aside
into the garden, 'this is luck indeed! Coincidence seldom comes so pat.
You're the very man I wanted to see. I've made my first appearance on
this or any other stage as an art-patron to-day, and I'd like you to
come and judge of my purchase. What do you say to this, now?' And he
held up the water-colour, which lay beside him still on the rustic seat,
for Mansel's critical and professional opinion.


The artist glanced at it with a smile of recognition.


'What, Linnell's?' he cried. 'Oh, I saw it earlier. I've watched it
along through all its stages. It's a very good sketch—very good indeed.
He never did better to my mind, with an English subject. Not
over-elaborated with those finikin touches which often spoil Linnell's
best work. It's a perfect little idyll in green and ultramarine.' And he
eyed it appreciatively.[Pg 214]


'You like it, then?' Dumaresq asked in a curious tone.


'Like it? Well, of course. One can't help liking everything of
Linnell's. He has the true touch of genius in all his work, if only he
were a little bit less supremely self-conscious.'


'What do you think I gave for it?' the old man suggested, with his head
on one side like a critical connoisseur.


'Gave for it?' Mansel repeated with an incredulous stare. 'You don't
mean to say, then, Dumaresq, you've actually bought it?'


'Bought it and paid for it,' the philosopher answered, with something
very like unphilosophic complacency, enjoying his hearer's obvious
surprise. 'Ah, you didn't think I went in for pictures! Well, I don't,
as a rule: I leave those things to the great of this world. But, you
see, as this was a special subject, of peculiar interest to myself and
Psyche, I[Pg 215] thought I couldn't let it fall to a mere stranger. I'd fix it
at once: I'd keep it in the family. So I commissioned it beforehand, I
think you call it; and when Linnell came round this afternoon I paid him
his price and gi'ed it in hond, like the Northern Farmer. How much
should you say, now, I ought to have spent upon it?'


Mansel regarded first the picture and then the philosopher in hesitating
silence for a few seconds.


'Well,' he said irresolutely, after an awkward pause, 'I don't know, of
course, what Linnell's likely to have put it at for you; no doubt he let
you have it a little cheaper; but the picture as a picture is worth
fifty guineas.'


'Fifty guineas!' Dumaresq echoed in dismayed astonishment.


'Yes, fifty guineas,' Mansel answered quietly. 'Linnell commands his
market, you[Pg 216] know. He could get that for it any day in London.'


Haviland Dumaresq's gray eyes flashed sudden fire. His first thought was
that Linnell had been guilty of rank disrespect to his person and
position in letting him have a fifty-guinea picture at considerably less
than half-price. Poor he might be—he had sat up half last night,
indeed, toiling like a galley-slave at a penny-a-lining article on the
Conservation of Energy for his hard task-masters' 'Popular Instructor'
at eight shillings a page—but what right had a painter fellow whom he'd
hardly even seen in his life yet, to lower prices for him, like a
beggarly skinflint, or to take it for granted he couldn't with ease,
from the plenitude of his wealth, spare fifty guineas?


His second thought was that a man who could earn fifty guineas 'any day
in London' for a bit of a water-colour no bigger than a[Pg 217] page of the
Athenæum, might perhaps after all be able to make Psyche happy.


'That's a very large sum,' he said, drawing a long breath and looking
hard at Mansel. 'Men of letters get nothing like that for their work,
I'm afraid. But, then, they don't have anything to sell which can
minister to the selfish monopolist vanity of the rich and idle. No
Manchester merchant can hang upon his walls a unique copy of "Paradise
Lost" or a solitary exemplar of the "Novum Organum," and say to his
friends after dinner with vulgar pride: "Look here, So-and-so, that's
Milton's or Bacon's greatest work. I paid fifty thousand guineas down
for that lot." Still, even so, I'm surprised to hear you painters earn
your money so easily. Twenty guineas seemed to me in my ignorance a very
big price indeed to pay for it.'


'Oh, Linnell can get that readily enough,'[Pg 218] Mansel answered with a short
uneasy laugh. 'His oils he sells at good prices at Christie's. His water
colours are snapped up every year at the Institute. But then, you know,
they take him a good bit of time. He's a slow worker, and doesn't get
through many canvases in the course of a twelvemonth.'


'Now, how much do you suppose a painter of his sort ought to earn on an
average per annum?' Dumaresq asked offhand, with too evident an
assumption of easy carelessness. 'How would his income compare, for
example, with an author's or a journalist's?'


'Well, I really can't say,' Mansel answered, smiling, and perceiving his
questioner's drift at once. 'Perhaps some five or six hundred, all told;
perhaps a thousand; perhaps more than that. But then,' he added, his
thoughts keeping pace all along with Dumaresq's, 'he may have private
means of his own as well,[Pg 219] you know. He spends freely. I've never known
him pressed for cash. I don't think he lives altogether on his
pictures.'


'No?'—with keen interest.


'No; I should say not. I've always imagined he had means of his own. For
one thing, he had plenty, I know, at Christ Church.'


'He was at Christ Church, was he?' Dumaresq put in reflectively. 'An
expensive college—the most fashionable at Oxford. A man must have money
who goes to Christ Church!'


'Not necessarily,' Mansel answered, putting him off the scent once more.
'I was there myself, you remember, and Heaven knows I was poor enough in
those days, in all conscience. But then, I had a studentship of eighty
pounds a year, which makes a difference, of course: whereas Linnell came
up as an ordinary commoner.'[Pg 220]


'And you think he has money, then?' Dumaresq asked eagerly.


'I think so. But, mind, I know nothing about it. Linnell was always the
most reticent and mysterious of men, full of small reserves and petty
mystifications. He never told anybody a word about himself. He's always
been close, provokingly close. For aught I know, he may be as poor as a
church mouse in reality; and for aught I know, again, he may be as rich
as Cr[oe]sus. So far as my observation goes, he always acts like a
wealthy man, and talks like a poor one. But if anybody ever taxes him
with opulence, he resents the imputation as a positive slight, and
declares with effusion he's almost on the very verge of beggary.'


'Many rich men,' Dumaresq mused dreamily, 'are pursued with a peculiar
form of mania called timor paupertatis, and what you say's just one of
its recognised symptoms—that the[Pg 221] sufferer never will admit his wealth,
for fear other people should try to swindle him or rob him or beg of
him. You may remember that in the fourth volume of the "Encyclopædic
Philosophy"—the volume that deals with Heteropathic Affections in the
Empirical Individual—I bring the phenomenon of concealment of wealth
under the same law with the pseudomorphic corrugation of cooling nebulæ
and the facts of mimicry in animal evolution. It's a most interesting
branch of psychological study. I shall watch this young man. I shall
watch him—I shall watch him.'


He spoke in a droning, half-sleepy undertone; and Mansel, who had seen
the great thinker more than once in this state before, and who always
felt creepy at the strange look in his eyes, made haste to concoct some
plausible excuse for a hurried departure.


'When Dumaresq gets into that curious vein,' he said to himself
internally, 'philo[Pg 222]sopher or no philosopher, he's simply unendurable.
From a man of singular intellect and genius, he dwindles down at once
into a mere bore. All his brilliancy and ability seems to desert him,
and he talks platitudes to you three times over in varying language,
like the veriest old driveller at the Seniors in London. When these fits
come upon him, the wise man will do well to leave him alone. He goes
silly for the nonce: hunc tu Romane caveto.' And he walked off,
whistling, to his own studio.


But Haviland Dumaresq, having learned all he wanted from Linnell's
friend, strolled away by himself, regardless of lunch, upon the open
Downs, that overlook the sea with their bare green knolls and their deep
curved hollows. He strolled along, crushing rich flowers under foot as
he went, wrapped up in his own thoughts, and with the poison within him
gaining deeper and deeper hold upon his[Pg 223] swimming and reeling brain each
moment. The sun shone high over the purple sea; the hills rolled
boundless and undulating before him; the noise of the bell upon the
foremost wether of the ruddled flock that cropped close grass in the
combe hard by rang distant in his ear like most delicious music. Birds
sang; bees hummed; gorse crackled; grasshoppers chirped; the scent of
wild thyme hung thick on the air. The opium was transforming earth into
heaven for him. Space swelled, as it always swelled into infinite
abysses for Haviland Dumaresq when the intoxicating drug had once taken
full possession of his veins and fibres. The horizon spread boundless in
vast perspective with its clear blue line against the pale gray sky; the
shadows in the hollow combes lengthened and deepened into romantic
gloom; the hills rose up in huge expansive throes, and became as high
mountains to his dilated vision. A[Pg 224] white gull flapped its gleaming
wings overhead: to Dumaresq it revealed itself as some monstrous
albatross. His own stature even seemed to double itself as he stalked
along the dividing line of open ridge, till he loomed in his own eyes
larger than human on the bald and rounded crest of the gigantic hog's
back. All nature assumed a more heroic cast: he walked no longer our
prosaic world: each step appeared to carry him over illimitable space:
he trod with Dante the broad floor of Paradise.


And wonderful vistas opened ahead for Psyche also. She, too, his
darling, she, too, should be happy. This man who had come to woo her in
disguise, he was rich, he was great, there was mystery about him. In his
present ecstatic frame of mind, Haviland Dumaresq hugged and magnified
the mystery. The poetic element in his nature, sternly repressed by the
philosophic side in his saner[Pg 225] moments, found free vent at times in the
unnatural exaltation of narcotic excitement, and ran riot in wild
day-dreams of impossible splendour. He had passed through the golden
gate to-day. He saw his Psyche decked out in all the barbaric splendour
of pearl and diamond that his soul despised: he saw her floating in
silks and gauzy stuffs and laces: he saw her circling round in the giddy
dance, one blaze of glory, in the glittering rooms and slippery halls
that he hated and eschewed as surviving relics of savage and barbaric
anti-social luxury. High-stepping grays whirled her along in state in a
light and graceful carriage through thronged thoroughfares of
over-wealthy fashion. Flunkeys, whom Haviland Dumaresq could have kicked
with pleasure, bowed, door in servile hand, to see her take her seat on
the padded cushions. Massive silver and Venetian glass and hideous
marvels of cunning[Pg 226] architecture in ice and sugar loaded the table at
whose head she sat in dainty brocade or in shimmering satin. Money,
money, money, money: the dross he despised, the pleasure he looked down
upon, the vulgar aims and ends he himself had cast like dirt behind
him—he dreamed them all for the daughter he loved, and was no longer
ashamed: for Haviland Dumaresq the philosopher was dead within him now,
and there remained for the moment but that shell or husk, Haviland
Dumaresq the incipient opium-eater. He had forgotten everything but the
joy of his day-dream, and he stalked ever forward, more asleep than
awake, yet walking on sturdily, with exalted nerves, towards the edge of
the Down, to the broad blue sea, that danced and gleamed with pearl and
sapphire in the bright sunshine before him.





[Pg 227]


CHAPTER XII.


THE BUBBLE BURSTS.



Suddenly, after walking on in a dreamy way for miles and miles over the
springy turf, he hardly knew how, the old man found himself beside a
clump of gorse, face to face with the mysterious painter fellow. He
started at the sight. Linnell had come up to the Downs, too, to walk off
his chagrin, and to swallow as best he might his disappointment at not
seeing Psyche.


Always sensitive, the young artist was more morbidly sensitive than
usual where women were concerned. To say the truth, he had known but
little of woman's society. Rich as[Pg 228] he was and cultivated to the
finger-ends, the circumstances of his life had thrown Linnell to an
exceptionally small degree into contact with families. His world was a
world of clubs and studios and men's lounging-places: so little had he
seen of the other sex that he hardly felt himself at home, even now in a
lady's drawing-room.


This was not to be wondered at. His mother had died before he left
America; at Oxford he had fallen in with none but college acquaintances;
his English cousins refused to acknowledge him: and the Boston-bred lad,
shy and ill at ease from his congenital lameness, and the strangeness of
the novel surroundings in whose midst he was thrown, found himself cast
at nineteen entirely on his own resources in the matter of gaining an
introduction into our cold and austere English Society. It wasn't
surprising, therefore, that he knew hardly anyone except his
brother-[Pg 229]painters; or that he loved to escape from the vast blank of
London life to the freedom and the space of the African desert. There at
least he felt perfectly at home with the world: there no Bedouin ever
trod on his social corns, no distracting matron ever strove to win him
from his Bohemian solitude to the irksome respectability of white ties
or five o'clock tea-tables.


So Linnell, perhaps, made a little more of a girl's fancy, as he thought
it, than most other men of his age and position would have dreamed of
doing. He had retired to the Downs to brood over the supposed slight to
his feelings in private; but a brisk walk upon the bracing turf, all
alive with orchids and blue viper's bugloss, had almost succeeded in
restoring him to equanimity again, when all at once a sudden turn into a
small combe brought him up sharp, with unexpected abruptness, full in
front of Haviland Dumaresq.[Pg 230]


The old man gazed at him vacantly for a moment. His eyes were glazed and
very hazy; they explored space for some seconds with a distant interest.
Then, on a sudden, he seemed to wake up into life with a start, and
recognising the painter with a burst of intuition, laid his hand with
quite a kindly air upon Linnell's shoulder.


The gesture took the young man completely by surprise, for Dumaresq was
one of those self-restrained, self-respecting natures whose strong sense
of individuality in others assumes the form of an almost instinctive
shrinking from anything that borders upon personal contact. Linnell
looked the philosopher back in the face with a melting expression of
mingled doubt and pleasure, as he hesitated slightly.


'I wanted to speak with you, Linnell,' Haviland Dumaresq began in a
dreamy voice, motioning the young man over to a dry bank[Pg 231] in the broad
sunshine. 'I want, in point of fact, to apologize, or at least to
explain to you. I'm afraid I was perhaps a trifle brusque with you at my
cottage this morning. No, don't say I wasn't; I know I spoke sharply.
Perhaps I even hurt your feelings. My training in life has not, I fear,
been of a sort to encourage sensitiveness in myself, or to make me
sympathize with it as much as I ought in others. I'm aware that I often
err in that respect. But if I erred it was not through any personal
intent, but under the influence of a strong impelling motive. I've been
exercised in mind a good deal of late. There's something, in short, I
want to speak about to you.'


He went on still in a thick, half-dreamy, wandering tone, and his
dilated pupils seemed to fix themselves vaguely on a point in infinity;
but he delivered his words with regularity and ease, though somewhat
stiffly,[Pg 232] and it was evident to Linnell that he was making a very strong
effort to master himself for some great object, under the influence of
some fierce overpowering emotion. The painter allowed the old man to
lead him unresisting to the bank, and took his seat beside him with a
beating heart, wondering what of good or evil for himself or Psyche this
strange exordium might prove to forebode, and anxiously awaiting its
further development.


'I wasn't at all annoyed, Mr. Dumaresq,' he said in a low voice, perhaps
not quite truthfully; 'only a little grieved that a man—well—whom I so
much admired and respected as yourself, should refuse to accept so small
a present from me.'


'But it cost you a good deal of time and trouble,' Dumaresq answered
slowly, in the same fixed, mechanical, far-away voice; 'and time is
money, you know, Linnell—time is[Pg 233] money. I shouldn't feel it right to
occupy so much of a young man's time without making him what I thought
an adequate repayment. You must forgive me that: it's a principle of
mine: rather a sacrifice to my own ideas as to individuality than an act
of unfriendliness toward any particular person.' Then he added suddenly
in a very different tone: 'I'm an old man, you must remember—a worn-out
old man. I've wasted my life in a hard service—the service of science,
the service of humanity. Bear with me, bear with me, a little while, I
beg of you. I'm an old, old man. There's not much now left of me.'


Linnell was touched by his appealing look—the look for a moment of the
real Haviland Dumaresq, who felt in his great heart the full pathos of
his own unrequited sacrifice for the good of his kind, as he firmly
believed it.


'Indeed,' the young man made answer[Pg 234] earnestly, 'I wasn't vexed, Mr.
Dumaresq. I only wanted you to accept a small tribute, in part payment,
as a single instalment, from one who owes to you intellectually and
morally more than he can ever find words to tell you. And as to the
picture, it really didn't take me long. I value my own work very lightly
indeed. I should have thought myself more than repaid for my pains in
painting it if a man whom I respect and revere so much would have
condescended to accept it from me and keep it as a memento.'


'You remember what I told you the other evening,' the old man replied,
with a more searching glance at his companion's features. 'Do as I say,
my friend, and not as I do, if you wish to flourish. Don't despise money
foolishly—as I have done. My advice to a young man setting out in life
is simply this: Follow the world; the world is wisest. You can't afford
to fling away sovereigns like[Pg 235] water. You're a painter, and you must
live by the practice of your art. Now, why did you sell me that picture
so cheap? Mansel came in after you'd left this morning, and told me you
could have got fifty guineas for it any day in London.' He clasped his
hand gently round the painter's arm. 'Don't be Utopian, my dear fellow,'
he went on with unwonted colloquialism. 'Tell me why you let me have it
for twenty.'


Linnell blushed and hesitated a moment. At last he determined to blurt
out the truth and shame the devil. 'Because I knew you couldn't afford
more, Mr. Dumaresq,' he said shyly.


Haviland Dumaresq did not resent the unexpected remark. 'You were
right,' he answered with a sigh. 'I am poor, poor. The money I gave you
was all I had in the house just then. You have been quite frank with me,
and I'm quite frank with you in[Pg 236] return. I have still to earn
to-morrow's dinner.'


A strange doubt flitted for a moment across Linnell's mind. His eight
hundred guineas, then? What on earth could have become of them? Was it
possible that Haviland Dumaresq, the deepest and broadest of living
thinkers, could stoop to tell him so despicable a lie? But no!
impossible! He rejected the idea with scorn, as any man with one spark
of nobility in his nature must needs have rejected it. No doubt Macmurdo
and White hadn't yet sent in their annual account. The secret of
Dumaresq's new-made opulence was not yet out; he was still unaware of
the magnificent sum of which he was already potentially master.


'It's terrible,' the young man said, breaking the short pause, 'that
after all you have wrought and done for the world you should still be
able to say that to-day[Pg 237]—you, the greatest thinker in our modern
Europe.'


'Not for me,' the old stoic answered with a resigned nod: 'not terrible
for me: I'm used to it: it suits me; but for Psyche, I grant you, yes:
for Psyche; for Psyche.'


'Miss Dumaresq deserves all the world can give her,' Linnell replied
boldly.


The old man's eye fired up once more with a brilliant flash, and then
grew slowly dim again. If only he could see his way to make Psyche
happy! He wasn't sordidly anxious to sell her for gold: oh no, oh no; he
would sell her to no man: but he wanted to see his Psyche happy. He
clutched Linnell's hand once more and spoke earnestly, fervently.
'Listen here,' he cried in more vivid tones; 'you're a friend—a
disciple. I can tell you. I can trust you. I know I've thrown away my
own life: I could endure that easily, if that were all; but that's not
all. I've thrown[Pg 238] away hers too; I've failed in my duty to her. You
can't think how that wrong weighs upon my spirit now. I ought to have
toiled and moiled and slaved and sweated, not to write the "Encyclopædic
Philosophy" for the good of the race—how little that matters!—but to
carve out for my child a place in the world well worthy of her. One or
the other course I might rightly have pursued; but not both together. If
I meant to devote my life to philosophy, I should never have been a
father. Becoming a father, I ought to have devoted my life to her
alone. I gave a hostage to fortune, and I failed to redeem it. I became
responsible for a life, and I failed to guarantee it a proper future.
And now in my helpless old age I see my error. I see it too late; I see
it too late; I see it, and I pay for it.'


'You are wrong,' Linnell answered firmly. 'So great a life as yours
demands a great[Pg 239] account to be given at last of it. The vast organizing
genius, the wonderful brain that conceived and wrought out the
"Encyclopædic Philosophy," was not only your own to do as you would
with: it was a gift held in trust by you for the world and for the ages.
You played your part well. It is for us, the remainder, who profit by
your just and due yet none the less splendid and self-sacrificing use of
your own great powers, to see that neither you nor she is a loser by
your grand and unselfish action.'


'You think so?' the old man asked, looking up at him with a passing
expression of doubt.


Linnell hesitated, like one caught in a trap. Was the philosopher trying
to probe his secret? 'I think so,' he answered aloud after a short
struggle.


'Then that brings me back at once to what I wanted to say to you in
confidence to-day,'[Pg 240] Dumaresq continued, glancing at him with a
strangely remorseful face. 'Mr. Linnell, I'm going to trust you. You
understand exactly how I feel towards Psyche. I know how sweet and rare
a flower it is that blooms around the wreck of my ruined life. I know
it, and I cherish her as she ought to be cherished—jealously,
scrupulously, reverently, tenderly. I want my child to fill her proper
place in life: I want to see her happy before I die. Unless she goes
away to fill it and to be happy—well, I hope she may cling to the ruin
still while there's anything left of it to hold together.'


'Yes,' Linnell answered, half chilled by his words. He sympathized, in a
way, with that strange old man; but Dumaresq had struck by accident the
feeblest of all the resonant chords in his complex nature for a father
to work upon. No apt response could there be expected.[Pg 241]


'Yes,' the old man answered, his eyes growing tenderer each moment as he
spoke, and his lips quivering. 'Pardon me if I've noticed your feelings
towards my daughter. I know you've been seeing a great deal of Psyche
lately. I know Psyche's been thinking a great deal of you. It surprises
you that I should have noticed it! Ah, well, that shows you don't know
how closely I watch over Psyche. You fancy I'm blind to these things,
because I'm old, and a dreamer, and a philosopher, and a stoic. No
doubt, where human trivialities are concerned, I'm often blind; I see
nothing. You can't keep your whole soul fixed at once upon the main
order of the cosmos and the minutest details of Mrs. Grundy's
dinner-parties. But where even the veriest trivialities touch my Psyche,
my eyes are at once as sharp as a lynx's. Then the blind bat wakes up
and sees: the mole opens his narrow eyelids, shakes the dust[Pg 242] of grimy
burrowings from his coat, creeps out from his hole, and peers about him
with the sharp vision of a very Argus. That's how it is when Psyche's in
question.' He took Linnell's hand in his own for a moment once more.
'Bear with me,' he went on pleadingly—'bear with a father who asks you
only because he loves his daughter. I don't want to see her affections
too deeply engaged without knowing what are the prospects of her future
happiness. You love Psyche; oh yes, I know it. You can't conceal that
from me. I have eyes. I see it. But before Psyche commits herself to
loving you, I must earnestly ask you—as a father, I feel compelled to
ask you—are you in a position to marry?—have you the means and the
power to make Psyche happy?'


It was not an unnatural question for a father to put, as fathers go:
even a man less hardly tried by fortune and less devoted to[Pg 243] his
daughter than Haviland Dumaresq might easily have asked it. But nothing
could have been worse adapted for meeting a man of Linnell's nature. The
painter's quick suspicion was aroused at once. Dumaresq's ardour chilled
him.


'I never said,' he answered, disengaging his hand with difficulty from
the old man's grasp, 'that I made any pretensions to be regarded as one
of Miss Dumaresq's suitors. That honour is one I never ventured to
claim. It would be the more usual course to ask me such a question as
you now ask me when I came before you of my own accord to beg your
consent, after I had already made sure of your daughter's wishes. As it
is, you discount the future somewhat too brusquely—you have no reason
to suppose my feelings towards Miss Dumaresq are anything warmer than
those of the merest polite admiration.'[Pg 244]


'The more usual course!' Haviland Dumaresq answered, looking across at
him with a profoundly surprised air. 'The more usual course! and
Psyche's happiness at stake! Ah, Linnell, Linnell, you don't know how I
watch over her! Where Psyche's concerned, do you think it matters to me
one farthing what's usual? I know how you feel. You're young, and you
love her. For you, and for her, that would be quite enough, of course.
At your ages, that's all young blood should think about. In the fitness
of things, I acknowledge your attitude. But me! I tell you, it's my
duty to guard her with all my soul from her own too hasty or too foolish
feelings. I know what it all means—poverty; long waiting; a cheek grown
pale with hope deferred; an imprudent marriage at last; my darling worn
out with infinite petty cares and sordid shifts of a young family,
brought up too scantily. I've seen it and known it.[Pg 245] Would it be right
of me to let Psyche expose herself to all that? If I see you're
beginning to think of my Psyche, mustn't I make sure for myself
beforehand who and what you are, and what you can do to make her happy?
Don't suppose I'm so blind as not to know you think of her. No man reads
emotional expression worse than I do, I know—my mind moves on a
different plane from that—but I must be a poor reader and speller
indeed if I couldn't spell out what's written in letters as big as my
fist across your very forehead—what pervades every act and look and
word of yours whenever I see you one moment near her. So I venture to
ask you now in plain words beforehand, if my Psyche loves you as you
love her, are you in a position to make her happy?'


'Mr. Dumaresq,' Linnell cried, taken aback, 'I beg of you, I pray you,
whatever you do, not to breathe or whisper one word of this[Pg 246] to—to
Psyche. I can't bear to think that Haviland Dumaresq should be capable
of speaking to me in such a strain; for many reasons which you will
readily guess, it would surprise and distress your daughter even more
profoundly. Don't let her know—pure, and beautiful, and shrinking as
she is—don't let her know you have so thrust her name in such a
connection upon a perfect stranger. For her sake, for the sake of her
maidenly dignity, which I at least respect if you do not, forbear to
speak to me any more about her. I will not admit I have any other
feeling on earth towards Miss Dumaresq; but I have at least too much
reverence and regard for her position to breathe her name to any man
living before I have asked her own permission to discuss her.'


Haviland Dumaresq paused irresolute for a moment; then he answered once
more, in a very soft voice:[Pg 247]


'You say well,' he murmured; 'but—you admit the impeachment. What you
allow is more than what you deny. I won't put my question, therefore, on
the ground to which you object; but I will ask you plainly, as a matter
of general abstract information, which I'm anxious to obtain, have you
any means of your own of a private sort, or do you live—well, entirely
by the practice of your profession?'


'And I will answer you,' Linnell replied, drawing himself up with a
determined air, 'that the question of my income is one which lies
entirely between myself and the Commissioners of Inland Revenue.'


'Your answer is evasive,' Dumaresq said, drawing back and eyeing him
hard with that keen clear glance of his. 'If anything except Psyche's
happiness were at stake, I ought to take the hint and forbear to press
you. But there I can't help myself: for the very way[Pg 248] in which you say
it makes me see you're trying to hide from me, for some inexplicable
reason, the fact that you have money.' He drew his hand across his
forehead with a vague dim air. Again the strange dreaminess seemed to
come like a cloud across him. His eye grew glazed. 'For myself,' he went
on slowly, 'I care nothing for money. You know I care nothing. For
myself I despise it. Have I not worked like a galley-slave all my life
long, on bread and water sometimes, in the service of truth, caring for
nothing—money, honour, fame—if only I could fulfil my appointed
life-task? When did any man bribe me with gold or with position? When
did any man turn me from my high purpose? But for Psyche, oh, for
Psyche, I'm very jealous. I can't bear to think that Psyche should lead
a life of drudgery. I toil hard for her now; but I can't toil much
longer. I'm almost worn out. I want to know that[Pg 249] after my time Psyche
will be happy. It would be wrong for me to let her get her affections
engaged with anyone who hasn't the means to keep her as she deserves to
be kept. That must be my excuse for reading your secret. At any rate,
I've read it. I can see it—I can see it: I can see you have money.' He
repeated the word dreamily once or twice to himself, 'Money, money,
money, money.'


Linnell recoiled from him with a startled look of surprise and
annoyance. Had he known under what strange influence Haviland Dumaresq
spoke, he might have been less astonished: as it was, he could hardly
believe these words came from the lips of the Encyclopædic Philosopher
and Psyche's father! The painter's disillusionment was indeed for the
moment complete. His idol had truly feet of clay.


'You make a mistake,' he answered coldly,[Pg 250] with a repellent air. 'But I
myself am in no way answerable for it. I have never given either you or
Miss Dumaresq the slightest reason for believing that I laid any claim
in any way to the possession of riches. If the thought ever occurred to
me—and I do not say it did—that I might perhaps venture to
aspire—that I might ask Miss Dumaresq to share her life with me, then
certainly it occurred to me only in the form that I might ask her to
share a journeyman painter's early struggles—and perhaps in the end his
success also. I thought she would sympathize with such an attitude. I
thought she would not refuse to aid me in my first endeavours. If I
asked at all, I would ask Miss Dumaresq to accept me just as I am; to
take me for the sake of myself and my art; to inspire my work and to
accept my devotion. It surprises me to hear you talk as you do.' He
paused for a moment. 'If I had not heard it from your own lips,' he[Pg 251]
added slowly, 'I could never have believed it of Haviland Dumaresq. Even
now, I cannot believe but that Haviland Dumaresq's daughter would surely
behave in a way more befitting her father's character. If ever she
marries any man, she will marry him, I firmly hold, not for money, not
for position, not even for happiness, but just because she loves him.
And if ever I asked Miss Dumaresq to accept me, it would be on that
ground, and on that ground alone, that I could think of asking her.'


Were ever unconformable natures more inopportunely thrown together? By
pure accident, either's angles offended the other mortally. They came so
close in most ways, yet with such unfortunate capacities for creating
mutual misunderstandings.


The old man's face relaxed rapidly. The collapse from an opium paradise
is often almost miraculous in its suddenness. The[Pg 252] gay bubble bursts
even more quickly and strangely than it swelled. As Haviland Dumaresq
sat and listened to Linnell's cold and guarded answer, the effect of the
drug, which was already beginning naturally to wear off under the
influence of exercise, cleared away all at once in a horrid awakening,
when the disenchanted dreamer recognised at a single stroke his own
needless degradation, and the total downfall of the magnificent palace
he had been rearing for an hour or two on such an airy basis. In a
second the illusion was utterly dispelled. Space shrank once more like
an empty bladder to its normal dimensions. The mountains fell slowly
into long flat Downs. The colour faded from earth and sky. The sea
subsided to its natural level. The perspective of the world restored
itself at once in all its ordinary meanness. And Linnell the mysterious
stood revealed before him after all[Pg 253] as a mere hard-working, penniless,
struggling painter, with nothing but the chances of his art to subsist
upon. Not such the dream he had cherished for Psyche. She must marry
someone who could keep her at least in modest luxury—or else cling to
the ruin.


'Then—you—have—no—means?' he gasped out slowly, clutching the stem
of the elder-bush at his side for support, and gazing hard into the
painter's face.


'Miss Dumaresq would not ask for money,' Linnell replied with an evasive
smile.


The old man's face fell slowly.


'Have you nearly finished your picture?' he asked at last in a very
quiet voice.


With a start of unwelcome surprise, Linnell divined his meaning at once.
But he repressed his feelings.


'Another day will finish it,' he answered in the self-same unemotional
tone, as coldly as the philosopher himself had spoken.[Pg 254]


'That is well. Come to-morrow and get it finished,' Haviland Dumaresq
said with reluctant determination.


Linnell bowed.


'And after that?' he asked, looking hard into the old man's face.


'And after that,' Dumaresq answered, leaning forward apologetically, 'I
think, for Psyche's sake, for all our sakes—it would be better she and
you should not meet again. Ah yes, I pain you! You fancy I'm hard. You
fancy I'm cruel. That's just because I'm really so tender. I feel it my
duty to guard my daughter from the bare chance of misery, poverty,
drudgery. Drudgery! I know what it means, my friend. For a man, those
things are easy enough to bear; but for a woman—tenderly, delicately
nurtured—how could I expose her to them? I must not; I cannot. I've
gained experience myself on my path through life. I paid for it dear.
Psyche[Pg 255] shall have the benefit of it for nothing. No penniless man shall
drag her down, down, down, to a wretched struggle with sordid poverty.
Psyche is beautiful; Psyche is intelligent; Psyche is animated; Psyche
is clever. She has been much admired. She's reaching the age when a girl
should come out. If I take her to London—and I'd work my fingers to the
bone to do it—she can mix in society and meet the sort of man she ought
to meet with. I may be poor, but I'm not unknown. My name is worth much.
I can get introductions, invitations, acquaintances for Psyche. Once
seen in London, she's sure to marry, and to marry as she ought. I must
guard her for the present from throwing away her life for a future of
drudgery.'


'I see,' Linnell answered bitterly. 'You think the world's wisdom for
women is summed up in that one short phrase—to marry well—do you?'[Pg 256]


'You say it yourself,' Dumaresq answered oracularly. 'You say it, not
I. But perhaps you're right, after all. To marry well! It means what
the wisdom of the world has made it mean—to marry where the means of
happiness are best forthcoming.' He said it musingly.


Linnell bowed his head once more in solemn acquiescence. 'I may see Miss
Dumaresq to-morrow?' he asked after a pause.


'You may come in and finish your picture, of course. That's mere common
justice. Take as many days as you find needful to finish it. I wouldn't
waste so much valuable work for worlds by curtailing in any way your
opportunities for completing it.'


'And I may see her alone?' the painter asked again, trembling.


Dumaresq hesitated. 'Yes, you may see her alone,' he answered after a
moment's consideration; 'but you know my views, and as[Pg 257] a man of honour,
you will not try to take advantage, I'm sure, of the permission—I may
even say the concession I make to you. You will not incite a girl of
seventeen to differ from her own father on an important matter affecting
her future. I allow you to see her only because it's possible you may
have already said things to her you would now wish to withdraw or to
explain away. I rely upon your sense of honour for the rest.' He
faltered for a moment with a sudden servile air. 'I'm an old man,' he
repeated once more, almost humbly; 'I only want to make Psyche happy.'


The last two sentences were plaintively said. They touched Linnell
somehow, in spite of himself.


'Very well,' he replied; 'you may rely upon me, then.' He looked at
Dumaresq fixedly. 'I have come to the age of disillusionments,' he went
on; 'but no[Pg 258] disillusion I've ever had in all my life was half so bitter
as this of to-day has been. I have seen with my own eyes a king of men
dethroned from his high seat—a prince of thinkers lowered from his
pinnacle to the level of the commonest and vulgarest humanity. But for
the sake of what you have said, I will spare you more. Miss Dumaresq
shall never marry a penniless painter.'


'Oh, remember, it's for her sake,' the old man cried appealingly,
wringing his hands, and now unstrung by the sudden collapse of the
opium-ecstasy. 'It's for her sake, remember! Don't be too hard upon
me, I beseech you, Linnell. She's very young: I must guard her youth,
her ignorance, her innocence. I should be doing wrong as a father if I
didn't preserve her from the fatal consequences of her own
impetuousness, as we take away knives from very young children. It's my
duty to guide her by my elder experi[Pg 259]ence. Many a woman who married
herself for love at twenty—and led a life of hopeless drudgery—regrets
it enough when she's reached fifty to make her daughters marry better
than she did. The world knows best: the world knows best: it is wiser by
far than any one of its component members.'


'Good-bye,' Linnell answered, rising up with an effort from the dreary
bank. 'I'll call in to finish the picture at ten to-morrow.'


'At ten to-morrow!' Haviland Dumaresq repeated in a dreamy voice. 'At
ten to-morrow! Good-bye for the present, then. It's for Psyche's sake.
At ten to-morrow.'


And sinking down on the bank, when Linnell was gone, he buried his face
in his hands like a child and sobbed bitterly. 'I hope I've done right,'
he cried to himself[Pg 260] in his profound despair; 'I hope I've done right.
Perhaps I'm wrong. But I never could sell my Psyche to a life of
drudgery!'





END OF VOL. I.
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Transcriber's Note


Punctuation errors have been corrected.


The following suspected printer's errors have been addressed.


Page 107. aften changed to after.
(After dinner, however)


Page 235. utopian changed to Utopian.
(Don't be Utopian)



[The end of Dumaresq's Daughter, Volume 1 by Grant Allen]
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