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TONY DRUM. 

  

CHAPTER I. 

HIS FATHER. 

Tony DRuM was born in Garden Row, a street 

on the left bank of the river Thames. Garden 
Row is a narrow, crooked by-way, with pavements 
less than a yard wide and many iron posts marking 
the steep curbs. The houses in Garden Row are 
old and big and have beetling roofs; the windows 
are small and deep-set, but the doors are wide and 
heavy. At one corner of the street is an inn called 
“The Jolly Anglers,” where many strange charac- 
ters of the waterside—bargees, lightermen, wharf- 
ingers, and others—foregather nightly. There 
are a few. fusty shops modestly hiding their wares 
behind dirty windows, and an evil-smelling mews. 
The people who live in Garden Row are mostly
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connected, more or less closely, with river business. 

They work, live, and die, hard. 

Tony’s parents were poor. His mother had 

been a domestic servant. His father was a musi- 

cian and philosopher. But philosophy having no 

marketable value, Michael Drum was forced to use 

his talent of music. He blew a flute in the gusty 

streets for a meager livelihood. The flute is a thin, 

shrewish instrument, without body or soul, but he 

played it better than most men. Had he set his 

mind to the task, he might have found means to 

earn a less precarious subsistence than is to be got 

in the gutters and outside tavern doors; but, being 

a philosopher, he lacked ambition. There were 

many ways of improving his condition; he shunned 

them because they were unalluring to his vagabond 

temperament. 

“A man can die but once in the ordinary 

course,” he was wont to remark. “ But he is dead 

all his life if he works too hard.” 

He was none of your showy rascals. He was a 

man, middle-aged, commonplace, of spare figure 

and faltering gait. Exposure to wind and rain and
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sun had mottled his long, thin face; his cheeks 

bulged a little from continued distention; his lips 

were shapeless and puckered into a grotesque prim- 

ness; his eyes were bulging and watery. He had 

lank hands with big blue knuckles, and a hairy, 

sinewy neck. In his youth he may have been 

picturesque enough. He was a Penrith man. 

During his romantic years he had tended sheep on 

the hill slopes for an inexorable father. The life 

was ill-suited to his ardent nature, and he grew to 

hate it. He longed to taste London—just as many 

a heady boy in a tainted office longs to be an Et- 

trick shepherd. The clerk knows nothing of 

sheep-ticks; Michael knew nothing of London 

except that it was big and very fine. He blew 

his flute at fairs and dances with a heart full of 

Splendid gloom. He had not learned philosophy 

then. Hehad ambitions. His flute was a possible 

scepter. 

Of course, he found a woman to believe in him; 

one woman’s heart is every dreamer’s kingdom. 

His own sisters mocked him. His mother smiled 

on him fondly, but foolishly. His father, the
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sturdy Dalesman, frowned and swore. He was 

without honor in his own country. So, at the end 

of each day, it was with a lightening heart he 

leaped the low stone walls between the fields to 

meet his Agatha upon the steaming uplands. Her 

sympathetic little ear was ever open to the tale of 

his young hopes. He walked, protecting her with 

his arm, toward the sunset light; and she, listening 

and loving, gave him new courage and new food 

for visions. 

He had lived twenty-five years, but was much 

younger than that, when he left her weeping at the 

crossroads one red spring morning, and set his 

face resolutely toward the end of his desires. A 

finger-post pointed him on—‘ To London.” His 

sweetheart dried her tears upon her apron and re- 

turned to her unending round of little duties; he, 

with a stiff lip and a bouncing heart, strode val- 

iantly along the white road, southward. 

He passed through many mighty towns, and saw 

much that kindled his wonder; but he would not 

loiter on the way, though his boots shredded from 

his feet, and the hot sun, beating on him, rotted
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the clothes from his lusty limbs. With his stout 

staff swinging in his hand, he tramped forward, 

meeting the sun at each recurring noon, lying 

down at night with his face turned to the winking 

Stars. 

He entered London on a sweltering day in early 

June. The sky, between the housetops, was blue 

as the bosom of his own lakes; the streets were 

paved with gold. In parks and squares and trim, 

gray-walled gardens, tall trees drooped under their 

burden of leaves. There had been no rain for 
many days, but the dun roads were sweet with 

moisture. Beautiful women, gloriously arrayed, 

passed near him on the pavement, or sped by under 

gay parasols, in shining carriages. Even the fine 
gentlemen, afoot or on horseback, who did not 

look at him or anything—so lofty were they in 
their patrician polarity!—compelled his unwilling 

admiration. He had no eyes for the meaner 

sights, no mind 1o penetrate beneath the sleek ex- 

terior of the city; his rustic soul was stirred to 
dumb amazement. He wandered on, reveling in 
sensations, until nightfall.
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And then the darkness fell on him. 

He was without plans, without resources. He 

had dreamed only of the far future—the period of 

his fame; the intermediate stages he had over- 

looked. Accustomed to the hearty hospitality of 

the countryside, he had not reckoned with inhos- 

pitable Death on the cold stones of this southern 

city. -He had tootled his way to London, winning 

here and there a bed or a meal or a lift in a jolting- 

cart, or even a handful of halfpence. But now, in 

this great town of growing gloom, there was none 

to listen to his music. He loitered at the Marble 

Arch, watching the press of people through his 

tears. A policeman threatened him with vague 

“menaces, and Michael perceived by the flashlight 

of his anger that London was not so big after all, 

but only a big collection of little things. His 

blithe, wandering spirit restéd on despair. Wearied 

with the adventures of the day, footsore and heart- 

sore, he sought a dark corner in a noisome court 

and lay down to sleep. His prayer that night was 

for the decent shelter of one kind, natural tree. 

The real Michael Drum awoke no more. He
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was more truly dead than if he had ceased to 

breathe. It was another man that stretched his 

limbs in the dawn and rose up from the spot where 

Michael Drum had lain down. This man went 
along in the early morning shadow asking alms. 

That day he took his first lesson from Hunger in 

the School of the World, and was evermore the 

worse for his experience. The well-fed have set it 

on record that hunger is a good sauce; Michael 

Drum found it a bad diet, as others have done. 

He lost his youth in the struggle for bread, and 

with his youth all that had made him a little higher 

than the ruck. He went down into the deeps, and 

the scum hid him. 

For some years he disappeared. 

At last we find him again—a husband and rate- 

payer, lodging in two rooms in Garden Row. He 

is now the philosopher, and plays his flute in a 

jaunty key. “The goods of life are very good,” 

he says, and drinks a little whisky o’ nights at “ The 

Jolly Anglers ” for sweet fellowship’s sake. Being 

an artist, he wears his hair long for the honor of 

tradition. His wife is about to become a mother
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for the second time. ‘It will be a girl,’ he says, 

“ because we want a boy this time, and there are 

too many women already.” The child is a boy. 

“ Every birth of a child is the death of an illusion,” 

he remarks. ‘“ We will call him Tony, because 

there has never been one of that name in our 

1 family



CHAPTER II. 

HIS PRENATAL EXPERIENCES. 

Mrs. Drum’s first child was a girl, whom she 

had named Honor. Honor was four years old 

when Tony was born. At five years she accepted 

him as her first responsibility. She dragged him 

up the stairs and down and about the street, ex- 

pounding the world to him. She judged the world 

from what she knew of it (as we all do); and, as she 

had never journeyed beyond Garden Row, thought 

it a shabby affair, no doubt. She sometimes 

longed to be one of the soaring gulls above the 

wintry river, that she might take a loftier view of 

things. She asked her mother if all the world were 

‘like Garden Row, and Mrs. Drum said “ God for- 

bid! ” She asked her father, and Michael Drum 

replied in bitter words which the child did not 

understand—nor the man either, for that matter. 

But hardship quickly blunted the edge of her 
9
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desire for knowledge. At nine years she was 

already a little woman, with many responsibilities 

to sober her and many harsh experiences upon 

which to found a theory of life. Yet she played 

still. 

Tony was now a tiny, deformed miracle of five. 

He had a great shock head, obliquely set between 

high, pointed shoulders; a thick, humped body, and 

rickety legs. His face was white and wistful, with 

a wonderful breadth of brow, but tapering sharply 

to an elfin chin. His eyes were smoke-colored, 

large, deep, questioning. His mouth was pinched 

and wry. He could not walk upright, but shuffled 

onward, with his long arms dangling limply and 

his face to the ground. His sister watched over | 

him, protected him, and loved him always. They 

‘were rarely apart; he never appeared in the streets 

without her. 

It was known throughout the Row that Tony 

was foredoomed to early death: that was the one’ 

happy fact of his existence. He alone did not. 

know it. In another sphere he might have thrived 

. and flourished, his life might have borne noble
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fruit, perhaps; as it was, grown to his full strength, 

he could have done little good in his small corner 

of the world, but infinite harm. 

He was the pet of the Garden Row Mission Hall. 

He attended all the services held there, led the 

children’s singing, and was cock of his class in the 

Sunday-school. He was very devout, and would 

listen to the longest homilies with the rapt face of 

an angel, whilst Honor, his sister, slumbered peace- 

fully beside him. Yet Honor had the larger stock 

of faith. 

Once he asked his sister, ““ Honor, where did I 

come from?” 

She replied, as in duty bound, “ God sent you, 

Tony.” 

He pondered the reply with a little puzzled knot 

of puckers on his brow. 

“ God lives in heaven, don’t He?” he said, at 

last. 

“He does when He’s at home,” Honor said, 

striving to cope with the great demands of the sub- 

ject. “ But generally He’s out and about, doing 

good.”
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“Oh!” gasped Tony. 

“ He’s everywhere, like, you see,” said Honor. 

“T see,” said Tony. He dragged himself along 

beside her for a hundred yards, and then he asked, 

“Ts He in Garden Row ever, Honor? ” 

“Yes,” she replied. 

“ Are you certain sure? ” he asked incredulously. 

“ Of course,” she said. 

“Well,” he drawled, speaking a whit peevishly; 

“T aint never noticed Him there.” 

Of course, the only meaning in his words was 

the obvious, childish one. But the men and 

women of the Row supplied another. 

A day or two later, as Tony and Honor were 

sitting together under a cart in the mews, he asked 

her: 

“ Did you come from heaven too, Honor?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

He turned his eyes toward her and scanned her 

face keenly. Then he fitted his chin into the 

palms of his two bony hands, and, looking aside at 

the flying rain, said softly: 

“T didn’t see you there, Honor!”  
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She stared at him, her mouth agape. 

“What did you say?” she cried. 

He replied, somewhat impatiently, ‘I didn’t see 

you there, in heaven, Honor.” And he added, 

“Whereabouts was you?” 

She shook her head in dumb amazement at his 

words. He seemed not to notice her extreme sur- 

prise, but continued calmly: 

“ Was you anywhere near God’s throne, Honor? 

I was quite close to it.” 

“Oh, Tony!” she gasped out, between fear and 

admiration. 

He narrowed his eyes and looked at her for signs 

of doubt. She dissembled. 

“T had a gold crown on,” said Tony. “So 

p’r’aps you wouldn’t hardly know me. And I 

wore a white robe. Do you know what a robe is, 

Honor? ” 

“No,” she said. 

“Tt’s in the hymn, you know,” he said. “It’s 

a sort of beautiful pinafore—all red and blue and 

green, with diamond buttons on, and velvet bows.” 

“ And did you have one?” asked Honor.
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“T had two,” said Tony, nodding; “ one for Sun- 

days and one for weekdays, like Miss MacMann at 

_ the sweetstuff shop. The one for Sundays was the 

one with the diamond buttons on; the weekday 

one had only got pearlies on, but bigger’n you ever 

see!” 

“What else did you have?” asked Honor 

eagerly. 

For Tony had the true artist’s knack of com- 

pelling belief even in the very teeth of probability. 

“ Oh!” he said, “ I had a golden harp anda palm 

of victory.” 

“What's a‘ palm of victory ’?” asked Honor. 

“Don’t you know?” he cried. “It’s in the 

hymn.” 

“T don’t know what it is,” she said humbly. 

“Tt’s a sort of Bath bun, but better than that, 

and you can’t never eat it up,” he said. 

“Why not?” 

“ Because it’s everlasting. As soon as you bite 

one bit off another bit grows.” 

Here Honor asserted herself, and exclaimed: 

“ Garn! ”
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He was in nowise disconcerted. 

“ Straight!” he said. 

Honor stared at him with troubled eyes. At 

last she asked: 

“ What is God like, Tony?” 

“Oh, He is ever so old,” Tony replied. 

“Ts He kind?” she asked. 

“ He is like the superintendent,” said Tony, with 

an air of explanation. 

“T always thought God was like him somehow,” 

said Honor. 

“ He’s awful like him,” Tony replied, his eyes 

bulging. “ Only bigger and older, of course. He 

is like the superintendent in other ways, too, you 

know—a bit strict, but wonderful kind, really, if 

you’re good.” 

“And was you good, Tony?” asked Honor, 

yielding herself. wholly to the fascinations of the 

subject. 

“Of course I was,” he said. “ Everybody is 

good in heaven. But even when I was bad Jesus 

was kind to me. Poor Jesus!” 

“ Oh!” cried Honor in an awed whisper.
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“IT see where they stuck the nails in,” said Tony, 

and he began to cry. 

“ He’s happy now, though,” said Honor in tones 

of consolation. 

“He seemed a bit sad like, Honor,” said Tony. 

“ Of course, He can’t help remembering.” 

“No, of course not,” she agreed. 

Tony said no more on the subject just then, but 

lapsed into heavy thought. Honor watched him 

-with new interest. Slowly she brought her mind 

to believe what Tony had said; it made plain many 

things in him which she had never understood. 

She grew hungry for further details of the other 

world, and tried by hints to draw them from her ; 

brother. But he was coyly silent. 

At last he spoke again. 

It was on a fair spring morning, and the Row 

was ariot of children. The air was warm and still, 

and games were in fevered progress. Honor was 

playing “gobs” with one Lucy Anders on the 

doorstep of the local sweep. Tony sat squatly on 

the pavement at her elbow. Suddenly he ad- 

dressed Lucy Anders.
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“Lucy,” he said, “do you know where babies 

come from?” 

Lucy Anders was ten, and the question put her 

to the blush. She dug her forefinger into Honor’s 

ribs and giggled. Honor blushed too. She struck 

away Lucy’s hand half angrily. 

“ Don’t let on as you know,” she whispered. 

Lucy gave an understanding nod. 

“It’s very awkward though, aint it, when they 

begin to ask questions?” she whispered back. 

Then she turned to Tony, and said, smiling blankly, 

“No. Where do they come from, Tony?” 

“They come from heaven,” Tony answered. 

“ Oh, of course,” Lucy said, winking at Honor. 

“ But how do you know?” 

“T remember,” he said. 

Lucy opened her eyes wide. 

“Don’t tell lies!” she said tartly. 
“Tt aint lies,’ Tony said, becoming tearful with 

rage. “I won’t tell you now, see if I do.” 

And he snapped his jaws together. 

But presently other children came round and one 

of them, Billy Aggs, was sucking a toffee-apple.
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“ Give us a bit, Billy,” said Tony. 

“ Shan’t,” said Billy. 

“ All right, greedy guts,” said Tony. 

For a while he was moodily silent. 

“You ought to see the toffee-apples they have 

in heaven,” he said at last, unable to restrain him- 

self longer. “ Ever so big. And nothink to pay 

for ’em!” 

““ Garn!” said Billy. 

“ See my finger wet,” Tony said. 

“What! nothink to pay?” cried Billy. 

“ Nothink,” replied Tony. “ You jest walk into 

the shops and take what you bloomin’ well like— 

toffee-apples, stickjaw, Jumbo-chains, everythink, 

and there’s other sweets you aint never heard of. 

I see some like ’em once in the big shops in the big 

street when I was out with Honor and got lost a 

time ago, but the ones in heaven was bigger’n 

them.” 

“Ts they cakes there, too?” asked Mrs. Mellar’s 

Agnes. 

“Millions on ’em!” answered Tony. “ And 

jam tarts and jumbles and fairy turnovers! ”
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“ Oh!” cried the children. 

“Ts they fruit there? ” said Billy Aggs. 

“Fruit!” Tony laughed scornfully. “I should 

think there was! All a-growing on the trees as 

thick as thick, like leaves. Apples and pears and 

strawberries and cherries and grapes and plums and 

everythink. And flowers, too!” 

The children heaved a sigh of longing. Lucy 

Anders, the unbeliever, was seen to smack her lips 

and become preoccupied. The circle closed on 

Tony, and a stream of questions poured in upon 

him. He looked triumphantly from face to face, 

smiled, and refused to speak further. 

? 

“Go on, Tony,” said Mrs. Mellar’s Agnes 

breathlessly. ‘‘ Tell us some more about it.” 

He shook his head, sadly but firmly. 

“Tl give you a button,” said Billy Aggs. “Id 

give you a suck o’ my toffee-apple, but it’s all gone 

now.” 

Tony: turned on him in great distress. 

“T caw’t tell you any more,” he wailed shrilly. 

“Tt won’t—won’t come.” 

They eyed each other askance.
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“Tm tired, Honor,” Tony said. “I want to be 

taken home. I want to go to sleep.” 

Honor rose at once, relinquishing a certain vic- 

tory over Lucy Anders, and led him away. The 

children gazed after Tony with regretful faces, and 

when he had gone a few yards they followed him 

slowly. To them it seemed that the street was 

grown darker and narrower, the sky seemed very 

far away, and there was little sense in starting fresh 

games before bed. 

Thenceforward Tony was never surprised. It 

mattered not what was shown to him, he had 

always seen a better one in heaven. By virtue of 

the fact of his previous exalted existence, he be- 

came an object of envy in the Row. He held a 

court of wide-eyed children every evening, and 

tribute to his genius was liberally rendered. 

One gusty, rainy night an oil-shop, two streets 

distant from the Row, burst into sudden flame. 

The sky was flushed red and ribbed with rolling 

smoke. The house-roofs, with their tall, twisted 

chimneys, stood out stark and black against the 

glare.  
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Tony and Honor, sleeping on their rag bed, with 

interlocked arms, cheek to cheek, were aroused by 

the roar and tumult in the street, and, starting up, 

saw the bright sky. 

“It’s a fire,” said Honor, darting to the door. 

“T expect mother and father’s gone,” she added, 

looking round the room. “I’m going too.” 

“ Hooray!” cried Tony, capering and clapping 

his hands. “ Take me, Honor,” he said. 

“T can’t,” said Honor; “it’s such a night, and 

there’ll be a ’orful crowd, and you’d get hurt.” 

“No, I wouldn’t,” he cried, trembling in his 

eagerness. ‘‘ Let me come, Honor.” 

“No,” she said, pushing him away. 

“Yes, let me,” he pleaded, weeping now. } 

But she ran from the room and locked him in. 

As she sped downstairs she could hear his furious 

blows upon the door and his voice crying out 

hoarsely, “ Honor, Honor!” 

His voice pursued her to the scene of the fire, 

and rang in her ears above the clamor of the crowd, 

the roar of the flames, and hiss of spouting water. 

Her enjoyment of the wild spectacle was marred.
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Compunction stabbed her. She waited until the 

roof fell in with a thunderous crash in a cascade of 

sparks, then returned slowly homeward, shudder- 

ing in anticipation of her brother’s reproaches. 

But Tony was ever unexpected. She found him 

sitting calmly before the fire, with his back to the 

window, scornful of the murmurous crowd in the 

Row and the resplendent, sensational sky. He 

had lighted a tiny oil-lamp, and was going through 

a fragment of an old Bible, looking for words 

which he could spell. It was his favorite amuse- 

ment on wet evenings. Honor noted his red eye- 

lids and unsteady mouth. He greeted her with a 

wavering smile. : 

“ Hullo!” he said slowly. “ Been to the fire? ” 

“Yes,” said Honor, drooping her head. 

He spelt out with his finger “ W—h—e—n, 

when.” 

“Tt wasn’t much of a fire, after all,’”’ Honor said 

to comfort him. 

“ Ah!” he said, looking hard at her, “ you ought 

to see hell.” 

She started back aghast.
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“ Hell!” she cried. 

He nodded “ Yes” with gloomy self-possession. 

“You aint never seen hell, have you, Tony?” 

cried Honor in an awestruck whisper. She looked 

up at the luridly suggestive sky. 

He nodded again, very gravely. 

“Yes, I have,” he said, throwing a startled 

glance into the darker corners of the room. “ Aint 

you never heard tell of the ‘ great gulf’ as is fixed 

between heaven and hell—the one as Lazarus 

looked through when the rich man was in tor- 

ment?” 

“Yes,” said Honor breathlessly. “ But what’s 

it like?” 

“The great gulf?” 

BeeNeSes 

Tony frowned. He seemed to be reflecting. 

“Tt’s a sort o’ grating, for all the world like a 

tremenjous big sewer-sink,” he said at length. 

“Oh!” gasped Honor. 

Her frightened gaze followed his about the 

room. 

“TI was playing one morning in the golden
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streets,” he said, solemnly and with restraint, 

“when we went round a corner, and then we 

see it.” , 

“The great gulf?” 

“Yes. It was just agin the curb, but ever so 

big, and a sort o’ red light was coming up out of it, 

like the steam do sometimes when it’s perishing 

cold.” 

He paused. 

“Yes, go on,” said Honor. 

“ The other boys was frightened, and run away,” 

Tony said; “ but I never. I kneeled down on the 

curb and peeped through the grating. And then 

‘I see it.” 

Honor uttered a tiny shriek. 

“Hell?” she said again, craning her head for- 

ward and looking up into his face. 

“Hell,” he answered, staring fixedly at her. 

“You never see such a sight. There was the—the 

devil—all red—a-hopping about in the fire. And 

there was all the wicked people a-crying and 

a-moaning—a-weeping and a-wailing and a-gnash- 

ing of their teeth. And there was the fire roaring
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that loud, and running after the wicked people in 

little streams like red-hot water, and a-burning 

them like anythink. There was all sorts o’ ugly 

faces in the fire—oh, such ugly ones! They’d ha’ 

frightened a girl out of her senses. And every 

time they breathed, little flames, all colored, come 

out of their mouths, and their eyes was like Chinese 

lanterns in a garden on Guy Fox day.” 

“Wasn't you awful afraid?” said Honor. 

said Tony. ‘“’Cos the wicked , “TI was, rather,’ 

people—some of ’em was murderers and covered 

with blood—they kept a-jumping up at me and 

a-shouting out, ‘Gimme a drop o’ water, Tony 

Drum! Oh, gimme a drop o’ water!’ I couldn’t 

abear to see ’em, so I got up mighty quick, and cut 

off as fast as I could go. And I never went back 

to that street no more.” 

He turned from her and sighed. She stood, 

dazed with wonder, looking at the floor and shud- 

dering. ~ 

“ Now, that was something like a fire, that was, 

Honor,” Tony said, eying her over his shoulder. 

She stood transfixed.
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His unique prenatal experiences safeguarded 

Tony against the remotest possibility of disap- 

pointment. 

The children of the Sunday-school were taken 

once a year to Chingford for a happy day amid the 

dog-roses and donkeys. Tony could not go be- 

cause of his infirmities. The brakes filled at the 

corner of the Row, and he stood watching them 

with the self-denying Honor by his side. His lip 

was curled in scorn, and, as the children were borne 

away in a happy uproar, he turned to his weeping 

sister, and said: 

“T bet Chingford aint half as good as heaven!” 

“But I aint been to heaven, you see,” sobbed 

Honor. 

He continued, ignoring her: “ It’s all very well 

for them. what don’t remember where they come 

from ’fore they was born, but Ido. Chingford! I 

wouldn’t give a farden to go to no Chingford! ” 

And in the evening, when the children returned 

and told him of the manifold joys of the day, he 

listened with obvious effort. But that night, 

Honor, startled from her sleep, caught the sound
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of his weeping. She sat up and asked compas- 

sionately: 

“‘ What are you crying for, Tony?” 

“T aint a-crying, fathead,” he said. “I’m only 

a-breathing hard.” And he kicked her sav- 

agely. 

“Yes you are a-crying,” said Honor. 

He spluttered angrily fora moment. Then he — 

broke down utterly, and clasped her about the 

neck, pressing his face against her breast. She 

soothed him in her arms. 

“ There, there, Tony, don’t cry,” she said. 

“T aint a-crying ’cos I never went to the treat,” 

he said jerkily. 

“ Aint you, Tony?” she said. “I thought you 

was.” 

“No,” he said, with an emphatic shake of the 

head; “ I was jest wishin’ I hadn’t never been born, 

that’s all. It’s so much nicer up above the sky 

than what it is down here.” 

And he talked to her of heavenly bliss until the 

morning. 

One day Billy Aggs asked him:
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“And could you fly, Tony, when you was in 

heaven?” 

“1 should think I could,” Tony said; “ and run, 

and jump.” 

“Wasn’t you humpy neither?” asked Billy 

Aggs. 

“Me!” cried Tony, in high surprise. “No 

fear! I could beat anybody at games, I could— 

when I was in heaven! ” 

“I wonder as you ever left heaven to come down 

here,” said Lucy Anders. 

“T never wanted to, I can tell you,” Tony said. 

“But you all have to be born, sooner or later— 

worse luck! You go to sleep one night, and when 

you wake up you're here.” 

“Paps you hurt your back a-coming down, 

Tony,” said Billy Aggs. 

Tony looked at him with his head held askew. 

“Ves, that was it,” he said.



 



CHAPTER III. 

HE ASKS AND ANSWERS QUESTIONS. 

ONE day, when Tony was six years old, he was 

taken by his parents into the country. They trav- 

eled a great way northward on the roof of a tram- 

car into a region of wide green fields. Tony had 

seen trees and grass before in the waste spaces near 

his home, but not hills rising to the sky and flowers 

at his feet that he might pluck. He wearied his 

parents with numberless questions, and exhausted 

his childish imagination in frenzied conjecture. 

They ate tea in a fairy bower beside a pond, and 

afterward climbed a great mountain, and emerged 

from the breathless ascent on a wide, wind-swept 

road: overlooking the whole earth. Tony could 

have stayed on the magic road all night, but his 

mother jerked him away by the arm, and they went 

into a hot, evil-smelling little public-house. There 

they stayed for many hours, though the smoke 
a9
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made Honor sick, and Tony fell asleep against her 

shoulder. At last they left the place and descended 

the mountain. It was now almost dark, and the 

wind was singing. Tony saw a line of dull red low 

down on the western sky-line, and thought that the 

world was afire. He told the thought to his 

father, who said: 

“ Aye, it’s afire right enough! ” 

And under that depressing belief Tony began 

the homeward journey. Crossing the fields to the 

place where the tram-cars started, the party over- 

took a poor Italian with a monkey and an organ. 

“Damme! give us a tune,” said Michael Drum 

boisterously. 

The Italian shrugged his shoulders and shook 

his head. 

“Too ver’ tired,” he said, smiling amiably upon 

Tony. 

ae Give us a tune, I say!” cried Michael Drum. 

The Italian was troubled, but smiled on. The 

monkey sprang upon his shoulder, chattering and 

scowling like an evil old man. 

“ Jacko!—he too ver’ tired!” said the Italian.
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Tony and Honor gazed at the monkey, fasci- 

nated. Tony had crossed the fields in a stupor of 

sleep, crying persistently to be carried in his 

mother’s arms; but now he was thoroughly 

aroused. Honor explained to him gravely that 

the monkey was a child of the Italian. And, in- 

deed, there was some likeness between them; both 

had withered, yellow faces, and white teeth, and 

stiff black hair growing low on the forehead. 

“Come, play up!” cried Michael Drum. 

“Yes, give us a tune,” said his wife. 

“ Ah—no!” pleaded the Italian, whose belly was 

clamoring for supper. But he swung the organ 

over his shoulder and propped it on his stick before 

him. 

“Tt is too ver’ bad!” he said. 

He ground out a popular waltz. The monkey 

leaped down upon the ground, and doffed his tiny 

fez and made a jerky bow. Mrs. Drum sprang 

back with a scream, and the Italian grinned 

broadly. 

“ Bite!” said he with much significance. 

The ground was dry and the grass smooth. The
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spirits she had imbibed at the inn worked furiously 

in Mrs. Drum, and she lifted a tentative leg, laugh- 

ing, under the brim of her hat, at Michael. He 

put his hands to his sides and roared out: 

“Ha, ha! Goon. Give usa step, old gal!” 

Thus encouraged Mrs. Drum flung decorum to 

the winds and danced. The monkey sprang back 

upon his master’s shoulder, spitting angrily. 

“Bad Jacko!” gurgled the Italian. 

Tony and Honor stood looking on. The coun- 

try wore a gray mantle of twilight. There was no 

moon yet, and the sky spread above them darkly. 

The blurred trees loomed black and formless, the 

grass gleamed silver through a ground-mist. Mrs. 

Drum danced on until the weary Italian stopped 

playing. 

“No, no; go on,” she cried when the music 

ceased. 

“Ah, no,” he murmured, preparing to obey, 

nevertheless. 

The monkey leaped down upon the ground again 

and snatched at some wild flowers in Tony’s hand. 

Tony screamed aloud in his terror, and Mrs. Drum
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struck the monkey hard across the head with her 

umbrella. The fixed smile faded from the face of 

the Italian. 

“T play no more for you—peegs! ” he said, hug- 

ging his ugly pet in his arms. 

He glared at them vindictively, swung the organ 

on his back again, and trudged away across the 

fields. Tony listened in an agony of vague, 

childish shame, whilst his mother hurled abuse 

after the patient, plodding figure of the poor 

Italian. 

“What a clucking hen you are, mother!” said 

Michael Drum, laughing. 

The events of the day had impressed Tony - 

deeply. 

“Father,” he asked, “ why did the organ-man 

talk so funny, eh? ” 

“ Because he is a foreigner, my son.” 

“Do all foreigners talk like that? ” 

“ More or less.” 

“And do they all have babies like the organ- 

man?” 

“ Babies! ”
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“Honor said it was his baby.” 

“She was aptly named,” said Michael Drum, 

looking wryly at his daughter. 

“T only said it for a lark, Tony,” said Honor. 

“Tsn’t it his baby, then?” 

“Far from it,” said Michael Drum. “In fact, 

it is one of the organ-man’s fathers.” 

“ How many fathers do organ-men have? zB 

“They would want a dozen to answer their ques- 

tions if they were all like you.” 

“ But, father, what is a foreigner?” 

“ Foreigners are men who don’t live in their own 

country. I don’t think I can make it plainer than 

that.” 

“What isa country?” 

“ A country is a big piece of dirt that everybody 

who is born on it is expected to feel sentimental 

about.” 

“ What is ‘ sentimental ’? ” 

“Two red noses touching one another on a 

starry night.” 

“ How many countries are there, father?” 

“ One—and some others.”
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“Don’t ask so many questions, Tony,” said his 

mother. 

“Why not?” asked Tony. “There are so 

many things to ask questions about.” 

Michael Drum laughed. “We must send the 

boy to school,” he said. 

So on a sultry day in late September Tony was 

taken to school. He went, holding his mother’s 

hand, with a heart of fear. The school was St. 

Anselm’s, a one-storied building of red brick stand- 

ing in a field against the railway, and separated 

from the road by high tarred palings. A great 

gray church overshadowed the school, and in the 

churchyard were many gaunt trees, the ancestral 

home of a colony of rooks. A bell was pealing as 
Tony and his mother arrived at the school, and the 
children were pouring in through the iron gates in 

a wild, disordered stream. Tony scanned his 

future companions with eager, nervous curiosity, 

and his warm clasp tightened on his mother’s hand. 

There were boys and girls of all sizes and sorts, a 
noisy, jostling mob, who returned his timid 
scrutiny with a bold, appalling gaze. He had im-
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bibed an awful idea of the mysteries of education, 

in which the dread image of the birch prevailed, 

and he felt a great reverence for these initiated 

ones. They seemed to bear their sorrows lightly, 

and he was reassured. 

His mother led him across the playground to a 

little wooden door, decorated with devices in iron. 

The door stood ajar, and a great babble of noises 

issued forth from within. Mrs. Drum knocked, 

and a white-haired dame appeared. She surveyed 

Tony in brisk, business fashion—as a butcher 

might survey a calf ere buying it for the slaughter 

—and began to talk with his mother. Onlv a few 

sentences passed, and Mrs. Drum turned to de- 

part. 

“ Be a good boy, Tony,” she said, stooping to 

kiss him. 

He faltered, ‘‘ Yes, mother.” 

Then she hurried away, and he was left alone. 

“Come, Tony Drum,” said the white-haired 

lady, who proved to be the infant schoolmistress, 

and she took his hand. 

“J will be good, ma’am,” said Tony.
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“That’s right, Tony Drum,’ she responded 

cheerily, and led him into school. 

He took his seat at the end of a long form, be- 

side a chubby girl in a red flannel frock and white 

pinafore. The chubby girl had beautiful yellow 

hair of silky texture, and a haughty little profile; 

she did not look at Tony, but sat with her arms 

folded on her slate, and he thought how different 

she was from Honor. He was very lonely in that 

crowd of restless babes. He looked through the 

windows at the sky and the trees, and felt like a 

bird in a cage. The schoolmistress had betaken 

herself to the further end of the room to awe a class 

of bigger children with her white-haired presence; 

the class in which Tony had been placed was pre- 

sided over by a lank damsel in skirts that were 

neither long nor short, but something between the 

two, as, indeed, she herself was something between 

child and woman. She was manipulating an 

abacus, and at signs from her, unintelligible to 

Tony, the children made mysterious noises. He 

mouthed silently when the children shouted, and 

felt that he was being educated at a great pace.
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Later, the wonders of the alphabet were revealed 

to him. And so the first morning passed. 

He sped homeward, glad to be in the free air 

- again, and flooded his mother with the tale of his 

experiences. Honor laughed harshly at his loud 

enthusiasm. After the midday meal Mrs. Drum 

gave him a farthing and a handful of plums, and he 

went back.to school again happy enough. 

Thus his education was begun. 

Life was easy and slow in the infant school of St. 

Anselm’s. Learning was administered in wee sips, 

and the discipline was lax. Often, on a summer 

afternoon, when the gray floor was a mosaic of sun- 

shine, half the tiny scholars would be asleep, and 

the teacher herself in a state of great drowsiness, 

so that her voice dwindled to a low drone, very 

soothing to the dulled senses of the children. And 

in the winter, when the window panes were starred 

with frost and the attendance was meager, the 

scholars would crowd about the glowing stove and 

watch the snow, as it clicked on the glass, whilst 

the white-haired schoolmistress read fairy tales 

from Andersen or Grimm. Often, a rusty rook,
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perched on a lower bough, would peep in at the 

fire as if it longed to steal a little warmth to carry 

back to its bleak eyrie in the treetop. Once a 

week a brisk young curate told them true stories 

from the Bible, of the Creation and the Flood, of 

_ the Patriarchs and Judges of Israel, of infant 

Samuel and the mighty David. He told them of 

the Christ too, and with enough dramatic power to 

raise in Tony’s breast a storm of love and indigna- 

tion. Tony thought that Christ must have been 
wonderfully like the brisk young curate. 

One morning a messenger from the big girls’ 

section of the school entered the infants’ room and 

crossed to the mistress’ desk. After some whis- 

pered talk, the mistress stood up and called out, 

“Tony Drum!” 

Tony rose from his place, and answered shrilly, 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Come here, Tony,” said the mistress. 

Tony left his seat and advanced timidly into the 

middle of the room. A guilty conscience, heavy- 

laden with secret crime, upbraided him, and he was 

full of dire misgiving.
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“Tony,” said the mistress, “I have just heard 

very sad news of your sister.” 

Tony was relieved to find that he had not been 

called out for punishment. A healthy, working 

conscience is an awkward possession for a boy! 

He heaved a sigh of relief. 

“Very sad news!” repeated the mistress. 

He now began to feel alarm, and his eyes 

widened. 

“Why, ma’am,” he cried, “she wasn’t even ill 

this morning, ma’am.” 

“T don’t mean that she is ill.” 

“She can’t never be dead?” 

“What a very morbid child!” said the mistress. 

“T have not said that she is ill or dead, Tony. She 

is quite well, but very, very naughty.” 

“ You're a liar,” said Tony, quietly but with con- 

viction. ‘She aint nothink o’ the sort. She’s 

quite good, Honor is.” 

“You must not call me a liar. It is very 

rude.” 

“You must not tell lies. It is very wicked.” 

“ Be silent.”
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“Yes, ma’am.” 

“ Now you go with this little girl and do as you 

are told.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

He followed the girl out of the room, along a 

narrow passage, into the big girls’ section. In one 

of the classrooms he found Honor. 

She was lying on her back in the middle of the 

floor, kicking and screaming in a fit of puny hys- 

terics. A haggard young mistress was bending 

over her in angry despair. 

“Is this her brother, Amy?” asked the young 

mistress. 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Amy. 

Tony stood looking at his sister, and he was filled 

with sudden shame. 

“What is your name, little boy?” asked the 

mistress. 

He faltered a moment, then replied, “ William 

Smith, ma’am.” 

She stared at him and from him to Amy. 

“This is the wrong boy surely?” 

“No, ma’am, it isn’t,” said Amy.
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“ But he says his name is Smith.” 

“It might easily be Ananias, ma’am, but it aint 

Smith,” said Amy pertly. She was in the seventh 

standard and knew the Scriptures. ‘“ J know him 

well enough.” 

“She aimt my sister,’ said Tony, blazing 

into sudden fury. “She aint—she aint—she 

aint!” 

Honor stopped screaming to listen. 

“ My sister’s a carroty-headed gal, and she don’t 

go to this here school at all, she don’t,” cried 

Tony. 

Honor sat up suddenly. 

“Oh, Tony!” she exclaimed. 

“You aint my sister—you know you aint,” said 

Tony. “I wouldn’t own you for no bloomin’ 

sister!” 

A grin overspread Honor’s face. 

“Dear me, this is very extraordinary!” said the 

young mistress, growing more haggard. 

“Take me back to the infants’,” screamed Tony. 

a I don’t want to stick here, I don’t.” . 

There was nothing else to do, so they. took him
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back, and the infant mistress told him about 

George Washington. He was not greatly inter- 

ested. He went to his seat in silence, with a dark 

scowl upon his thin, wistful face. 

He felt terribly ashamed of his family.



CHAPTER IV. 

HE RISES TO OCCASIONS. 

In a little while Tony passed from the infants’ 

to the boys’ school. He wept bitterly at parting 

from his old schoolmistress, and she, touched by 

this token of a good heart, gave him many words 

of kind advice and four new farthings. 

“What will you do with it?” she asked him. 

“T mean the money. I know what will happen to 

the advice.” 

“T shall buy a present for my dear mother,” he 

said proudly. 

“Good boy!” said she. 

He went out and bought a mouth-organ. He 

took it home and threw it in his mother’s lap. 

“ What is this?” asked Mrs. Drum. 

“A present—for you,” he replied. 

She laughed. 

“Tt aint any good to me,” she said. “TI can’t 
44 
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play it.” He was silent, so she added: “ But it was 

real kind of you to buy it for me, Tony.” 

“Yes, wasn’t it!” he said. “I think ’ma very 

kind boy, mum, don’t you?” 

“F?’m!” she murmured doubtfully. 

He picked up the mouth-organ. 

“You must learn to play it, mum,” he said. 

“But there aint nobody to teach me.” 

“T will teach you,” he said. 

“Can you play it, then, Tony?” 

“Not yet,” he answered. “ But I’ll learn, and 

then [ll teach you. See?” 

“T see,’ nodded Mrs. Drum. 

He went out and sat on the doorstep. He be- 

gan to play the mouth-organ, and presently some 

children came round him. 

“ Let’s have a go at it, Tony,” said Billy Aggs. 

-“T would let you, but it aint mine,” said Tony. 

“Whose is it, then? ” 

“My mother’s. I bought it for her. She says 

Tam the kindest boy out.” 

And he played on. 

There was much trouble awaiting Tony in the
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boys’ school. On the first morning he was placed 

next to a freckled boy named Simmy Angus. 

“You'll find him a very nice lad,” said the mas- 

ter reassuringly, seeing that Tony trembled. 

Tony said to the boy: 

“ Are you really nice?” 

“What?” growled Simmy. 

“Are you really nice? ” 

“Tl break your jaw if you talk to me, you 

cheeky young swine! ” said Simmy. 

“T knew you wasn’t,” sighed Tony. He sat in 

great fear. 

“Hi, you, what’s your name?” whispered 

Simmy. 

“Tony Drum.” 

“Can you fight? ” 

Tony shook his head doubtfully. 

“ Not a bit?” 

“NO! 

Simmy grinned. 

“T shall call you ‘ Humpy,’ then,” he said. 

“Please don’t call me that,” said Tony. 

“ Yuss, 1 shall.”
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“Tt ‘ll hurt my feelings so.” 

“Your feelings be blow’d! Aint I got feelings, 

eh? And don’t everybody call me ‘The Spotted 

Worm’? How’d you like to be called a spotted 

worm?” 

“T shouldn’t like it a bit,’ Tony confessed. 

“ But then, I aint spotted, and you are.” 

“ Bli’ me!” cried Simmy. “I won’t half give 

you somethink for that when I get you 

out.” 

“Oh, don’t hit me,” pleaded Tony. ‘“ Look 

here, I’ll let you have a go on my mother’s mouth- 

organ.” 

“ Have you got it with you?” 

s1¥es.y 

“ Show.” 

Tony produced the mouth-organ. 

“ Allright,” said Simmy. “ You give it me, and 

I won’t hit you.” 

“It’s my mother’s, or else I would.” 

“ Well, let’s hold it a minute.” 

“ Don’t keep it, will you?” 

“Taint no bloomin’ thief!”
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_ Tony handed over the mouth-organ, and Simmy 

Angus promptly slipped it into his pocket. 

“ Thank you,” he said, chuckling. 

“You aint a-going to keep it?” 

“Aint I? I thought I was.” 

“ Give it back!” 

“ Not me.” 

“You're a thief!” 

“ And you're a liar! You said it was your 

mother’s mouth-organ.” 

“So itis. I bought it for her.” 

“Don’t try to stuff me up. I know better. 

What do your mother want with a penny mouth- 

organ?” 

“ Oh, give it me back.” 

eshanitl 7 

Tony pleaded no more. 

When morning lessons were over and the school 

was dismissed, a crowd of urchins, led by Simmy 

Angus, gathered about Tony, and followea him 

through the playground into the street. They 

cried out at him: 

“Yah, Humpy! Yah, Humpy! Who cried
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’cos he’d got his belly in the wrong place? Yah, 

Humpy, yah!” 

They hustled him and buffeted him. They spat 

on his clothes and pelted him with mud and the 

refuse of the gutters. 

He shuffled along as fast as his weak legs 

allowed, but his persecutors easily kept pace 

with him. At last he stood at bay against a 

wall. 

“Oh, you poor miserable sinners!” he cried. 

“ Oh, you wicked, miserable sinners! Oh, aint I 

sorry for you all!” 

They shouted in derisive chorus. 

“Tt’s all very fine for you to knock me about 

now,” Tony said solemnly; “ but jest you wait till 

you’re dead. Won’t God pay you out then! Oh, 

my! won’t he jest!” 

“ Look at him a-crying!” jeered Simmy Angus. 

“ Look at Old Humpy a-crying!” 

Tony lifted his head and faced his tormentors 

boldly. 

“Me a-crying! ” he said. “Garn wi’ you! I 

aint the sort o’ boy what cries. You couldn’t
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never make me cry, none of you, not if you was to 

hit me ever so—me bein’ humpy an’ all!” 

A shower of blows fell upon him. 

“Go on, then!” he shouted. “Hit me! hit 

me!” 

They responded to the invitation with a will, and 

Tony laughed at them. 

Suddenly a lank, frocked figure, all knees and 

elbows and flying hair, burst into the little group. 

“ Honor!” screamed Tony. 

“T’ll show ’em!”’ she cried. 

She caught Simmy Angus by the neck, and flung 

him on his back in the muddy road. 

“ You'll hit my little brother, will you, an’ him a 

cripple!” she yelled, weeping profusely, as she 

bumped two sleek back heads together. “I'll put 

the ten commandments on every one of your ugly 

faces, I will, and quicker’n you can think! ” 

“Honor!” said Tony, leveling an accusing fin- 

ger at Simmy Angus; “ that boy has got mother’s 

mouth-organ.” 

“Fork it out, Funny Face!” commanded 

Honor, turning again on the downfallen Simmy.
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He hastily dropped the mouth-organ at her feet, 

and fled. 

“Oh, Tony!” cried Honor, kneeling down to 

hug him tenderly; “’ave they hurt you much, 

Tony?” 

“Only in my feelings, Honor,” he replied. 

“ The thumps an’ pinches aint nothing at all. But 

they called me—they called me names.” 

“Let ’em do it again, that’s all,” said Honor, 

white and quivering with rage. ‘‘ Let me catch 

’em at it! Dll show ’em! T’ll teach ’em how it 

feels to be hurt, I will. The nasty, spiteful little 

toads!” 

“Well, you needn’t cuddle me, Honor!” said 

Tony in an aggrieved tone. ' 

“That’s my love, dear,” she said timidly. 

“Yes, I know,” he said; “ but it makes a fellow 

look such a fool!” 

She loosed her embrace, and they walked se- 

dately home. But Tony did not return to school 

that day, because he was suddenly struck down by 

sickness. _ 

He lay for a dark month on the verge of death,
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and the jaded dispensary doctor shook his. bald 

head helplessly at each visit, saying always: 

? 
“Well, I will look in to-morrow, but ,   

Yet Tony rallied, and in a little while was back 

again at school. 

' He was bullied, of course; but only at first, and 

not so badly. He had pluck to commend him to 

his mates, and if he could not give a blow he could 

take a dozen without wincing. He speedily made 

friends. His lessons gave him little trouble, for he 

was apt above his fellows, and as for the cane, 

after tasting it a few times, he scorned it alto- 

gether. 

A dull year passed, and then, in his tenth year, 

Tony had an aging experience. 

Returning from school one chill evening in 

March, he came upon a crowd at a little distance 

from hishome. He pushed into it, and found that 

the cause of the commotion was a drunken woman. 

She lay in a degraded heap, outstretched, face 

downward, upon the pavement. There was a thin 

rain falling and the ground was sloppy. The 

woman’s dress was stained with the mire. Her
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hair was loose, and strayed about her head in wet, 

clotted strands. Her tawdry bonnet was crushed 

under her forehead; through her broken boots her 

stockings. protruded in soiled white puckers. 

There were many boys of Tony’s acquaintance in 

the crowd. They jested rudely upon the fallen 

woman, and Tony, though his heart shrank from it, 

joined them from a boyish feeling of emulation. 

His wit was keener than theirs, and his sallies pro- 

voked the loudest laughter. 

“Come, old Mother Mud!” he cried. “Vl run 

you for a stiver!” 

The woman stirred at the sound of his voice and 

moaned. She had laid still hitherto, with her head 

in a trickle of blood, as if stunned. Now she raised 

herself on her hands and turned her face to them. 

Tony cried out in a stricken voice and fell on his 

knees beside her. 

The drunken woman was his mother! 

His heart seemed to snap apart within him. The 

faces about him were the faces of leering devils; he 

heard the whisperings and brutal laughter of the 

crowd, and he was frozen with shame. He sobbed,
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“Oh, mother, mother! ” and put his arm about her 

neck and tried to raise her up. 

“ Bli’ me! if it aint Tony’s old woman!” he heard 

one of his schoolmates say. ‘‘ Oh, Lord!” 

Tony sprang up, seething with rage, and struck 

blindly at the boy’s face. 

“Ere, Tony boy, gimme a hand!” his mother 

mumbled. 

She clung to him, trying to rise. He looked at 

her, his mother, and the tears rose in his eyes to 

blot out the sight of her shame. 

“ Oh, mother, mother!” he cried again. 

She got upon her feet and clung to him, but he 

was too weak to bear her weight, and she sank to 

the ground once more. 

“ Nobody loves me!” she whimpered. 

Tony crouched beside her in the rain, looking 

from face to face in the crowd. A bow-legged 

workman, with his bag of tools over his shoulder, 

stepped from the ranks. 

“Ts it your mother?” 

Tony made the sad admission. 

“ D’ye live fur off?”
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“Tn the next street.” 

“Ere,” said Bow Legs. “’Old my bag, boy. 

Now then, one o’ yer, gimme a hand.” 

He found one to help him, and between them 

they raised up Mrs. Drum and bore her along. 

Tony, bending under the bag, followed them at a 

trot. His mother, feeling herself in motion, be- 

gan to sing, and the crowd jeered. She gave them 

shout for shout, and kicked her limp legs in a bone- 

less sort of dance. Thus they made the journey 

home.



CHAPTER V. 

HE MAKES A FRIEND. 

IT was at this period that the prosperity of the 

Drums began to decline. Michael’s health some- 

times failed now, and when it happened that he 

could not follow his itinerant calling the family was 

sorely straitened in means. Mrs. Drum had 

hitherto preserved much of her youthful comeliness 

and high spirits, but under the growing burden of 

her household cares she became quickly old and 

peevish. Every day she had more frequent re- 

course to the bottle. She began to tipple on her 

errands, and usually was too much occupied with a 

new circle of acquaintance at “ The Jolly Anglers ” 

to keep her home clean or her person tidy. She 

became a bit of a shrew, and faded and shapeless. 

As her husband once remarked to her in their bick- 

erings, he had to look into the parlor album to find 

the woman he married. Tony early bore a share 
56
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of the family responsibilities. Mrs. Drum con- 

fided much to him that she kept secret from her 

husband. Every Saturday, when Michael handed 

over her weekly stipend, Tony went with her to 

the pawnshop to redeem his Sunday suit, or 

Honor’s silk frock, or maybe a blanket or a table- 

cloth. Mrs. Drum herself had no clothes left that 

a pawnbroker would lend a sixpence on. She 

seemed to feel no shame in these miserable dealings: 

after a while, but made one of a party of slatterns 

like unto herself, and the business was always an 

excuse for a social dram. Tony ate many Banbury 

cakes in private bars with the gossips on these ex- 

_ peditions; nevertheless, he hated them. 

He now, for the first time, perceived the right- 

eousness of pride. 

“Mum,” he said one day, “ why don’t you take 

Honor to the pawnshop sometimes, instead 0’ 

me?” 

“God forbid that a daughter 0’ mine should 

ever know anythink o’ such places,” said Mrs. 

Drum earnestly. “Tt would be a nice thing to 

have your own gal, after she was married, bringing
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up as her own mother was the first one to intro- 

duce her to our common uncle.” 

“ Will Honor get married some day, then?” 

“T hope so,” said his mother. ‘ She will if she 

plays her cards as wellasI did.” 

At breakfast on the following day Tony asked © 

his sister: 

“ Say, Honor, do you want to get married? ” 

“Me!” cried Honor. ‘ Lord! what makes you 

start on that, Tony? I’m only fourteen as yet.” 

“ But I mean when you grow up.” 

“No,” said Honor, “I don’t want to get 

married—to tie myself down and be one bloke’s 

slave for life!” 

““ Nonsense, Honor!” said her mother. 

“It’s a curious thing,” said Michael Drum, look- 

ing up from his newspaper; “all maids, when they 

‘are fourteen or so, say they will never get married. 

And when they are thirty they begin to fear that 

they have told the truth.” 

“TI do hate them nasty sneering remarks 0’ 

yourn,” said Mrs. Drum, rubbing her nose. 

“No flattery, please,” said Michael.
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Honor rose and went forth to her work. She 

had just left school, and was now engaged from 

eight to eight in a button factory. 

When Tony was in the fifth standard it was dis- 

covered that he had a tuneful voice and a good ear, 

so he was made a member of the church choir. 

Music was a great delight to him. His happiest 

hours were spent in St. Anselm’s Church. It was 

a very beautiful church and very old. On practice 

nights when the interior was unlighted save for one 

blue glimmer of gas in the organ-loft, Tony would 

look down upon the dark stillness of the church 

and see white spirits flitting through the aisles. 

Their passing was as the passing of the wind. He 

could hear the soft sough of their ghostly robes 

trailing over the smooth stones, though the organ 

crashed out its music above his head and twenty 

lusty boys were singing in his ears. When there 

was a moon the painted windows were glorified, 

and on the’ white stones about the font and altar 

there fell a mysterious moving radiance. The 

polished oak rails of the pews shone like bars of 

silver; every brass tablet on the towering walls was
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a hole of light in the stone. In that place of splen- 

did unrealities it was easy enough to forget the 

squalid life of home. 

The blind organist, Paul Hands, had a strong 

liking for Tony. He would invite the boy to his 

house, and play to him on the violin. To Tony 

the music that he made was more wonderful than 

aught else in the world; but the organist would cry, 

in his despair: 

“T am like a child building a mountain! ” 

Two sisters of the organist lived with him, pale- 

faced women with patient eyes and soft voices. 

They played, too, when their brother permitted, 

but usually their playing made him rage. 

“How you mince!” he would cry. “One 

would think that music was asleep, and you were 

afraid of waking it! See here!” 

He would snatch the violin, and prance blindly 

up the room, drawing out horrid skirls of sound. 

“That is you,” he would say, and laugh. 

But he had softer moods in which he would play 

and sing entrancingly. At such times he was 

transfigured. Tony, watching him with fascinated  
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eyes, would think of him as of some sweet being of 

dreams. 

“You pity me because I’m blind, don’t you, 

boy?” he once said to Tony. “ Well, you need 

not. It is I who have the advantage, for I see 

what I please.” 

Nevertheless, he could be bitter on the subject 

of his affliction. 

“ What is the use of sight to half the world?” he 

asked his sisters. ‘“‘ They see with their opinions. 

They are color-blinded by prejudice! ” 

“Hush, Paul!” his sisters whispered. 

One added: “ The child is here.” 

“Tt was a child who spoke,” he murmured, with 

a wintry smile. 

Tony was growing old before his time, but Paul 

Hands lent him books to keep him young. Life 

swung back and Tony walked yet in childland— 

that blessed land of moments, where things are not 

grimly relative, but lonely happenings of joy or ter- 

ror. He stayed on the Hills of Faéry whilst his. 

family groped in the Valley of Dry Bones. He 

towered above them. They had only facts to live
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with. He could fit his surroundings to his liking. 

The highest building erected by men’s hands has 

little power against a child’s dream. Tony’s world 

melted and was merged in the a substance of his 

changing fancies.



CHAPTER VI. 

HE FACES THE INEVITABLE. 

BuT the awakening came. 

One night, when Tony returned home, he found 

his parents in close council before the fire, and from 

the silence which greeted him he gathered ‘that he 

had been the subject of their talk. 

“Tony, my lad,” said the father, “there’s been 

a bit of luck for you to-day.” He looked across 

the hearth at his wife; Mrs. Drum nodded encour- 

agement, and he went on. “ Perhaps you know 

things haven’t gone too well with us lately. My 

health isn’t what it was, there is foreign competi- 

tion, and the national taste for sound music is 

showing sad signs of wear and tear.” He 

- chuckled; then perceiving that his wit was wasted, 

became suddenly gloomy. “So we’re hard up. 

Your mother knocks off a penny here and a penny 

there—we live on the fat o’ the land instead o’ the 

63



64 TONY DRUM. 

lean, because it’s cheaper—and still we get worse 

off every day. Now, Tony, don’t you think that’s 

a sad thing?” 

“Yes, father,” said Tony. 

“Ah, now the Fifth Commandment’s talking,” 

“cried Michael Drum. “ And that’s a thing I like 

to hear. Always honor your father and your 

mother, Tony, and do your utter to keep them out 

of the home for decayed parents, by which I mean, 

of course, the workhouse! ” 

“ Yes, father.” 

“Now we come to it,” said Michael Drum. 

“To-day a gentleman has been here asking after 

you. He’s a sort of cousin of your mother’s, and 

he dabbles in pork.” 

aA pork butcher,” explained Mrs. Drum. 

“And he wants a boy to help him on Saturdays, 

and he thought you’d do.” 

“A pork butcher!” faltered Tony. 

“Tt isn’t exactly a genteel calling,” Michael 

Drum conceded, “but it’s honest enough and 

profitable, I believe. You might do worse, my 
3? 

son. 
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“And you'll start to-morrow morning at half- 

past seven,” said Mrs. Drum. “ He’s going to 

give you eighteenpence and your meals. I call 

that good for a day’s work, and I think you ought 

to be very grateful.’ 

Tony sat down with bowed head, fumbling his 

cap nervously. 

“ But, mother,” he began. 

“You don’t seem very glad about it,” Mrs. 

Drum remarked. “I suppose you think you never 

ought to go to work. And it isn’t as if it’d inter- 

fere with your schooling, either. The blessed old 

School Board takes jolly good care of children 

nowadays. In my time boys was earning their liv- 

ing at ten.” 

“T think the School Board would do a lot of 

harm if it could,” said Michael Drum. “It would 

do away altogether with the national stock of fools 

first of all, and then, think how unhappy we should 

be. There’s precious little laughter about now— 

people have got to be so wise and miserable. 

When there are no fools left at all, it will be a close 

season for wit, I’m afraid. - I can tell you of a man”
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—he paused. “TI beg your pardon, I can tell you 

nothing, for you are both sleepy. Give me a 

candle, mother, I’ll go to roost. There’s nothing 

in the jug. I hope I may dream a little beer.” 

He went off to bed, grinning amiably. 

“ Good-night, Tony,” said Mrs. Drum, prepar- 

ing to follow her husband. “ Don’t wake Honor, 

she’s got a faceache.” She kissed him and went 

from the room. 

Tony undressed with a sad heart, said his even- 

ing prayer, and slipped into bed beside his sister. 

Half the night he lay awake brooding, and the 

shadow of his trouble darkened his dreams. 

On the morrow, seeing there was no appeal from 

his fate, he contrived to put a bright face on the 

matter and trudged manfully off to his work, up- 

held by a sense of duty. His first employer was a 

rough, ruddy-faced man, of blunt speech and vio- 

lent manners. He set Tony to scraping a meat 

block at once; and when Tony cut his finger told 

him not to “ mind a little blood,” but “to suck it 

up to prevent waste and get along with the job.” 
Tony’s finger continued to dribble blood all the
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morning, and as there was much rock-salt about— 

used in the pickling of pork—the pain of his wound 

was considerable. For hours he was at the point 

of tears, and at last a harsh word from the butcher 

made him cry outright. 

“Damme!” cried the man. ‘“ What a baby it is! 

Here, Baby, quit that and take this leg to Mrs. 

Marser’s—you know the place.” 

Tony shouldered the wooden tray and trotted 

off down the street, glad to be away from his mas- 

ter. At the corner he ran into a party of two ladies 

and a gentleman. One of the ladies cried out, 

“Tony!” as he passed, and turning he recognized 

Harriet Hands. Hannah and Paul were with 

her. 

“Why, Tony!” cried Harriet Hands. “ What- 

ever are you doing?” 

“T’m a pork butcher’s errand-boy now, miss,” 

said Tony. 

“What?” cried the organist loudly, “ what does 

he say he is? ” 

abuts surely you haven’t left school just as you 

were getting on so nicely?” said Harriet Hands.
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“ Oh, no! this is only a Saturday job,” Tony ex- 

plained. 

“And do you like it? ” 

- “Tt aint so bad,” said Tony stoutly. 

She regarded him closely. 

“You hand is bleeding! ” she exclaimed. 

“Yes,” said Tony, looking at his injured finger. 

“T cut it with the cleaver. But it aint much.” 

i: Tony,” interposed the organist, “you’re no 

pork butcher. Cut away home.” 

“I can’t do that, sir,” said Tony. “I’ve got to 

take this leg somewhere.” 

“ Throw the damned thing into the gutter,” said 

the blind man angrily. “How dare they make a 

pork butcher of you?” 

“S’sh!” whispered his younger sister. 

“You must have your finger doctored,” said 

Harriet Hands. 

She took Tony into a chemist’s shop hard by, 

where his wound was dressed and bandaged. The 

blind organist and his younger sister conferred ear- 

nestly on the pavement. | 

“We think you had better go on with this work
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just for to-day,” said Hannah Hands to Tony. 

“But we'll try to find you something better next 

_ week.” 

They bade him a friendly “ Good-by,” and he 

pursued his errand with a fortified heart. 

“Hullo, Baby!” cried the butcher on Tony’s 

return. “ You’ve been gone a precious long time. 

What’s that round your finger? ”’ 

Tony explained. 

“God’s truth!” cried the butcher. “A little 

blood and salt wouldn’t hurt you! A niminy- 

piminy lot of millinery props!” 

He was very merry at Tony’s expense, address- 

ing him as “ Baby,” and imploring him to be care- 

ful of his precious life. Next door was a grocer’s 

shop, outside which stood a tow-headed youth, 

distributing handbills. Soon this youth took up 

the butcher’s cry, and between them Tony had a 

cruel time. 

“Yaht” howled Tow-head. “ Who cried ’cos 

he cut his finger! ” 

His jeers provoking no rejoinder, he was in- 

spired to throw a decayed potato at Tony. Tony



70 TONY DRUM. 

caught it in his hand and stood to return the 

missile. Tow-head fled into the shop. But the 

potato overtook him like an ordinance of judg- 

ment, smashing on the nape of his neck. This 

triumphant passage of arms cheered Tony greatly. 

Tow-head molested him no more. 

But toward evening the rain began. The wind 

freshened. Tony stood under the canvas cover, 

shivering in the cold. 

“Come, Baby, take your hands out o’ your 

pockets,” the butcher would cry. “I don’t pay 

babies for idling.” 

The butcher’s wife brought out some hot coffee 

and bread and butter to Tony. He was grateful 

for the meal. For dinner he had had the half of a 

sheep’s head; but the topography of a sheep’s head 

is somewhat difficult, and Tony fared ill. The 

coffee put new life into him, and, the rain stopping 

just then, he began to hope that he would com- 

fortably survive the evening. As it grew dark the 

gas was lighted, and the street assumed a cheerier 

aspect. The crowd thickened on the pavement, 

the hubbub increased.
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“See nobody don’t prig any o’ that tripe, Baby,” 

said the butcher. 

“Yes, sir,” answered Tony. 

He was growing tired. Every moment his 

weariness increased. It was impossible to 

stand alone; he leaned against a meat 

block. . 

“Now then, Baby!” roared the butcher. ‘Don’t 

go to sleep. I don’t pay babies to go to sleep. 

Slip about. Be live-ly!” 

Tony shook himself, shuddering with drowsi- 

ness. He found his legs were grown terribly stiff; 

his feet were wet and sore; he had an aching in his 

back. A few paces to and fro relaxed his limbs a 

little and eased his joints, but he could not keep 

pacing to and fro forever. He glanced at the 

moon-faced clock upon the wall behind the shop 

counter. Ten minutes to eight. Another three 

hours or perhaps four. 

“Buy, buy, buy, buy!” yelled the butcher in his 

ear. “ Now, Baby, you do a bit o’ shouting. I 

notice you aint overworking yourself.” 

Tony chirped feebly, “ Buy, buy, buy, buy!”
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At the sound of his own voice his ears tingled and 

his face glowed. 

“God, there’s a twitter!” cried the butcher. 

rk Louder, Baby, louder! Chuck it off your chest! 

I thought yer mummy said you was in the choir. 

You in the choir. Wy that voice! Bli’ me, I pity 

the congregation, I do. You won’t find me in 

your church, Baby!” 

Evidently this was wit, for the mob of women 

about the butcher sniggered applause. Tony was 

filled with anger and shame. 

“ Blushing he is, too!” shouted the butcher. 

* Bless you, ladies, he’s no common kid. Why, 

it’s worth a ha’penny on the pound to look at him! 

Show ’em your face, Baby. See how proud ’e is! 

He aint doing this for money. Not him. It’s all 

on account of a little wager with my Lord Tom 

Noddy.” 

By and by, when the butcher grew tired of jest- 

ing, he became churlish, and railed at Tony. But 

his anger was more tolerable than his wit. 

Nine o’clock struck. Tony, in his weariness, 

leaned again upon the meat block.
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“None o’ that lolling about, Baby. I won’t 

have it,” cried the butcher. 

“I’m so tired, sir,” pleaded Tony. 

“Tired, are you! Well, it’s healthy to be tired. 

An’ you'll be worse ’fore you’re done. There’s 

another three hours yet.” 

Tony had been hoping that the shop closed at 

eleven. He felt he should never be able to stand 

upright for three more hours. Every minute 

-seemed endless. He could have whimpered in his 

despair, but he was too much a man. The meat 

stank in his nostrils. The buzzing of the gas deaf- 

ened him. Every passer-by who jostled him he 

hated from his heart. To see the misery of some 

filled him with vindictive glee; the gayety of others 

stirred his bile. How his head throbbed and 

swam! The wound in his hand burned and itched; 

he tickled the outside of the bandage with his 

finger, but that afforded him no relief. He felt he 

must go mad of his weariness. 

What should he do to beguile the minutes? He 

would count each second, counting it a little slower 

than the clock. It was three minutes past nine
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now. He would count four hundred, then it would 

be ten minutes past nine. He counted one hun- 

dred, and paused to reflect that he was counting 

very slowly. So much the better. He counted 

the next hundred slower still. Two hundred. 

How weary he was! Another hundred—slower 

still this time. His heart lightened; this was a 

famous way to cheat Time. It must be quite ten 

minutes past nine already. But he would not 

look. He would count the other hundred—very, 

very slowly. What joy would be his if the clock 

pointed to the quarter! He got through the last 

hundred and drew a deep breath of satisfaction. 

“Buy, buy, buy, buy!” shouted the butcher. 

“°Ere’s a nobby bit o’ pork for you, ladies! ” 

Tony turned and looked at the clock. It was 

six minutes past nine! He looked again and 

rubbed his eyes. Six minutes past! He was 

furious at Time’s tardiness, and sick to his very 

heart. 

“Go on, look at it!” cried the butcher. “ All 

the lookin’ in the world won’t make a clock go 

faster!”



HE FACES THE INEVITABLE. 75 

Tony could have wept. He caught his breath 

and turned away. All that weary while and only 

three minutes gone! He looked vacantly up at 

the windows of the opposite houses, where bright 

lights shone and within were rest and ease. 

“Ere, take this to ‘The Mowin’ Head,’ Baby, 

an’ lively.” 

The butcher balanced the wooden tray upon 

Tony’s shoulder, and he tottered away down the 

street. It was raining again, and the pavements 

shone wet. Heavily laden pedestrians bumped 

and jostled him. Urchins crossed his path. . 

Refuse of paper and straw and vegetables tripped 

up his steps. Everything was an aggravation; he 

fumed at each new hindrance. Sometimes, groups 

of idlers blocked the pavement, and he had to step 

into the road. A boy snatched off his cap and 

flung it to the wind. Secure in the darkness of a 

narrow by-way, Tony wept freely. 

He came at last to “ The Mowing Head,” and 

delivered his burden to a servant-maid at the side 

door. 

““ Where’s the chops? ” she asked.
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“ The what, ma’am? ” he stammered. 

“Don’t ma’am me!” cried the servant tartly; 

“and you know very well what I said.” 

“T don’t know where your bloomin’ chops are,” 

snarled the incensed Tony. ‘Go and look for 

’em.” 

“Tl tell your master of this, you saucy imp!” 

the girl cried. 

“Saucy yourself!” muttered Tony, and strode 

haughtily away. 

He sat down in a doorway to rest. The stone 

was wet, but it mattered not. The burden had 

been a heavy one, and he was hot under his damp 

clothes. The cold wind was pleasant on his burn- 

ing head. The pitiless rain was powerless to harm 

him now; he felt it running through his hair, eas- 

ing the fever of his brain. He leaned his back 

against the door and closed his smarting eyes. 

Sleep came to him and the world was blotted out. 

The sound of a heavy thud awoke him. The 

door supporting his back had opened, and he lay 

sprawling on a bristling mat with the form of a 

woman towering over him. 
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“What are you doin’ on my doorstep?” she 

cried, touching him with her foot. “Come, get 

out of it.” 

He stammered out an apology, picked up his 

wooden tray, and walked off. He was still half- 

dazed with slumber. As his full senses returned, 

he wondered how long he had been sitting there, 

and glanced at a clock. It was nearly eleven. He 

shuddered to think of the butcher’s wrath, and 

broke into a shambling trot. 

Perhaps the butcher was not used to overmuch 

conscientiousness in boys. He growled out a few 

angry sneers in response to Tony’s feeble excuses, 

and bade him take up his old position. 

The last hour Tony spent between sleeping and 

waking. He could not sit down, but he leaned 

on the meat block whenever opportunity offered, 

and thus contrived to snatch a few brief, refresh- 

ing naps. At twelve o’clock the shop was closed; 

the butcher handed him his wage, and he was free 

to go. It seemed incredible good fortune. He 

walked home through the now deserted streets, 

rejoicing in his liberty.
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Michael Drum awaited him before a dwindling 

fire. Mrs. Drum was already gone to bed. There 

was a supper of potted salmon upon the table. 

“Ah, Tony!” said his father. 

Tony put down his wages. 

“No, no,” cried Michael Drum, sweeping the 

money aside with a lordly gesture. “It is yours. 

You have earned it.” He peered at the silver. 

“How much? Eighteenpence? I hope it may 

prove to be the nucleus of a considerable fortune, 

my son!” 

Tony perceived that his father was drunk. He 

picked up the money and tied it slowly in a corner 

of his handkerchief. 

“Eat, my son,” said Michael Drum. 

“Tt isn’t for me, is it, father? ” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“ Salmon!—for me? ” 

“Yes, yes.” 

Tony fell to with a will. 

“We have had visitors,” said Michael Drum. 

“Paul Hands, Esquire—the Misses Hands.. 

Charming fellow! Charming girls! Paul—
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damme! it hardly seems a liberty!—he spoke of 
”? 

  you Michael Drum rose unsteadily and lit 

acigar. “ Tony, my son,” he said, with slow im- 

pressiveness; “ we are not going to make a pork 
1? 

butcher of you, after all



CHAPTER VII. 

HE GOES ON A JAUNT. 

THE morrow was Sunday, and the Drums, fol- 

lowing an immemorial custom, lay abed till noon. 

At nine o’clock there came a thundering at the 

street door, and Michael Drum stumbled down- 

stairs in his trousers and shirt to take in the Sun- 

day newspaper. Tony, roused by the clamor, 

heard the pit-pat of his father’s bare feet on the 

oilcloth and his shuddering breaths as he traveled 

swiftly back to bed. Silence descended again, and 

Tony returned to his broken dreams. 

At late breakfast Michael Drum showed a mood 

of great cheerfulness. He sat jingling his money 

with beaming eyes and smiling lips, whilst the 

bacon frizzled in the pan, and Honor, proud to be 

useful, set out the teacups and saucers. During 

the meal the conversation turned on Mr. Paul 

Hands.
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“A good, kind gentleman, though blind, poor 

fellow!” said Mrs. Drum. | 

“A brother artist!” cried Michael. “ Just that. 

“You'll be putting me under an obligation,’ says he, 

“which, however, I am not too proud to incur.’ 

Ha! ha! We understood one another at once— 

that’s the freemasonry of art. Damme, I’d do as 

much for him if our positions were reversed, and 

he knows it. ‘That boy, your son, a pork 

butcher! No, no.’ ‘We are poor,’ I said. ‘We 

can’t afford the luxury of pride.’ ‘Poor!’ he cried. 

“No man is poor who retains his self-respect.’ It 

was like going to Sunday-school again. I felt 

positively moral, mother—‘ poor, but honest,’ in- 

stead of ‘poor because honest,’ like I’ve felt 

before.” 

“Ah!” murmured Mrs. Drum. “ Poverty is no 

disgrace.” 

“Poverty is a disgrace—to the rich,” said 

Michael. “ But we won't talk about poverty 

to-day. What say to a jaunt?” 

“Ah!” breathed Mrs. Drum. 

“Let’s hire a gig and drive out somewhere.
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Kew—Epping—or shall we keep it vague? Yes, 

we'll keep it vague.” - 

At four o’clock, after an earlier dinner than 

usual, they chartered a gig from the greengrocer’s 

at the corner and drove away past St. Anselm’s 

School, shut and silent, into the wide, rolling 

country. 

There was a pleasant autumn crispness in the 

air. The grass was vividly green after the rains. 

The sun shone faintly in the hazy sky, drawing 

scarce a sparkle from the wet hedgerows, casting 

pale, indefinite shadows. The ditches overflowed 

with turbid water; the road was heavy with brown 

mud. 

Michael drove, with his wife perched beside him 

on the box seat, Tony and Honor huddled in the 

body of the gig. 

“This is proper!” cried Honor, her pale face 

kindling. “See the blackberries, Tony?” 

“ An’ the hip-se-haws!” cried Tony. “ Why, 

the hedges is as red as red with em! That means 

a hard winter, don’t it, father? Wow, there’s a 

swallow! See its white belly? Can’t they fly! eh?
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They’re not gone yet, so it’s still summer. Father, 

_ how far can a swallow fly without stopping? 

Once, Nick Tolmers an’ me found a martin’s nest 

on the sand pits. They’re a kind o’ swallow, 

£008 i || 

“Hark to the national schoolboy!” laughed 

Michael. 

Tony sank into abashed silence. The gray mare 

trotted on. They crossed a bridge spanning a 

sluggish stream; an old man, in a great straw hat, 

was fishing from the puddled bank; some boys 

were tempting death among the reeds; in the dis- 

tance was a moored barge, gaudy with red paint, 

from which arose spirals of blue smoke. Skirting 

the stream was a belt of wood, and for a while they ° 

journeyed in the shade of trees. A low bough 

took off Michael’s hat and tore a plume from Mrs. 

Drum’s bonnet. Michael cried “ Whoa!” lustily ; 

but Tony, having caught the hat in its flight, 

handed it up with an air of achievement, and the 

mare jogged on. They emerged from the wood 

and entered the hilly High Street of a little town. 

- A Sabbath calm was here. The mare’s hoofs
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rattled on the cobbles, bringing sleepy faces to the 

windows, startling a brood of chickens. 

“We'll stop here,” said Michael Drum, pulling 

up at the sign of a Red Lion. 

A squat-bodied ostler came forth yawning from 

the stables, and held the mare whilst they dis- 

mounted. 

“Tea?” asked the ostler. 

* Ah!” said Michael Drum, nodding. 

The ostler’s face became suddenly the mere rim 

of a black hole as he shouted “ Ma’am!” 

A mellow-faced woman ambled out toward 

them, with head insinuatingly cocked aside and 

cheeks dimpling. The party followed her into the 

inn and up a flight of stairs to a large, light room - 

overlooking a trim garden. In the room were two 

tables, spread with white cloths, a piano on a little 

plaform, various seats, and a great number of 

stuffed birds in glass cases. Michael Drum led the 

way to the table nearest the window, and they all 

sat down. The mellow-faced woman, having 

taken their order, had disappeared into the kitchen, 

from whence a pleasing clatter of crockery now
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proceeded. Mrs. Drum remarked in a whisper 

that it was a pretty outlook. Tony and Honor 

shifted on their seats in restless constraint. Even 

Michael Drum was oppressed by the splendor of 

their proceedings, though he affected to be quite 

at ease. He had risen to examine a stuffed par- 

tridge; the handle of the door rattled, and he sped 

back to his seat, flushing guiltily, like a schoolboy 

caught at mischief. . 

A maid of comfortable proportions brought in 

the tea on a wide tray, and they at once fell to with 

gusto. After the meal they sat at the window, 

chatting and laughing. The sun had gone down, 

the blue of the sky deepened, and a few pale stars 

shone out. From churches, scattered far and wide 

over the green country, bells were pealing a sum- 

mons to evensong. Mrs. Drum threw up the win- 

dow, and a fruity scent was wafted in. 

Some roysterers had gathered on the benches in 

the inn yard, and were waxing very merry over 

their beer. Tony, looking down on them, and 

marking their large recklessness of speech and 

manners, thought it must be fine to be a man.
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They rose at last and filed downstairs. In the 

bar two laborers in clay-soiled corduroys were 

arguing a point of honor. 

“Say, mister,” said one, addressing Michael. 

“What would ye think, now, of a man who broke 

his promise? ” 

“Tt was a rash promise, mind. ye,” said the 

other. 

Michael pondered, smiling sagely. 

_ “ Why appeal to me?” he asked. 

“ Oh, don’t have nothing to do with ’em,” whis- 

pered Mrs. Drum, tugging his sleeve. 

“ Go on, mother; don’t fuss,” said Michael. He 

turned again to the laborers. “I think a man isa 

fool to make a rash promise,” he said. 

“ There y’are, Bill!” 

“ But he is a double fool if he keeps it,” Michael 

Drum concluded. 

“ There you are, Sam!” said Bill. “I’m obliged 

to you, mister.” 

“ No, no.” 

“ Now, won’t you have a wet wi’ me?” 

“ Don’t,” whispered Mrs. Drum. .
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“Well,” said Michael, “ since you’re so kind—a 

little mild and bitter.’ 

“ An’ the lady, now,” said Bill, with a leer. 

“Will she a 

“No, really,” murmured Mrs. Drum, simpering. 

  

“Don’t say that, ma’am.” 

“He, he! Well, a mite of warm gin.” 

The other laborer, Sam, had retired disgusted to 

a corner. i 

“Come, mate, no animosity,” said Bill. 

“You be dom’d!” said Sam. “T’ll have no 

truck wi’ promise-breakers. I can pay for my own 

lotion. ’AIf 0’ ale, miss.” 

He strode to the bar and banged down his pot in 

a great rage. 

Bill laughed. 

“He'll be all right in a minute,” he informed 

Michael Drum. “It’s just touch an’ go with him.” 

“No it aint, then,” said Sam. 

“Come in here away from him for a bit,” said 

Bill, sniggering in his mate’s face; and he turned 

toward an open door leading to the tap-room. 

“T’m comin’ too,” said Sam, following them.
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“T’m not soap, to be shunned by you, or ole moldy 

long-crop either, wi’ his woman an’ brats.” 

“Why, I’m ashamed o’ you, I am,” cried Bill. 

“The gen’l’man acted fair enough!” 

“ Him!” exclaimed Sam with great scorn. 

“Oh, let’s come away,” whispered Mrs. Drum. 

“Nonsense!” said Michael, sitting down at the 

long bench with studied grace. 

Mrs. Drum, with the children clinging to her, 

stood imploring him with her eyes. The roys- 

terers from the inn yard, scenting trouble, came 

tumbling about the doorway. . 

“What’s up, Sam?” cried one. “Did the 

gen’l’man’s hair get in your beer? ” 

But now the landlord interposed. 

“Sam,” he said; “I won’t have it. Clear out. 

This aint the fust time you’ve insulted customers 0’ 

mine. Goan’ cool your temper under the pump.” 

“Til go right enough,” said Sam, “I don’t want 

any to-do wi’ this scurvy lot.” And he strolled 

out. 

Mrs. Drum sighed and laughed; the children 

went to their father and leaned upon him fondly.
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“T’m sorry for this, mister,” said Bill’ “I ought 

to ha’ known what he was.” : 

They chatted together for half an hour. The 

potman came and went with mugs of beer. 

At last Michael Drum lit a fresh pipe and rose to 

depart. He stood in the bar whilst the mare was 

harnessed to the gig. Mrs. Drum went out into 

the inn yard to look for signs of the cantankerous 

Sam; but he had gone. 

“Father would soon lick him, wouldn’t he, 

mother?” asked Tony. 

“Father wouldn’t be so low as to fight,” said 

Honor. ‘“ And such a common man as him, too.” 

Michael Drum now came shambling out. They 

climbed into the gig. “ Right!” shouted the big- 

mouthed ostler; the mare swung round, and they 

were off. The bright windows of the inn flashed 

past them as they entered the open road, there was 

a final rattle of the wheels on the cobbles of the 

yard, and away they scudded down the darkling 

High Street, to the music of the good mare’s 

pounding hoofs. 

It was now night and very dark. There was no ©
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moon. ‘Tony glanced up‘at the sky and saw black 

clouds sailing up in fast array from the west. 

There was a mutter of thunder and a blue thread of 

light glimmered on the hills. The gig shot into 

the shadow of the wood. Tony was stricken with 

fear at the sudden darkness, and felt for Honor’s 

hand to clasp it. She clung to him whimpering, 

and his courage returned. He stood up, clinging 

to the side of the gig, and peered over his mother’s 

shoulder. Ahead was a pale gleam of water and 

beyond an infinity of blackness. He could see the 

mare’s gray back in the light of the gig lamps, ris- 

ing and falling, and the green hedges on either side 

with moths fluttering ghost-like above the running 

ditches. 

“There’s going to be a storm,” said Michael 

Drum, and he clicked in his cheek and put the whip 

across the broad flanks of the mare. “It’s a night 

for a song,” he said. “ Mother, sing!” 

Mrs. Drum shivered. 

“T feel more like prayin’,” she said. ‘It’s 

mortal dark, Michael. When ‘ll the moon 

be up?”
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But Michael heeded her not. He lifted his voice 

and sang: 

“The westlin’ wind blows loud and shrill ; 

The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O! 

But Ill get my plaid and out I'll steal, 

An’ owre the hills to Nannie, 0!” 

“Oh, hush, hush!” cried Mrs. Drum. “It 

seems like temptin’ Providence!” 

“Ha, ha!” laughed Michael Drum. “ Why, 

what a bundle of tremors it is! I like this. It 

’minds me o’ herdin’ nights on Snaefell, when I was 

a boy, forbye! There’s a rare taste in the air. 

Gee-whoop! Now comes the rain!” 

They were still in the shelter of the wood. 

“Pull up under the trees a while,” said Mrs. 

Drum. 

“ The rain won’t hurt us,” cried Michael. 

“Pull up!” she said. “I won’t go on in this 

storm. I’m scared out o’ my life a’ready. An’. 

how about the children? D’ye want to kill *em 

outright?” 

Michael reined in the mare. 

“ Shall we go back?” he asked. “It’s a famous 

brew on tap there.”
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“No,” she said. ‘Don’t think o’ that. The 

storm ‘Il pass. But I wish we hadn’t come.” 

Great drops were pattering on the branches. 

The tall trees swayed in the hooting wind, nodding | 

their heads and whispering, and the leaves came 

swirling down. 

Tony and Honor crawled over the box seat and 

huddled at their parents’ feet. 

Suddenly a man started up from under the 

mare’s head. His face was in the circle of the gig 

lamps’ light. Mrs. Drum recognized the can- 

tankerous laborer, Sam, and cried out shrilly. 

“Hush, mother!” muttered Michael, gathering 

up the reins and poising his whip. “ What are 

you after, now?” he asked the man. 

“You step down here, Long-crop!” cried the 

laborer. “ T’ll show you what I’m after.” 

“Don’t be a fool, man,” cried Michael. 

“You'll come between mates, will you, and get 

me chucked out o’ the ‘ Lion.’ Come down!” 

Michael Drum laughed in boisterous derision. 

“Laugh, will ye!” cried the laborer. “I'll 

make ye laugh t’other side 0’ your mouth, you bit  
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o’ London muck. Come down, or [ll pull you 

down! Come out from behind that woman an’ 

put ’em up.. Come on, now!” 

“Help!” shrieked Mrs. Drum. “ Oh, sir, my 

’usband is truly sorry!” 

“ Get out of it!” cried Michael, “ or Pll cut your 

face to ribbons with the whip.” 

“Cut me wi’ the whip, will ye!” cried the 

laborer, laying his hand on the horse’s head. 

Michael set his teeth grimly, cried to his wife, 

“ Hold fast!” and gave the mare the word. Tony, 

with one hand holding Honor and the other 

clutching the brass rail of the splash-board, leaned 

forward, whooping wildly, as the mare started. 

He saw the grim, square face of the laborer, up- 

turned an instant in the light; the gig swerved and 

the face was lost; for an instant the whip played 

about a red, knotted hand and gray sleeve; then 

the mare lowered her freed head, and they were fly- 

ing before the storm. 

“ Gee-whoop!” cried Michael. “ Now we go!” 

They were near the end of the wood; they could 

see the water of the little stream and the shining
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black arch of the bridge. The branches thinned 

over them, and the wind and rain grew stronger. 

“ Hold fast!” 

The mare struck a big stone and stumbled, the 

frail gig swayed. 

“This is death!” moaned Mrs. Drum. 

They thundered across the little bridge and were 

out on a stretch of common. But naught could 

they see in the blinding rain. The lights in the 

lamps guttered down and at last went out. 

“Oh, stop, stop!” cried Mrs. Drum. “We 

can’t go on like this!” 

Tony looked into his father’s face, and saw that 

it was set and gray with fear. He gasped out, 

“Oh, father! ” 

“S’sh!” cried Michael, fiercely straining at the 

reins. 

Tony caught his breath and cowered down be- 

side Honor, who was miserably weeping. 

“Oh, Michael, stop!” cried Mrs. Drum. 

As she sat, she could not see his face and knew 

nothing of his fear. She sat clasping her hands 

and wailing.



HE GOES ON A JAUNT. 95 

“This is a judgment on our Sabbath-breaking! ” 

she cried. “ Oh, my God!” 

The thunder rolled above them and the light- 

ning spat. The country side was lighted up— 

ragged bramble, bubbling ditch, winding wisp of 

road, wild sky, and shuddering trees. Tony saw 

the gray mare rear and plunge against the blazing 

heavens. Then the darkness fell once more and he 

was flung into the road. 

He lay in the mire, half stunned, with the wind 

and the rain upon him. He could hear the mare 

plunging wildly; there was a sound of smashing 

wood and flying stones. A shower of sand and 

gravel struck his face. Honot’s voice, calling out 

shrilly, came to him. 

He sat up, wiping the mud from his eyes, and 

looked. Through the hurtling gloom he could 

see faintly a muddled black heap outspread over 

the road, and, three yards away, the gray outline of 

the falleri mare heaving convulsively. 

“ Mother—Dad!” he screamed. 

Oli Tony! ‘ 

Honor fell upon him, clasping his neck with her
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wet hands. He rose hastily, clutching her sopped 

white dress, and dragged her into the hedge. 

“T thought you was killed, Tony,” whimpered 

Honor. 

“ But father—mother?” he wailed. 

The lightning shot through the trees again, mak- 

ing the road plain. Tony saw the mare free herself 

with a last mighty effort, and spring away across 

the common, the reins trailing after her. 

The mare, following a devious course, came 

back at last, lame and dispirited, to the inn where 

she had been stabled an hour since. An alarmed 

crowd, including Bill, the laborer, the mellow- 

faced woman, and the sturdy host, met her in the 

yard, and, the storm having by this time abated 

somewhat, a party of men were got together and 

started off, with lanterns, down the swimming road 

to the relief of the wrecked ones. The moon 

peeped out from the scattering clouds to light 

them on their way. They crossed the swollen 

stream, sluggish no more, and entered on the level 

common, hallooing loudly, their lanterns swinging
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a foot above the soil, like witch-lights. As they 

approached the end of the common, two children 

started up out of the blue mist and ran toward 

them, whimpering feebly. 

“Thank God!” cried the sturdy host. 

They came to the shattered remains of the gay 

little gig, and found, among the splintered frag- 

ments, one dead woman and a broken man.



CHAPTER VIII. 

HE ENTERTAINS A DEMON. 

Tony seemed to see Hope riding away on the 

gray mare. Hesank down upon the ground, over- 

come by the dread influences of the storm, and 

yielded himself a prey to despair and terror. 

The rain beat on his face, washing away his tears. 

He heard the harsh voice of the tempest. Pres- 

ently he felt the soft, frenzied hands of his weeping 

sister clasped about his neck. That awoke the 

manhood of the boy, and kindled his courage. He 

shook off the dead weight of his fears, and stood up 

proudly. 

The bleak common lay bare and black under a 

veil of lightning. A plunging horse stood out in 

bold relief against the shining sky, above the torn, 

wild bracken and the low thorn bushes. Then 

darkness, like a curtain, fell once more, and the 

world was void and black. Down rushed the rain 
98
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on the riddled, smoking earth; the wind swept by. 

There was a sound of moaning in the air—maybe, 

of a stricken parent in dying pain; maybe, but the 

voice of the storm. He crouched low in new ter- 

ror whilst the tumult raged, dumb and helpless. 

Honor was silent, too, as she trembled against his 

heart. They two were alone in the striving dark- 

ness. There was a lull. The swish of the rain 

grew fainter; the wind ebbed. Tony called aloud: 

“ Father, father!” 

But there was no answer. Then: ‘“ Mother!” 

But his voice beat vainly against the night. 

The minutes passed, and he dared not to move. 

Slowly the darkness lifted, and a watery moon ray 

shone. The trees loomed up before him; the 

stretch of empty heath rolled out under his gaze. 

In the road was a tumbled black heap, and far away 

a flying specter. Again he cried aloud, and there 

was no answer. Bidding his sister to lie still and 

be brave, he crawled out into the road, and groped 

among the broken fragments of the gig. His 

hand fell on a cold, dead face. 

Dancing yellow lights advanced along the road.
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A hail reached him. He tried to answer, but his 

mouth was dry and hard. He took Honor’s hand, 

and together they moved over the wet earth to-: 

ward the lights. As they approached nearer, he 

espied kindly human faces, and his heart warmed. 

The men gathered about him. They went back 

hurriedly in a body. One in advance put out an 

arm to bar their path, and lowered his lantern to 

the ground. Tony saw the face of his mother, 

blue and stark, pillowed on a tangle of hair; and, 

beyond, his father, outstretched, face downward, 

in the attitude of one crucified. But he could not 

weep, or even feel; he was stupefied with horror, 

and suffered himself to be drawn hastily away, and 

lifted up and borne along. Presently, a trampling 

of men came after him, and followed—through the 

gloomy wood, along the High Street, twinkling 

with lights, to the door of the inn. 

There was at once a wild confusion of tongues 

and a scurrying of feet. He was taken into an old 

whitewashed kitchen, and placed beside Honor on 

a wide settle before a mighty fire. The maid of 

comfortable proportions wrapped him about in a
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shawl, and fed him from a basin of hot porridge 

with a large spoon. She appeared strangely more 

human in that genial atmosphere, and wept copi- 

ously into the basin. She kissed him after the last 

spoonful, and carried him away to bed. He 

slipped into the grateful warmth of the blankets 

with a sigh of sweet content, and hugging Honor, 

fell asleep. 

In the morning he awoke with the old terror 

upon him, and, for a while, could not divine its 

cause. The sunshine was pouring down upon him 

through the white window curtains. There were 

birds singing and human voices talking. A horse 

whinnied; some hens were clucking in proud 

rivalry. He looked about—at the blue walls hung 

with painted texts, at the water-stain on the low © 

ceiling. Beside him Honor lay, breathing softly 

in sleep. He rose and knelt beside the bed to say 

his morning prayer. Hitherto, morning prayer 

had been but a habit to be punctually performed, 

like dressing; now, on a sudden, it became some- 

thing more. Tony’s mind fumbled with the idea 

of a living God. He pictured a God of Storm and
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was afraid to approach sucha one. He opened his 

eyes and started up. The bed was yellow with 

sunshine: his sister’s blind face and tossed hair were 

lit up and glorified. He wondered—were there 

two gods: a God of Sunshine and a God of Storm? 

The sunshine made him think of the wounded 

Christ; God the Father caused the storm. Then 

there was that other God—the Holy Ghost, a pale 

spirit without form, who brooded on the dark 

waters. Tony could not understand it. He was 

mortally afraid and shut his eyes once more. He 

must just pray. He was but a child; these were 

matters beyond his comprehension. He repeated 

resolutely the familiar words: ‘“ Our Father, which 

art in Heaven,” and stopped. His awakened rea- 

son rebelled. He would not pray to the awful God 

of Storm; he could not. He was once more afraid 

and trembling, with his morning prayer unsaid. 

He must learn the truth of this matter. Confront- 

ing him was a text: “ God is a Spirit, and they that 

worship Him must worship Him in spirit and in 

truth.” He gazed long and pondered, read the 

words again and again, but could make no sense
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out of them. In his misery of awful doubt he felt 

himself cut off forever from the joy of life. How 

could he laugh and be glad in the shadow of this 

great mystery? He felt that he was alone, and his 

loneliness filled him with panic. He clutched 

Honor’s shoulder and aroused her rudely from her 

sleep. 

She started up, rubbing her eyes and asked, 

yawning: “ What is it, Tony?” | 

He felt suddenly ashamed of his fears and could 

not answer. She nestled down in the pillows 

again, and he dressed slowly. 

He went to the window and looked out. The 

morning was very fair. God was a beneficent God. 

His soul was lulled to rest, and a great peace fell 

upon him. Nevertheless, he would have liked to 

ask the old, worn man, hedger and ditcher, sitting 

astride a heap of stones by the wayside, what he 

thought of God. Such an old man must have 

found out everything long ago, or how could he 

smile so idly when a gaggle of geese passed? How 

could he wear such a sunny face and be doubtfil of 

the Creator’s goodness?
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A murmur of familiar words came to Tony’s ear. 

He turned. Honor had arisen and with face 

buried in the gray coverlet of the bed was saying 

her morning prayers. Her glibness seemed ex- 

traordinary to Tony. 

They were both standing at the window fully 

dressed, awaiting the summons to breakfast, when 

the mellow-faced woman entered. She kissed 
¢ them “ good-morning ” with rare tenderness and 

drew them to her knee. They looked at her and 

she cried. She told them in broken words that 

their mother was dead. At first it was hard to 

understand. Tony could not fix his mind on the 

sad tidings. Suddenly Honor flung herself upon 

the woman’s broad bosom and cried huskily to be 

taken to her poor, poor father. The woman told 

them that their father was very ill. 

They went down to the kitchen dazed with won- 

der and grief. The house was very still; a hush 

was upon it. The men came and went with slow, 

silent steps; their faces were stony and blank. The 

women cried at sight of Tony and Honor, sitting 

forlornly side by side on the broad settle. In the
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evening they were taken to a dark Foor where | 

their father lay, his face showing sallow and coarse 

beneath the white bandages. He smiled wanly at 

them and they were lifted up to kiss his lips. Then 

they went out, hand-in-hand, and huddled together 

in the garden, mingling their tears. But Tony 

felt little sorrow; it was all so new and strange; and 

he had but a small experience of the tragic. He 

was struck with surprise that calamity so dire 

should touch him. He was ashamed of his hard- 

ness, and feared lest something should happen 

upon him in consequence. The vague trouble of 

the morning hung over him still: God was a worse 

mystery now that his mother was cruelly dead. 

Bedtime came again and he went upstairs with 

Honor to the little blue room. The mellow-faced 

woman followed with a candle; dancing shadows 

went before. The room was very cold and dark. 

Through the black window was a strange medley 

of ghostly trees and filmy faces. There was his 

own face, wearing a look of age; there was Honor’s 

face with the fern-like leaf of a mountain ash 

trailed across it; the flaccid features and narrow
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eyes of the mellow-faced woman were there, too, 

hovering above the smoky flame of the candle. 

The blind was drawn and the phantoms shut out. 

Still, Tony imagined them fluttering in the black- 

ness behind the faded chintz. 

“ Good-night, and don’t forget your prayers, my 

dears,” said the mellow-faced woman as she de- 

parted. The lock clicked sharply and they were 

alone. | 

Honor knelt down, stumbled hurriedly through 

her accustomed devotions, sloughed her clothes 

and scrambled into bed. Tony slowly unlaced his 

boots. 

“Don’t be long,” said Honor drowsily. “I 

want to cuddle up to you. The sheets is cold 

to-night.” 

A moment later she was asleep. He looked at 

her and about the room. He trembled: for the 

horror of the morning was again upon him. 

“Oh, God, teach me to pray,” he breathed, and 

waited and listened for a sign. 

A wayfarer went tramping up the road outside 

and a smothered burst of laughter ascended from
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the taproom below. The sounds were a rude in- 

trusion upon the silence. Tony felt that God was 

a great way off to-night. He went to the window, 

pushed aside the blind, and looked out. There 

was nothing moving save the shadows of the trees. 

The world lay still and dead. On high the moon 

sat throned among the clouds—a sinister, blood- 

less queen of mockery. There was no comfort in 

all the cold, remote heavens. Tony dropped the 

blind and turned away repelled. He did not go 

upon his knees; he could not pray that night. 

He lay under the sheets and shuddered to reflect 

that he had wandered a whole day’s journey from 

God. He was panic-stricken with fear and grew 

hot and tearful. He could not sleep, but tossed 

restlessly in agony of spirit. 

Presently the mellow-faced woman pushed open 

the door and came to the bedside. Tony feigned 

sleep. He heard “ Poor little dears!’ murmured 

above him, felt a soft bosom pressed upon his arm 

and warm wet lips upon his cheek. Then the light 

moved swiftly out, and he opened his eyes on the 

darkness. But that touch of human kindness had
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shown him the place where God abides. He 

slipped from the bed and prayed heartily. And 

then he had no need to go in quest of sleep, for 

sleep came smiling to him. 

On the morrow, after a morning of listless wan- 

dering in the High Street and over the kitchen 

garden at the back of the inn, Tony was summoned 

to his father’s bedside. The mellow-faced woman 

withdrew reluctantly, after a spell of fussing about 

the sick man’s bed, and Michael addressed his son 

from among the pillows. 

“Shut that door. Come here—quite close. 

Tony, your mother’s dead; that you know. And 

here am I, stretched like a shot rabbit on a stick. 

But I'll be up in a day or two. Meantime, we are 

in trouble. (I don’t mean your mother.) We 

haven’t got more’n a pound or two, and that we 

owe to your blind organ-playing friend. Well, 

here am I landed in a heap of expense. There’s 

the gig to pay for. There’s the doctor and the 

undertaker and these innkeepers. Then, I doubt 

if I shall be able to blow a flute for a little while 

yet, and we’ve got to live somehow.”
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He groaned heavily. Tony’s eyes had widened 

at each new item in the tale of misfortunes. 

“Yes, father,” he faltered. 

“Ah!” sighed the sick man. ‘“ Well, Tony, 

you’ve heard me speak of your grandfather—my 

father? Yes. He’s not such a poor man. If I 

hadn’t been a cursed young fool, I needn’t ha’ been 

so poor either. And I suppose you wouldn’t ha’ 

been alive at all. (But that’s a mystery we needn’t 

gointo.) Well, I haven’t troubled him much since 

I ran away with his responsibilities in my calf- 

hood, and, considering what I’ve spared him, I 

think he should be grateful. But that’s shaky 

reckoning; you can’t count on probabilities.” 

He stirred feverishly. 

“T can’t fix my mind at all,” he continued after 

a pause. “ But this is what I want you todo. I 

want you to write a letter to your grandfather for 

me. He’s the only one to help us, and he'll do it. 

I want you to tell him just who you are, and what 

has happened to me, and so on. Tell him how 

we're stuck for money. Can you?” 

“ Yes, father.”
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“Sit down, then, at that table and do it. Ask 

me anything you want to know.” 

“Yes, father.” 

Tony sat down and took pen in hand and wrote: 

“My dear Grandfather, I am writing this 

letter. 4   

“ Read it out as you go,” said Michael. 

  
“This letter for my father: - 

ie Poor father! Haint you got any natural 

affection? ” 

“For my poor father, who is very ill with an 

accident in a gig.” 

“You're muddling it finely! ” 

“ My mother. a   

“ She was your dear mother, you little heathen— 

poor lass!” 

“ My dear mother was killed with the same acci- 

dent, and we are in great trouble. Father has not 

got any money and he will have to pay for the gig, 

and the doctor, and the undertaker, and e   

“That’s consequential enough! ” 

“He won’t be able to do any work for a long 
9 time, he says  



  
Tony’s Grandfather.
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“T don’t say so. You can see that for yourself. 

I don’t want him to think I’m playing idle after all 

these years!” 
” 

  

“ So please, dear grandfather, will you very 

“ Two ‘ verys’!” 
3? 

  “Very kindly send us a little help 

“ As if you don’t we shall all have to go into the 

workhouse. And that’s a fact!” 

“ As if you don’t we shall all have to go into the 

3? 

workhouse and that   

“ No, no; full stop at workhouse. He will know 

it’s a fact right enough. It’s too ugly not to be 

true.” 

“ Father would write himself, but he is too ill. 

And now I must conclude, hoping you are quite 

well as it leaves me, your affectionate grandson, 

Tony Drum.” 

Tony looked up proudly and laid aside the pen. 

He had never before written a real letter to a real 

person. © 

“Have you made it. plain about the money? 

That’s the main thing,” sighed Michael. 

“ Yes, father.”
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“Let me see it. Ah, yes; it looks virgin enough, 

not at all inspired. Do it up in the envelope. 

Now write, ‘ Mr. Stephen Drum, The Long Farm, 

near Penrith.’ God, I’d like a whiff o’ the hills 

now. It’s better than the coroner to look forward 

to. Where’s Honor? Keep her away from me. 

Perhaps we'll go home to-morrow.” 

But a week passed before Michael Drum was 

strong enough to journey to London. He was out 

of bed on the day of the inquest, and gave his sad 

evidence. It was a dingy day. The country was 

obscure with fog; the invisible sky dropped tears. 

Tony and Honor sat in the warm kitchen, and the 

mellow-faced woman talked to them with hollow 

cheerfulness across the leaping fire. Through the 

windows could be seen the night-in-day, the vague 

trees looming ghostly against the rolling darkness. 

‘ There was a misty halo round each jet of gas; and 

when the garden door opened a cloud filtered in. 

Honor started from a long reverie to remark to the 

woman: 

“T should ha’ liked to see poor mamma.” 

The mellow face quivered and reddened. The
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corpse of Mrs. Drum was a hideous spectacle, and 

the children had been mercifully kept from seeing 

it. Tony started guiltily; he had had no desire to 

gaze upon his dead mother. He looked at Honor, 

surprised that she should be in advance of him. 

“What for?” he asked. 

“T should ha’ liked it,” said Honor. 

“That you wouldn’t, my dear,” cried Mistress 

Mellow-Face. “It’s no sight for children, death 

isn’t.” 

Honor was silent for a while; then she said, with 

trenchant emphasis: 

“T don’t like death! ” 

Mistress Mellow-Face shook her head and was 

gravely silent. 

The next day was the day of the funeral. The 

children did not attend because the weather was 

bad; the fog had lightened a little, but it rained 

hard. Michael Drum went, hobbling on a stick, 

and returned in the gloomy evening, a blue-nosed, 

red-eyed bundle of shivers. He was sad and meek 

over the supper, and accepted the sympathy of the 

mellow-faced woman very humbly. He kissed his
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children when they parted at night; and this un- 

usual mark of tenderness strangely moved Tony. 

He wept upon his pillow, and could not be com- 

forted. When he was alone with Honor he said: 

“It aint ’cos I’m sorry so much, though I am a 

that. It’s because mother is all over. I can’t bear 

to think that she is all over. That’s why I aint 

cried before, Honor. I haven’t taken it in that she 

won’t come back—that she’s all over for ever and 

ever.” 

And Honor murmured through a mist of sleep, 

“ Amen.” 

Tony was reminded of his prayers, and repeated 

them almost passionately in the exuberant newness 

of his faith. In the night he awoke and started up, 

feeling a presence in the room. _ He saw his father, 

monstrously tall and big in the glimmer of candle- 

light, standing by his bedside. 

“Father!” he murmured, with a strange, fierce 

throb of his heart, and he extended his arms. His 

father embraced him. “I had a dream. Good- 

night, my boy!” said Michael Drum, and went 

slowly out.
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On the morrow they returned to town. Lon- 

don was a sad sight to Tony after his experience of 

the country; its grimness, its dirtiness, its heartless- 

ness, were as weights on his soul. Home had 

grown smaller, meaner; the absence of Mrs. Drum 

made a horrid gap at table. Michael presided 

clumsily. He was more liberal in matters of butter 

and sugar and jam; but the children sighed for their 

mother, notwithstanding. And yet, despite the 

real burden of his grief, Tony felt that he would 

not willingly have changed places with any other 

being in the world. His grief was his privilege as 

well as his pain; he felt exalted above the ruck of 

happy mortals. And this, his first faint perception 

of a pride of sorrow, formed the crowning mystery 

of that bewildering time. 

In the evening a letter came; Michael Drum 

opened it with feverish fingers, and drew out a roll 

of crackling notes. He could scarce contain his 

joy, though the shadow of death hung over him. 

He strode about the room with a flushed face, toss- 

ing his hair. 

“This is from your grandfather,” he said. “A
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letter from the old man’s very hand. Ha, ha! to 

think I should have held him in unkind memory 

all these years. He is coming to London with the 

New Year, too. We shall see him. Tony— 

Honor—you’ll see your grandfather! ” 

The children stared, and strove to catch a little 

of their father’s warmth, but their stony aspect 

vexed Michael oddly, and he sent them away to 

bed. When they were gone he sat down, with 

bowed head, and started out on a long journey. -



CHAPTER IX. 

HIS FYANKY. 

TONY, recovering from one of his periodical 

bouts of sickness, learned that he was to go to 

school no more. 

“ But the Board, father? ’”’ he faltered. 

“The doctor has attended to that,” said Michael 

Drum. “The Board let you off on account of 

your bad health.” 

Tony knew not whether to be glad or sorry. 

“T shall grow up dreadful ignorant, father,” he 

sighed. 

“No, you won’t, my boy,” answered Michael. 

He added quickly, fearing that Tony might per- 

ceive the inner meaning of his words: “ They don’t 

teach wisdom in schools.” 

“Don’t they, father?” cried Tony, much sur- 

prised. 

“No,” said Michael, shaking his head. ‘“ You 
117
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get knowledge there of a sort, but not wisdom. 

Knowledge, my boy, is a big, heavy stone; wisdom 

is the rollers it moves on.” 

“You are very wise, aint you, father? ” 

Michael Drum smiled. 

“ Aint you, father? ” 

“T am wise enough not to think so,” said 

Michael Drum. 

“T wonder if 
” 

  mused Tony, and, wonder- 

ing, fell asleep. 

When he was well enough he crept downstairs 

every morning, and sat upon the doorstep in the 

sunshine all day long. Usually he had one of Paul 

Hand’s books on his knee, but he read little. He 

preferred to watch the small, important life of the 

street. He grew to know strangers intimately; 

people who passed along that byway every day at 

a certain or uncertain hour. He pondered on the 

wherefore of their coming and going. He built up 

stories around them. Sometimes he would tell a 

version of these stories to the younger children 

who clustered about him in the evening, and would 

draw from their rapt faces the sweet reward of his
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artistry. He loved the babies best, for they were 

loyal; the elder children sometimes trampled with 

rude feet on the tender flowers of his imagination. 

Once, Tony wrote out the best of all the stories 

that he had made, printing each word separately in 

an elegant little book made of playbills; but 

when he read the book he wept with disap- 

pointment. He destroyed the book and wrote 

no more. 

He became a spectator of life. He saw much 

that puzzled him, and could arrive at few conclu- 

sions. But of one thing he was certain, the world 

was very kind. Everyone was good to him; even 

the elder children, who scoffed at his stories, would 

play their games under his eye to amuse him. 

They gave him sucks of toffee and nibbles of cake 

and bites of apples. The grown-up men and 

women, too, were wonderful. Great horny, hairy 

sons of the river, bulging with beer, fierce-eyed and 

heavy-handed, tumbled his cap as they passed, and 

dropped pennies at his feet. One Shagger Day, a 

fancy lad, at sight of whose frown the bullies 

trembled to a man, knelt on the pavement, and in
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the friendliest manner invited Tony to black his 

eye. 

“ Hit hard and spare not,” said Shagger. “It’s 

more blessed to give than to receive. I’m a Bible 

character, I am. Now!” 

And he held his face forward. 

“No,” said Tony; “I might hurt you.” 

Whereat Shagger shook with merriment. 

But the women were too tender with Tony. 

They forgot that he would be a man. He often 

crept into the passage to escape their caresses. 

There was one woman whom he liked. She was 

young, but lank and unprepossessing. She worked 

hard in a laundry to support an ailing mother. 

She had no new clothes, no young man, nothing 

that made joy in life for other girls. Her name 

was Hannah Hart, and the folk called her “ Silly 

H.,” because she laughed when she might have 

wept. Tony liked her because she never kissed 

him without first asking his permission. 

Their friendship began on a certain dull evening 

in the late spring months. Tony was sitting on 

the doorstep, torn between a desire to read and the
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fascinations of ‘‘ Horny Winkle’s horses,” at that 

moment being played out before him by the youth 

of the neighborhood. “Gil Blas” lay open upon 

his knee; but Gil Blas had lately taken to avarice 

and Tony was somewhat tired of him. 

“I wish I was a robber in a cave,” sighed Tony. 

At that moment the shadow of Silly H. fell 

athwart him. He looked up impatiently. 

“Hullo!” she sniggered. 

“ Hullo, Silly H.,” he said. 

She gazed at him for a moment with her mouth 

agape. 

“Say, Tony,” said she, “ how is it you aint read- 

ing your book? ” 

“How can I when you're a-talking to me?” he 

said. “It wouldn’t be manners.” 

“TI been watching you for ever so long, an’ you 

aint read once. Don’t you like the book?” 

“You see,” said Tony, “ Gill aint the man he 

was.” 

“Who's Gill? ” 

“ He’s in the book.” 

= Oh! 2
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There was a heavy pause. 

“ T’ve got some fine books, I have,” said Silly H. 

suddenly. “ Real interestin’ ones. TIl lend you 

some of ’em if you like.” 

“T dunno. What are they about?” 

“ All sorts o’ things. All sorts 0’ people. Dooks 

and duchesses down to common folk like us.” 

“ We wouldn’t be no good in a book,” said Tony 

scornfully. “Everybody knows about us. Not 

but what I’d like to be in a book myself,” he added. 

“ Well, shall I lend you some o’ mine?” 

“Tf you like,” said Tony, politely anxious to be 

rid of her. “ But, mind you, I don’t promise to 

read ’em.” 

“ All right,” said Silly H. 

She went off giggling, to return presently with 

three gaudily bound volumes. 

“Pretty covers,’ said Tony critically, as she 

dumped them down in his lap. 

“ There’s prettier stuff inside ’em,” said Silly H. 

Tony fluttered the leaves. Silly H. stood watch- 

ing him. 

“ Good-night,” said Tony.



HIS FYANKY. 123 

“ Let me see you start on ’em,” said Silly H. 

“ Good-night,” said Tony firmly. 

“ The red one is the best.” 

Tony said once more, “ Good-night,” and Silly 

H. shuffled away. 

He read the books and found them enthralling. 

They were novels of a common type, plotty and 

passionate, but gilt-edged with the proprieties. 

“ How do you like ’em?” asked Silly H. 

“They’re good,” said Tony, with the decision of 

extreme youth. “ Gill was not so bad, but I never 

felt, somehow, as if he might be me. But in these 

’ere I feel it strong.” 

“Yes,” nodded Silly H. “ That’s the beauty of 

’em.”” 

They discussed the novels. 

“ Good-night,” said Tony suddenly. 

Silly H., who had been very glib, now became 

silent and abashed. 

““Good-night,” said Tony, rising. “Thank you 

for the books, Silly H.” 

“ Might I ” faltered she. 

“ What? ” 
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“A chaste saloot, Tony—you know.” 

“Oh, ah,” said Tony, blushing. He looked up 

and down the street. “If you like, only do it 

quick.” 

She did it timidly, in the shadow of the door, and 

ran off as if she were afraid of him. 

“Til shut my eyes nex’ time,” thought Tony, as 

he crept upstairs. ‘Then, perhaps, I’ll feel like 

Oswald Vavasour.” 

Silly H. lent Tony many more books, and he 

learned much from them. Many things that had 

been obscure to him were made plain; many things 

that had been plain were made obscure. Among 

other matters, he discovered a new powerful factor 

of life called Love. Everybody in the books 

knew what love was, but nobody in Garden Row 

knew. 

He asked Honor, ‘‘ What is love? ” 

Honor was now on the verge of womanhood, 

and walked o’ nights with simpering boys. She 

blushed at the question. 

“What do you want to know for? ” she inquired. 

“T just want to know, that’s all,” Tony replied.
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“You're too young to worry about such things,” 

said Honor. 

“But I do worry about ’em,” retorted Tony. 

“You'll find out all about it soon enough,” said 

Honor. 

“T wonder,” he murmured. ‘“ Do you love any- 

body, Honor? ” he asked. 

“T dunno,” she replied. 

Tony explained to her that she was eminently 

foolish, and the subject dropped. 

He asked his father, ‘‘ What is love? ” 

“You must ask a younger man,” said Michael 

Drum. 

So Tony asked Billy Aggs, who sniggered fool- 

ishly, said “ Garn!”’ and became suddenly knock- 

kneed. 

Then Tony asked Silly H. 

“T ought to know,” she said mysteriously. 

“Why ought you?” asked Tony. 

“Cos ’'ma love-child,” she replied. 

Tony looked at her with new interest. 

“ What’s that?” he said, startled. 

“My mother knows,” she whispered.
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“ Ask her,” said Tony. 

“T dussent,” said Silly H. “It makes her cry.” 

Next day Tony slipped into the house where 

Silly H. lived, and stole upstairs to her mother’s 

room. He knocked softly at the door. 

“Come in, Mrs. Jones,” said a weak voice. 

Tony pushed open the door. He saw a neat 

little room with a big bed in it, and a woman upon 

the bed. The woman turned a thin face toward 

him. 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

“Tam Tony Drum.” 

“Sit down, Tony,” said she. ‘I’ve heard of 

you.” 

He looked at her half-fearfully. She was yellow 

and ghastly. 

“What do you want, Tony?” 

“T want to know what love is?” 

The sunken eye of the woman flashed. She 

raised herself painfully upon her elbow and looked 

at him. Someone laughed in the street. 

“T don’t mean ordinary love,” explained Tony. 

““T mean love in books.”
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She sank back among the pillows and cackled 

mirthlessly. 

“You oddity!” she said. 

“ But what is love?’ asked Tony. 

“Men know,” she said. “ But they won’t tell 

you, Tony Drum. They only tell women.” 

Tony stared. The woman lay shaking on the 

bed. A great fear of her flooded his soul. 

“ Good-afternoon, ma’am,” he said, and fled the 

room. 

It made him feverish to have the questionings of 

his mind unanswered. He turned to the novels 

again, hoping to find new light in them. 

One evening he startled Silly H. with a strange 

question. He met her on the low shore of the 

river as the sun was going down. The clouds were 

piled in rugged masses of gold quartz above the 

Surrey smoke. He stood before her, pale-faced 

and earnest. She marked the intenseness of his 

manner and giggled nervously. 

“What’s up, Tony? ” she asked. 

He did not speak at once, but looked away 

toward the restless river.
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“What’s up?” she repeated. 

“Silly H.,” he blurted forth, “ will you be my 
fyanky?” 

“What?” 

“ My fyanky.” 

She pondered. 

“Your sweetheart? ” 

He nodded. 

The idea made her grave. 

“T aint never been one,” she said doubtfully. 

“All the better,” he rejoined. 

“Tt seems silly,” she faltered. “ You're only a 

kid.” 

“No, I aint,” he said indignantly. “I am young, © 

but I aint a kid!” 

They were very serious. 

“Will you? ” he asked. — 

“If you like,” she answered, still doubtfully. 

“ But keep it dark, Tony.” 

“ That’s what I want,” he said. 

They could say no more just then, but parted 

suddenly. From that moment the old intimacy 

between them weakened. When they met they



 
 

ny’s Fyanky. To
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were shy and silent. In a little while they began 

to avoid each other. At last Tony left the books 

which Silly H. had lent him at the door of her 

house with a note, which said: 

“T release you from our engagement.” 

And then things were again as they had been.



CHAPTER X. 

HE PLAYS AT KISS-IN-THE-RING. 

A WHILE later, on a desolate evening, Tony was 

returning slowly homeward by way of the half 

frozen river. With him was a boy named Nick 

Tolmers. They had been to watch the skaters in 

a park. Nick had cut out a slide on the ice and 

disported himself thereon for two long hours, leav- 

ing Tony to watch him enviously from the bank. 

Nick was now in the highest spirits; his cheeks 

were red and glowing; he ran and shouted and 

capered gleefully. Tony was blue-faced, shiver- 

ing, and miserable. The wintry evening light was 

failing; the land lay black and scarred under the 

blight of frost. The sky was coldly blue and 

studded with crisply twinkling stars. 

They were within a few hundred yards of Gar- 

den Row when they passed a little, quick-stepping 

maid to whom Nick said, “ Good-evening, miss.” 
130
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The maid looked roguishly at him from under the 

brim of her wide straw hat, murmured “ Impu- 

dence!” and passed on laughing. 

““Who’s that?” asked Tony. 

“Dunno!” said Nick. He enjoyed Tony’s 

astonishment for a minute or two, then he added: 

“Tt’s only a way I’ve got with ’em. I always do 

it if they take my eye. It don’t cost nothink, and 

it sometimes leads to lots o’ fun.” 

“ Do they always like it?” asked Tony. 

“ Always,” answered Nick. 

Tony was ‘silent. His brain worked busily. 

They walked on. 

Presently Nick Tolmers asked, with bewildering 

suddenness, “Do you go in for gals much, 

Tony?” 

Tony shook his head, half ashamed. 

“T do,” said Nick, smoothing his chin. 

Tony glanced aside at him. 

“You're a bit shy, aint you, Tony?” 

“ Not exactly that,” faltered Tony. 

“You can’t get on with ’em?” 
ce N—no.”’



132 TONY DRUM. 

“TI can,” said Nick, with a triumphant nod. 

“It’s easy enough, really.” 

“T suppose it is,” murmured Tony. 

“ An’ not so easy neither,” Nick added, “ until 

you know the way. You don’t know the way, you 

see.” 

“No,” Tony faltered again. 

“ Ah!” cried Nick, “J do.” 

Tony looked wistfully at him. 

“The way with gals is this,” said Nick. “ You 

mustn’t make yourself cheap. You must be a bit 

—a bit ’orty with ’em. That’s how I do.” He 

chuckled. “ Why don’t you get a gal, Tony?” he 

asked. 

“Me!” cried Tony. 

“T don’t see why you shouldn’t. You're a bit 

humpy, to be sure, but then gals aint always par- 

tickler. You see, there’s so many on ’em knock- 

ing about nowadays, they can’t all get mated.” 

5 “Oh, I don’t care about it, somehow,” said 

Tony insincerely. 

“ Of course, if you don’t care about it, there’s no 

more to be said,” murmured Nick.
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They walked on a few paces. 

“ But how could I get a girl?’ Tony burst forth. 

“ Ask her.” 

“ Ask her what?” 

“Oh, you know,” Nick winked. “Or she 

might ask you,” he said. “They do sometimes.” 

“ How do you know? ” 

Nick bent his head, and kicked a stone along the 

road. 

“Oh! ” faltered Tony, overcome by this token of 

a delicate mind. 

Nick smiled shrewdly. 

They parted at the school gates, and Tony, with 

a buzzing head, walked slowly homeward. 

All that night he wandered in illimitable wilder- 

nesses of romance. 

‘It was a shock to awake next morning in the 

land of drab, and, as he dressed, Tony dropped a 

tear to the memory of more than one fair being of 

his dreams. Honor had gone off to her factory, 

or he would have liked to talk to her, though she 

was no longer the old sympathetic Honor of his 

babyhood. Michael Drum was in a silent humor,
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and, though Tony pelted him with leading ques- 

tions across the breakfast table, he would not be 

drawn into conversation. He replied gruffly and 

at random, and, when the meal was over, went out 

suddenly, uttering gay curses on the bleakness 

of the weather. Tony crept downstairs after 

him. 

The road was being mended; there was a glow- 

ing brazier on the curb. He sat down in the 

warmth of it. 

It was holiday time, and the street was filled with 

children. The little ones gathered about Tony, 

pleading for a story. He waved them aside impa- 

tiently. Not far away some boys and girls were 

playing “ Ring-o’-Roses”’ in the roadway. He 

watched them, and his heart was hungry, but what 

it hungered for he could not tell. The boys 

handled the girls roughly, and Tony felt that it was 

a desecration. He rose suddenly, and went in- 

doors. 

He sat down near to the window in the little 

front room and began to read resolutely, but his 

mind wandered out into the street in spite of him.
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He put down his book and listened. The voices 

of the children rang in shrill chorus: 

“ Ring-a-ring 0’ roses, 

Pocket full 0’ posies, 
Houp la! Houp la! 

We all fall down!” 

Again and again the blithe senseless words were 

repeated. Then came a pause, and the strain 

changed. Tony heard: 

“Poor Jenny is a-weeping, a-weeping, a-weeping, 

Poor Jenny is a-weeping 

On a bright summer’s day. 

On the carpet she shall kneel 

While the grass grows in the field— 

Stand up, stand up, upon your feet, 

Choose the one you love so sweet. 

Choose once—choose twice—choose three times over!” 

There came another pause. Tony looked out of 

the window and saw a boy and girl standing de- 

murely, with linked hands, in the middle of a ring 

of dancing children. They circled round, singing: 

“Now you're married I wish you joy, 

First a girl and then a boy— 

Seven years after, son and daughter, 

Pray and cuddle and kiss together ! 

Kiss her once, kiss her twice, kiss her three times over.” 

The boy and girl embraced shyly. A hot thrill 

coursed through Tony’s whole being. He caught
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up his cap and hastened into the street. He ran 

up to the little group, crying out: 

“Let me play! Oh, let me play, too!” 

“Oh, come on then,” they said, smiling at his 

eagerness. 

He joined in the ring, and they went round 

giddily. He had much ado to keep his feet; the 

other children were so big and strong and bois- 

terous; he was so little and weak and slow. The 

tune was again changed. They sang a song 

of a dog, but it was the Song of the Goat to 

Tony! 

“‘ There was a butcher had a dog, 

And Bingo was his name—Oh! 

B—i—n—g—o! 
B—-i—n—g—o! 
B—i—n—g—o ! 

And Bingo was his name—Oh ! 

Kiss me quick and go! 

Kiss me quick and go! 

’Tis a starry night, the moon shines bright, 

Kiss me quick and go!” 

The children came and went in the middle of the 

ring. All had a share in the kissing except Tony. 

No one chose him. His face grew bitter. He 

    |
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played on, hoping desperately that his turn would 

come. 

The ring widened. A newcomer, in the person 

of a flaxen-haired maid, slipped in beside Tony. 

Soon she was led out by an ardent boy and kissed. 

The boy retired into the obscurity of the ring, leav- 

ing Flaxen Hair to stand alone whilst the rest 

danced round her. 

“ Let’s have a different tune now,” said one. 

And Tony felt that it was a fitting tribute to the 

radiant face of Flaxen Hair. 

There was some whispering among the girls, and 

they began: 

“ Up and down Garden Row 

The windows are made of glass. 
Call at Number Forty-four and there you'll find a lass, 

Her name is Carrie Green ; 

Catch her if you can— 
She’s after Tony Drum 

Before he is a man! 

He huddles her and cuddles her and sets her on his knee 

An’ says, ‘ My dear, do you love me ?’” 

The little girl answered: 

“T love you. 

Do you love me?”
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And as Tony stepped into the ring the chorus 

rose: 

“ To-morrow, to-morrow, the wedding shall be!” 

Carrie Green shook her flaxen hair and simpered 

shyly as Tony took her hand. He held up his face, 

and she stooped to receive his kiss. Her cheek 

was cold and faintly sweet. Tony saw himself re- 

flected in her bright eyes, and reeled under a hot 

tempest of emotion. He was overcome with sud- 

den shame. He broke through the ring and 

scuttled home. As he crept upstairs he could hear 

the game proceeding. 

In the afternoon he went out again. It was 

very cold and dull, and the children were all gone 

indoors. The sky hung like a gray pall over Gar- 

den Row; the song of the river sounded monoto- 

nously mournful. A muffin-man, with doleful bell, 

walked briskly past, his clogs ringing loudly on the 

frosty flags. He might have been a being from the 

shades, crying the requiem of Hope. 

Tony wandered slowly down the street. The 

cold seemed to freeze his heart into stone; his 

hands swung at his sides like leaden weights. The
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lamps were kindling, and the lights gleamed sickly 

yellow in the blue dusk. He turned a corner and 

came stiddenly upon the river. 

He stood for a while to watch the barges drift- 

ing slowly down, and to wonder what that sea was 

like toward which they were going. Gold-tinted 

smoke puffed up from the chimneys of the little 

cabins, and the tiny curtained windows glowed 

richly red, like wine. Over on the right bank a 

chain of wharves and warehouses showed black be- 

yond the stark, shining piles; above, the sky was 

luminously gray. The usual crowd of ruminative 

idlers was scattered along the waterside. Tony 

turned from contemplating the river to look at 

them. They were gnarled creatures, slow and 

ponderous, with the weight of many hard years 

sitting heavily, upon their shoulders. Tony re- 

flected that they must have probed life to its veriest 

depths, and found out all things. He wondered 

what the tragedy of each man might be and how 

he had stood up under it. He wished that he, too, 

were safely through the troubled waters, at anchor 

in the harbor, under the lights of home. Two of
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the men were talking near to him. He sauntered 

up to them and listened. Perhaps he would learn a 

guiding principle of conduct from them. This was 

their conversation: 

“__with a stiff, creamy fat on it, and the lean 

solid, so as you can cut and come again. An’ a 

pound or so o’ floury taters, an’ p’r’aps a bit QO 

cauliflower or, say, Brussels sprouts.” 

“Oh, an’ a comfortable bed to follow, in a 

proper house, wi’ land under you, and a sure break- 

fast ahead.” 

“ And a supper for anchor.” 

“That’s as said. I’m a teasin’ of my appetite 

now, so as I can enjoy a bite or two afore I turn in.” 

“For myself, I never play them tricks; I don’t 

need to. I let Nature take her course wi’ me.” 

“T dussent.” 

“You dussent?” 

“T aint one o’ Nature’s favorites, you see. She 

rucks on me cruel sometimes.” 

“You been taking liberties with her, man.” 

“ Mebbe, mebbe. Asa young man a 

“ Oh, as for that——” 
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“S-sh! The kid! We'll go up, eh?” 

They looked at Tony and walked off. He gazed 

after them and sighed for a lost illusion. 

He was shivering. He left the river and entered 

Garden Row again. 

He was within sight of home when he saw a 

maid coming toward him whom he at once recog-_ 

nized as Carrie Green. His heart leaped wildly. 

He was suddenly overcome with bashfulness and 

thought of flight. Carrie drew nearer. He con- 

trolled himself and advanced toward her. 

At a distance of some three paces from him she 

stopped and smiled. 

“Hullo, Tony Drum,” she said. “What are 

you staring at?” 

He halted and said “ Hullo!” huskily. 

She laughed in his face, outright. 

“T see you first,” she said. 

“T know you never,” he cried hotly. “I see 

you ever such a way off.” 

“And I see you—mooning along. I wouldn’t 

be a moony.” 

“T aint a moony!”
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He became flushed with earnestness. 

“Yah, you’re blushing,” she‘ cried. “ You're 

shy. I always knew you was shy.” 

“T aint shy,” he cried. 

She provoked him with her smiles. 

“T say,” said she, becoming grave, “ why don’t 

you go to school now, as you used? You was ever 

such a good scholar, wasn’t you? ” 

Tony nodded. 

“T’ve heard say you was. What standard was 

you in when you left? ” 

“ Fifth.” 

“Tm in the sixth. I’m twelve. How old are 

your” 

“T’m twelve, too.” 

“Fancy!” 

Their breathing grew labored. 

To make talk Carrie said, “I aint got any 

brothers—don’t want ’em. I hate boys.” 

“Oh!” said Tony. 

“ D’you remember that first day at school—in 

the infants’—when I sat next to you? Wasn’t we 

awful kids then? ”
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Tony stared. At her words his mind had run 

back over the past. He saw himself a forlorn babe 

again in the infants’ room, seated beside a chubby 

little damsel of haughty mien and reserved manner. 

Surely, Carrie was this chubby little damsel, grown 

now into a bouncing girl. He looked on her with 

kindling eyes. This was a new link to bind them. 

She no longer wore a red flannel frock; she was less 

chubby; her silky hair had lengthened on her 

shoulders; but nevertheless she was little changed. 

“ Was that you?” he gasped foolishly. 

“Who else?” she said. “ Oh, wasn’t we awful 

kids!” 

“ Awful!” 

“T’ve always noticed you ever since,” said Carrie. 

“ You aint noticed me, though.” 

Tony, prompted by some dim instinct, said, 

“Ves, I have then.” 

“ Have you, straight?” 

He nodded and murmured with raised eyebrows. 

“°M! IT have, straight.” 

She surveyed him from head to foot. Her eyes 

mocked him. He felt keenly his inferiority. His.
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clothes were stained and old; his hands were dirty; 

his hair rumpled on his forehead. She was gayly 

attired in a blue stuff dress, edged with plush; there 

was lace about her neck and a fabric of flowers and 

ribbons on her dainty head. Tony stooped and 

pulled up his stockings. 

“ Aint you got any garters? ” asked she. 

“Tl make some wi’ string,” he said. 

“ My garters are made o’ ’lastic. I got a hand- 

kerchief. You aint.” 

“T lost mine scrumpin’,” he confessed ruefully. 

“T tied some apples up in it, and a boy nicked 

’em.” 

“That must ha’ been a long time ago,” she said. 

“Aint you never had one since. I’ve got six—a 

birthday present.” os 

Tony felt hopelessly deficient. He. hung his 

head. “It don’t matter wi’ boys,” he pleaded; 

“ girls is different.” 

She laughed. “ Well,” she cried, “I can’t stop 

here talking to you all night, Tony Drum.” 

He looked at her regretfully. He could not 

bear to lose her just yet, though her mere proximity
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was a heavy embarrassment to him. “Don’t go,” 

he said. 

She shook her curls inexorably. Yet she lin- 

gered. 

“You are a moony!” she exclaimed at length, 

with sudden petulance. 

He stared at her, bewildered. 

“Why?” he gasped. 

“ Because you are—see!” she said, and turned 

disdainfully away. 

He swung moodily on his heel and broke into a 

halting trot. Instantly he heard his name called. 

He stopped, looked back. Carrie was beckoning 

to him. He ran to her with a gladdening face. 

“What you want? ” he asked. 

“ Wouldn’ t you like to come wi’ me?” she said. 

“O’ course I would.” 

“Well, you can if you like. I got some errands 

to do for my mother.” 

Tony walked along beside her. 

“Say,” she said presently. “Do you like my 

name—Carrie? ” 

“It’s all right, I suppose,” said Tony.
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“All right! You suppose!” she cried in high 

scorn. 

Tony, in his innocence, could do naught but 

gasp and wonder. 

“Your mother’s dead, aint she?” asked Carrie, 

after a little pause. 

“Yes,” said Tony sadly. 

“My mother aint, but my father is. My father 

was a soldier. What’s yours?” 

Tony hesitated. His father’s calling was the 

shame of his life and had exposed him already to 

much bitter ridicule from the offspring of reputable 

craftsmen. He felt he could not tell the truth 

to Carrie. He answered slowly, “ He’s a musi- 

cian.” . 

“Oh,” said Carrie. “ But how do you mean?” 

“ He plays the flute.” 

“Tn a band?” 

“ 'Ye-es.” 

“ How funny!” said Carrie. She started. “ Oh, 

I say, come round this corner. There’s somebody 

that lives in our house. If she sees you she’ll tell 

my mother.”
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They scudded down a dark street. Carrie 

looked back, straightening her hat. 

“Tt’s all right,” she panted. “She never see 

me. Now I'll go and get them bothering errands. 

It’s only to the grocer’s. Come?” 

Tony followed her obediently. He waited for 

her in the gutter outside the shop. The shop- 

keeper sent out a man to order him away. The 

man tweaked Tony’s ear, and Tony ran fuming into 

the road, a raging victim of unspeakable humilia- 

tion. Happily Carrie did not witness this shame- 

ful incident. She came out and poured the balm 

of her smiles on Tony’s wounded dignity. 

“You must ha’ been pretty cold,” said she. 

“No,” he said. And, indeed, he spoke truly, for 

his anger had warmed him. 

“Have a peppermint?” said she. “The shop- 

keeper gave me two.” 

“The shopkeeper!” he cried tragically. “No!” 

ees All the more for me,” she said calmly, and 

crunched them up. 

“T don’t think I shall eat any more pepper- 

mints,” he said gloomily.
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“There aint any more to eat,” said she. 

“T mean never in my life,” he explained. 

“Oh!” said she, licking her lips. “ Well,” she 

continued, after a pause, “I suppose I shall have 

to go home now. I’m in for a row, as it is, 

through being out so long. You'd better only 

come to the corner, in case my mother sees me. 

She’d be cross.” 

At the corner Tony was emboldened to say: 

“T suppose I shall see you again soon?” 

“You could ha’ seen me any day if you’d like 

to look,” she replied. “I was always seeing 

you.” : 

Tony marveled at his past blindness. 

“ Well, good-night, Carrie,” he said shyly. 

“ Good-night,” said Carrie, with immutable self- 

possession. 

The corner was a dark one. They stood con- 

fronting each other in the shadow of a high wall. 

Tony, to prove that he was quite at ease, stood on 

one leg and whistled. Carrie leaned her back 

against the wall. After that mutual “ Good- 

night ” there was a silence. Tony did not go
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away. He hopped on the pavement and stared 

sheepishly at Carrie. She smiled complacently. 

she cried suddenly. “ What’s 

that on your coat?” 

> & Say, lony,. 

He squinted down his length of jacket. 

“Where?” he asked. 

She drew him by his sleeve toward her and 

peered closely at his shoulder. For an instant her 

cheek touched his, her soft curls tickled his face. 

His bosom was stirred. 

“Tt’s nothing,” she said. “I dunno what I 

thought it was now.” 

She did not release him at once. He touched 

her hand timidly with his fingers. She laughed 

softly, and, bending forward, kissed him suddenly 

full upon the lips. Then she broke away and made 

off along the pavement. Tony stood watching her 

flight with a mind bemused.



CHAPTER XI. 

HE CATCHES GLIMPSES OF THE FEMININE HEART. 

WueENn Tony reached home it was quite dark. 

He found his sister Honor and a lank boy standing 

together on the doorstep in affectionate attitudes. 

They started apart at his approach, and the lank 

boy swore. , 

“ Hush, Tom, it’s only my little brother,” said 

Honor. 

“Ts that all?” cried Tom, relieved. ‘‘ Well, I 

dare say Gawd won’t damn his eyes this time, see- 

ing it wasa mistake. How de do, kid?” 

Tony resented the tone of this inquiry,and strode 

into the house without speaking. He found his 

father sitting limply over the fire in the front room. 

A bottle and a glass were on the table. The air 

was heavy and dark with tobacco smoke. 

“Where have you been, Tony?” asked Michael 

Drum. 

“ For a walk, father,”’ answered Tony. 
150



 
 

Honor Drum and her Sweetheart .
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“ Seen anything o’ Honor?” 

“She’s downstairs on the doorstep.” 

“ What a-doing?” 

“ There’s that green-looking bloke with her.” 

Michael Drum laughed. 

“The sap’s a-rising,” he remarked. “ We'll all 

be full-blown soon, I suppose. How is it you aint 

'mated yet, my.son? You’re very slow. But 

youre handicapped, you poor little thing. The 

women like ’em straight and strong.” 

Tony blushed and glowed with delicious self- 

consciousness. He smiled at the ground scorn- 

fully. 

“It’s a shame that girl aint got more dutiful 

feeling,” said Michael; “ but it’s only parents who 

ever get the true idea of a child’s obligations. 

Now, here’s the place a perfect pigsty, and her 

a-gallivanting out every night, instead o’ redding © 

it up a bit. And, ’pon my soul! I don’t know 

what I’m to do to assert myself. I can’t take to 

drink—I’ve taken to that already. And there’s 

nothing else. Heigho! Here, put that bottle on 

the shelf, and I’ll get supper.”
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He rose stiffly and went to the cupboard, sing- 

ing a husky song as he rummaged among the 

shelves.’ 

“ “Gwine to ride all night "there aint a cloth, 

but the ‘ second extry ’ willdo. * Gwine to ride all 

day ’—plates and knives and forks. Oh! here’s 

the bread. ‘I bet my money on the bob-tailed 

nag.’ I wish I could find a ten-to-one chance. 

We'd have better pickles than these moldy mys- 

teries. ‘Somebody bet on the bay, oh, doo-dah- 

deh!’ Stir about, my son, and hand up the cheese. 

Hark! 

“«« Who goes there ? 

Stranger, quickly tell. 

A friend! 

The word ? 

Good-night ! 

All—all’s well!’ 

I thought—I hoped it was Honor. But no! I 

suppose she’s too busy chewing sweet lies to come 

up yet. Sit down and eat, Tony boy.” 

They drew up chairs to the table. 

“Don’t frown so owlishly, my son,” said Michael. 

“Don’t be cross with your poor old father because  
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he rattles the peas in the bladder now and then. 

He, he! He is very pleased with himself to-night, 

your father is. He wants exceedingly to rejoice. 

He, he! Oh, doo-dah-deh! ” 

Tony forced a smile. 

“ That’s right,” said Michael Drum. “ Concede 

something to me out of the austerity of your heart, 

for I am full of joy to-night, and blown out with 

great thoughts. I could spit pearls of wisdom, if I 

had a mind. Incidentally, Iam drunk. You are 

too polite to look as if I were, so I confess it 

gladly.” 

Tony munched his bread and cheese. 

“To-night,” said Michael Drum, holding aloft a 

hunk of bread; “to-night I rise above myself. I 

run past myself. I trip over my own shadow. I 

am not modest to-night. Why should I be? 

Modesty is just a handy cloak for fools! I don’t 

need it.” 

He leaned across the table. 

“Tony, I have been drinking deeply, and think- 

ing out an idea—an idea for a guide to the art of 

living joyously.
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“ «Merry maid and little man, 

Life is but a tiny span. 

Show your dimples all you can! 

Merry maid and little man !’ 

Listen. Here are some points to hang the misty 

draperies of my theory on. You won’t under- 

stand; but I throw this out to ease myself. There 

are too many pebbles of wisdom in my gizzard. 

My body is overloaded. Pass the bottle down!” 

He drank and continued: 

“ We all live, or should live, to an end o’ some 

sort. We’ll say that end is happiness—our own, of 

course! Happiness is just a little butterfly, purple 

spotted; about the only one that has not been 

netted and stuck on a card, I fancy. We are all 

after the butterfly. It’s a wild-goose chase, and 

we scramble about in very undignified attitudes at 

times. Sometimes the butterfly is after us; but we 

don’t know, and we dodge it, as likely as not. 

Such a shy little insect you never saw! You meet 

it quite haphazard, if you’re lucky, now and then; 

you take it by surprise sometimes; but. the best 

walking-boots won’t help you to overtake it on the 

high, straight road.”  
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Tony rose, yawning hugely. His father looked 

at him reproachfully for a moment, then pityingly. 

“Tam sorry for you, Tony,” he said. ‘I could 

drink your health in tears. Three o’ tears warm, 

miss, please, with sugar. He, he! You are so 

frightful wise. You must bore yourself to death. 

Perhaps that is your real complaint. Ah, Tony, 

you're a dangerous companion for yourself. You 

think too much, and too well, of Tony Drum. Re- 

member, my son, the only flattery we have to fear 

is Our own opinion of ourselves. Now go to 

bed!” 

Tony said “ Good-night, father,’ and left the 

room. As he undressed he could hear his father 

talking to the silence. He crept into bed and be- 

gan to dream of Carrie. 

In the morning when he awoke it was yet dark. 

A little oil lamp was burning on the mantelpiece. 

Honor, shivering with cold, was rolling up her 

hair before the glass. 

“ Honor,” whispered Tony. 

“Well,” she said peevishly. 

“T see you last night.”
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‘“T know.” 

“Tam so glad.” 

“What about? ” 

“ About your having a sweetheart.” 

‘“*What’s it matter to you?” 

“Tt matters a lot.” 

“ How do you mean?” 

“TI dunno exacly. P’r’aps it’s becos I’ve got a 

sweetheart too.” 

“You!” 

“Yes; we’re both alike, you see. Aint you very 

happy, Honor? Iam.” 

“Don’t be a little fool!” said Honor testily. 

“ As if you undersood.” 

“Tdo understand,” he said coldly. “I’ve gota 

sweetheart same as you.” 

She seemed greatly irritated. 

“ You’re but a kid,” she said; “ I am grown up. 

Yours is only play.” 

“?Taint, then,” said Tony; “it’s real serious.” 

Honor looked at him scornfully. 

“What little gal is it?” 

“She aint little. She’s as tall as you.”  
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“ What’s her name? ” 

“T aint a-going to tell you.” 

“ Please yourself,” said Honor. 

Tony brooded a while. 

“Your bloke does look a soft,” he said presently. 

“You silly kid! You’re jealous!” said Honor, 

laughing. 

“ Jealous!” sneered Tony. “I wouldn’t be 

jealous of a fathead like him.” 

Honor became suddenly grave. 

“Tony,” she said, “ I never thought it of you.” 

He was smitten with remorse. 

“JT never meant it, only you were so nasty,” he 

said. 
2 “So I was,” she admitted, sitting down on the 

edge of the bed. “ Poor little Tony.” 

She stooped and kissed him passionately. He 

was much surprised, for she had not kissed him 

since he was almost a babe. 

“We'll be ever such good friends, Tony,” she 

whispered. — 

“Rather!” he said chokily. 

But he was very happy. As he sat at breakfast
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with his father, an hour later, he could hear the 

voices of the children singing “ Ring-a-ring o’ 

roses ” in the street. It was a fine morning. The 

sun had begun his day’s work in an ill humor, but 

now the day was breaking into a smile. Through 

the window he could see the roofs of the city 

bathed in a flood of yellow light. The red chim- 

neys and gray spires shone gayly under the bright 

sky. The season was winter, but it was a spring 

day, full of hope and promise. The year seemed 

to be taking breath before beginning on her spring 

labors. The joyous river was singing an aubade to 

the drowsy town. 

When his father had gone out Tony ran into the 

street and joined the other children at their play. 

Carrie was among them, and met his glances shyly. 

Tony pitied the other children, because they had 

no delicious secret as he had. He did not despise 

them, however; he told himself so, often, and 

always with great self-satisfaction. It was rather 

trying to see other boys kissing Carrie, but she 

always chose him when her turn came, and he 

always chose her when he could. It wasa cardinal
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fault of the game that each chosen one had to kiss 

two others of the opposite sex. 

He contrived to whisper to her, “ Meet me 

round the corner afterwards,” and she answered 

him with a squeeze of the hand. They met, and 

walked along beside the river. 

“T say,” said Carrie, “don’t go telling every- 

body that I’m your sweetheart, will you?” 

“ ©’ course not,” he said. “ As if I should!” 

“ That’s all right, then,” she rejoined. 

“ But why not?” he said presently. 

“Oh, I don’t want everybody to know,” she 

answered. 

“ That aint any reason,” he said. 

“T don’t like to tell you why,” she faltered. 

He stared at her. “‘ Yes, tell me,” he entreated. 

“You mightn’t like it.” 

“ Oh, yes, I shall.” 

“T don’t think you will.” 

“ Tell me.” 
She hesitated a while, then she said slowly, “ You 

know I like you very much, don’t you, Tony?” 

“Yes,” he said.  
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“Tf I didn’t, I shouldn’t be your sweetheart, 

should I?” 

“QO” course not.” 

“Well, then, you won’t think me nasty, will 

you?” 

“Taint likely, Carrie.” 

“It’s like this,” she began. ‘“ You see, lots 0’ 

gals wouldn’t have you at all.” 

He was chilled to the heart. 

“ Wouldn’t they?” he whispered. 

“No,” she said. “ You see, you’re—you aint 

quite strong and all that like other boys. An’ you 

aint partickler handsome, either.” 

“ Aint I?” cried Tony forlornly. 

“You've got the loveliest eyes though,” she 

cried. ‘“ An’ that’s all I look at really. I aint like 

other gals, you see. I liked you so ’cos you was 

always ill, an’ it seemed so sad, an’ I was so sorry, 

an’ I knew none o’ them other girls wouldn’t never 

have you.” 

“T wouldn’t never have them,” said Tony 

sturdily. 

“They aint up to much, I must say,” Carrie  
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admitted, with a sniff. “‘ But it’s because o’ them 

I don’t want you to let on as I’m your sweetheart.” 

“ What harm would it do?” 

“Tt wouldn’t do no harm really. But they'd 

laugh at me for having you. ‘ Oh, bli’ me!’ they’d 

say. ‘I wouldn’t never have Tony Drum for a 

bloke. You must be hard up!’ they’d say. But I 

aint hard up. There’s half a dozen I could have, 

besides you.” 

Tony’s face had grown white and stern. 

“ VYou’re ashamed o’ me,” he said. 

“Taint. Oh, Tony!” cried she. 

“You are,” he said bitterly. 

“ But I like you ever so,” she faltered. 

“You ought to be proud o’ me then, not 

ashamed o’ me,” he said. 

“ Well, you see, Tony,” she said, “there aint 

nothink about you to be proud of.” 

“ Aint there!” he cried indignantly. ‘“ That’s 

all you know. Why, look here! In the first place, 

I aint common. I aint an ordinary boy. There’s 

millions o’ ordinary boys knocking about, but there 

aint another boy like me—not in the Row. I
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wouldn’t give a farden, I wouldn’t, to have no ordi- 

nary boy if I wasa gal. I’d look out for a humpy 

boy or somethink, I would. And _ besides, Tm 

clever, lam. You ought to hear the stories I can 

make up out o’ my own head, all myself. I writ 

a book once, I did. An’ I was a regular marvel at 

school. Everybody said so!” 

“T know you was,” said Carrie humbly. 

“Well then,” he cried. “ Why aint you proud 

oO’ me?” 

“T don’t know why it is,” she said miserably; 

“but Taint. I should hate for them other gals to 

know as I was going out wi’ you.” 

Tony was silent a while. Bitterness surged in 

his breast. At last he spoke. 

“ Then I renounce you! ” he said. 

“What’s that?” ; 

“T give you up.” 

“Oh, don’t, Tony.” 

“Yes,” he said fiercely. “I give you up. 

Good-by for ever, Carrie Green.” 

“ Oh, you are unkind,” she said. 
“IT don’t want nothink more to do wi’ you.”
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“Well, well,” she said; “p’r’aps, after all, it 

would be better.” She sighed. “I can’t give you 
> 

a kiss, ’cos ?   

“Tt don’t matter,” said Tony gloomily. 

“’Cos it’s so light.” 

They shook hands, and she walked slowly away. 

Tony stood gazing after her. The houses began 

to shake before him, and the roads to tremble. 

His world was toppling. A hot salt tear rolled 

down his cheek. He struck it away. Suddenly 

he cried out: 

“ Carrie! Carrie!” 

She turned at once and came running back to 

him, 

“T can’t give you up, Carrie,” said Tony. 

“Oh, I am so glad!” Carrie answered. “ After 

all, I don’t care much if the gals do know.” She 

paused. ‘‘ But I’d rather they didn’t,” she added 

thoughtfully.



CHAPTER XII. 

HE RUNS AWAY FROM THE INEVITABLE. 

THE clatter of Honor’s hairless broom mingled 

with the sound of Tony’s singing. She rested for 

a moment from her labors to observe to her father: 

“What a sweet voice he has, dad! ” 

Michael replied from his corner: 

“ T’ve often noticed it, Honor.” 

The sweeping and the singing continued. 

Michael Drum rose and opened the door between 

the two rooms. Tony’s song—a school catch— 

swept boldly in: 

“ A southerly wind and a cloudy sky 
Proclaimeth a hunting morning. 

Before the sun rises away we will fly, 
Dull sleep in a drowsy bed scorning. 

To horse, my brave boys, and away ! 
Bright fevers the hills is adorning ! 

The face of all nature looks gay ! 
’Tis a beautiful hunting morning ! 

Then hark, hark! forward! 
Tally ho! tally ho! tally ho!” 

164  
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Michael Drum burst forth into loud laughter. 

Honor sniggered from sympathy, then looked 

ashamed. 

“Oh don’t!” she cried. “ You’ve spoilt it 

all!” 

Tony’s song was abruptly ended. Michael 

Drum called out loudly: 

“ Hi, Tony, come here.” 

Then he chuckled under his breath: “ Fevers! 

Fevers! Ha,ha! Ha, ha!” 

Tony entered shyly. 

“Why, you ninny!” cried Michael. “It isn’t 

fevers that adorn the hills; it’s Phoebus—the sun, 

y’ know. Oh, why did I spend a penny a week on 

your education! ” 

He dismissed him, and said to Honor: “ Igno- 

rance is like your tongue—you can’t open you 

mouth without showing it!” 

In the evening, when the trouble of cleaning was 

over, Michael Drum called Tony to the parental 

knee, and began to banter him. But behind his 

banter was a purpose. 

“So you’re a bit of a singer, Tony,” he began. yi a SIN My g
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Honor interposed eagerly: ‘I am too, father, 

you know.” 

“We're a musical family, then,” Michael re- 

marked. “ That looks well for harmony of feeling. 

Now, Tony, my son, do you think you could learn 

a song?” 

“Of course I could, father,” said Tony. 

“Sing this after me, then. It’s one o’ Bobbie 

Burns’—a rare song for a cold night!”” Michael 

sang in a quavering voice: 

“O, Willie brewed a peck o’ maut, 

And Rob and Allan cam’ to see——’ 

He beat time with his hand. Tony sang the words 

lustily, and Honor joined in with her shriller treble. 

“Good!” said Michael. “ What a pitiful con- 

trast my voice makes against yours though, Tony. 

Now: 

“ Three blither hearts that lee lang night 
Ye wad na find in Christendie!” 

Tony sang: 

“ Three blither hearts that lee lang night 
Ye wad na find in Christendie!”’
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“Bravo!” Michael Drum stood up to the 

chorus, beating the air with his hand. 

“ «We are na fou, we’re na that fou, 

But just a drappie in our e’e; 

The cock may craw, the day may daw’, 
And aye we'll taste the barley bree!’ 

“Tt ll stir the heart of every Scotsman in Lon- 

don, and bang! open comes his pocket. I wonder 

if a plaid—no, it’s against dignity and art. Now, 

Tony!” 

Tony put his hands behind his back and 

stumbled gallantly through the chorus. They had 

the next verse, beginning: 

“Here are we met, three merry boys,” 

and so onto the end. It was a very gay hour. 

Michael Drum drew his flute from his pocket 

and fitted the pieces together. 

“ Now, sing to my playing,” he said. “ Come, 

with a ‘O Willie a 

Tony, with his thumbs still locked behind his 

  

back, began. Honor chimed in. 

“No, no,” cried Michael, “ Tony solus.” 

Honor subsided into pouting silence. But when
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Tony began to sing, she forgot her ill-temper, and 

her face broke out in smiles. Daintily she caught 

up the hem of her frock and danced, mouthing 

silently the words of the song. Michael, with his 

eyes fixed seriously on Tony’s face, played the 

flute. A flicker of pale flame shot up among the 

black coals in the shining grate, lighting the room. 

A hundred strange and trivial things, hitherto un- 

seen, or seen only dimly, sprang into sudden promi- 

nence—the hoar on Michael’s chin and his humid 

eyes; Honor’s burst shoes, rising and falling, and 

soiled hands, tightly clenched; the blank, strained 

face of Tony; a battered teapot in the fender; an 

oleograph upon the wall, with one torn, drooping 

corner. At last the song came to an end. The 

piping of the flute ceased after a few final flourishes. 

Tony bowed his head modestly in anticipation of 

praise, and ambled toward a chair. Honor sank 

down, laughing and panting, on the shabby couch. 

“ That’s the way to dance,” she said, with con- 

viction. 

Michael Drum unscrewed the pieces of his flute 

and laid them tenderly aside.
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“Now for a little serious talk, my son,” he 

said. 

“ But how did I do, father?” cried Tony, anx- 

ious to be praised. 

“You are a very good singer, indeed,” said 

Michael, with a twinkling eye. “It only remains 

to be seen if you are as good a son.” 

Tony stared, and glanced at the clock. It 

pointed to ten minutes past eight. At half-past 

eight he must go to a choir practice in the church. 

He said “ Yes, father,” and waited. 

Michael screwed up his eyes. ‘“ Now, how 

would you like to have another go at pork-butcher- 

ing, Tony?” he asked. 

Tony stammered, “ Oh, father! ” 

“You wouldn’t like it. Well, don’t be afraid. 

I haven’t any idea of that sort in my mind. I’m 

going to suggest something higher to you.” 

“Yes, father.” 

“ But, first of all, I'd like to hear what is your 
strongest ambition. You’re young enough to 

have ambitions, and old enough, I hope, to put 

reason into ’em. Now, out with it.”
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“T don’t quite understand.” 

“Phew! What do you want to be? Soldier, 

sailor, tinker, tailor, plowboy, apothecary, thief? 

Though it’s a poor list.” 

“T haven’t made up my mind yet, father,”. said 

Tony. 

“You’re very slow!” cried Michael. “ Would 

you care to be a musician like me, now?” 

Tony slowly shook his head. 

“Why not? It’s a very fine calling—artistic, 

Bohemian—and might be made profitable by any 

man except a philosopher, I dare say. It’s a chas- 

_tening profession too, yet independent. Damme! 

I shall begin to love it, if I go on. What do you 

say, Tony?” 

“Td rather not be it—what you are, father, 

please,” said the boy. 

Michael frowned. “You're all whimsies,” he 

said. “I give you the opportunity to be filial. 

You don’t accept it. Very well. Now I exert 

my parental authority. To-morrow, being Satur- 

day, you’ll come with me.” 

“With you, father? ”
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“You'll come with me on my rounds, to sing to 

my playing, and go about with the hat.” 

Tony’s face blanched; he was stonily silent. 

“You understand? ” said Michael. 

“Yes, father.” 

Tony nodded and turned away. He sat down 

against the window and rested his head on the 

glass. Michael stole a glance at him and met his 

dull, imploring eyes. He looked from Tony to 

Honor. Honor was watching him also; on her 

face was an expression of angry scorn. Michael 

Drum felt the need of his philosophy. He rose 

and groped on the mantel for the matches. He 

heard Honor stir at his feet and cross the room to 

her brother. 

_“ Never mind, Tony,” said Honor, and there was’ 

a sound of kissing. 

Michael Drum turned. 

“What's that?” he cried, frowning impatiently. 

“ Here’s your psalter, Tony,” said Honor. 

Michael laughed. Tony tucked the psalter 

under his arm, caught up his cap, and stole from 

the room. Michael went after him to the landing.
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Tony clattered downstairs. Halfway he stopped 

and looked up. His father, with a sardonic face, 

was surveying him over the banisters. 

“Tf you please, father,” stammered Tony. 

“Well?” said Michael. 

“Tf you please, I’d rather not.” 

“What!” 

“Td much rather not, father.” 

Michael spluttered contemptuously. 

“The boys ’Il jeer at me, father,” Tony pleaded, 

emboldened by the distance between them. 

“Jeers are the ushers of applause, my son.” 

This Tony did not understand. He shot one 

more upward imploring glance. 

“JT wish you’d let me off, father,” he murmured. 

“Nonsense! Think what an artistic calling it 

is. Would you rather be a coal-heaver? ” 

“ But, father,” pleaded Tony, “ I’m too delicate. 

It ll make me ill.” 

“Oh, no, it won’t,” said Michael, slightly winc- 

ing. “You shall only go if it’s fine. A walk 

won't hurt you.” 

Tony hesitated.
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“It’s like—it’s like begging, father,” he faltered 

at last. 

“The devil!” cried Michael Drum, in a great 

rage. He stooped, pulled off his slipper, and 

hurled it at Tony. “ Be off with you, you unduti- 

ful jack-a-dandy!” he cried. Tony ducked, leaped 

forward, and sped away through the open door 

into the street. 

But he carried a heart of stone to the church. 

In the porch he met Nick Tolmers. 

“What’s up?” asked Nick. 

Tony answered: “ Nothing.” 

“Your face is long enough, anyhow.” 

“Nick!” cried Tony, “don’t you think every- 

thing’s awful rot?” 

But Nick Tolmers demurred from this view. 

“Everything!” he said. “ Oh, come now! some 

things aint so bad—look at gals, for instance.” 

Tony started. 

“Oh, I know!” chuckled Nick, winking. 

“ Carrie Green don’t live in my house for nothing!” 

Tony’s vanity awoke. He smiled consciously. 

“Shut it, Nick,” he said, kicking his heels,
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“T’m glad to see you took my advice,” said Nick 
seriously. “TI told you it was easy enough. But 
what do you think? ” 

Tony shook his head. Much of his gloom had 
departed. 

| Whate?/ 

“T got a letter from her.” 

“From Carrie? ” Tony cried. 

Nick said “ Um!” and nodded. 

“ Give us it.” 

The precious letter passed: it was not less 

precious because written on the back of a handbill. 
Tony read it and smiled with gratification. 

“T will be outside the church at 4 past 9. You 
be there too. Yr lovg. sweetheart, Carrie,” was 

what she wrote. But in the corner were two tiny 
kisses. Tony looked at Nick and grinned. The 
shadow of the morrow had lifted. 

“ She spells ‘ to’ with two o’s,” murmured Nick. 

“You are a fool!” said Tony scornfully. His 

surprise at Nick’s extreme folly was intense enough 
to be almost flattering. 

Nick said nothing in reply, and they walked 

 



HE RUNS AWAY FROM THE INEVITABLE. 175 

together up the aisle. In the vestry a new thought 

awoke in Tony. He drew Nick aside and asked 

him indignantly: 

“What do you want to go and read my letters 

for?” 

“ Gawd!” gasped Nick; “ d’you think ’'m going 

to fetch and carry for the likes o’ you for nothink? ” 

Tony was angrily silent. 

A short service preceded the practice. During 

the sermon Tony once more thought of the im- 

pending morrow, and the vista of his future dark- 

ened. His glimpses of the blind organist, Paul 

Hands, behind the curtain in the organ-loft, moved 

him to a sudden resolve. When the practice was 

over and the other boys had departed, he lingered 

behind. The music of the organ still rolled forth 

like a sea. Tony stole to the rapt musician’s side. 

“Mr. Hands,” he whispered. 

The blind man’s busy fingers stopped. He 

turned his sfghtless eyes toward Tony. 

“Ts it Hannah?” he asked. 

He had a snarling mouth and puckered brows. 

Tony felt somewhat abashed.
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“ No, sir,” he faltered; “ it’s me.” 

“ Tony—ah! - Well, Tony?” 

The kindness of his voice was in odd contrast to 

the harshness of his face. 

“Do they want to make a pork-butcher of you 

still?” the blind man asked, pursing his mouth in 

a wry smile. 

_ “No, sir,” said Tony. “Father wants me to 

go begging in the streets with him—leastways, it 

aint exactly begging, sir.” 

“Tell me all about it.” 

Tony confided his whole trouble. Paul Hands 

was silent a while. 

“ Well, Tony,” he said at last, “ I’m afraid I can’t 

help you this time.” 

“ Oh, sir!” 

Tony felt that he was now finally delivered over 

to despair. 

“ Don’t whimper,” said the blind man peevishly, 

“it irritates me so. I can’t help you, because I’m 

going away to-morrow.” 

“Going away!” cried Tony. “For good?” 

“For the good of this church, the vicar
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says. Tony, do you know what. intolerance 

iste 

“No, sir,” faltered Tony. 

“It’s faith in blinkers. There, there! What 

was that you said? Look here, Tony, I’ll give you 

the address of the place I’m going to. You can 

write to me, or come to me, you know. I'll always 

help you, if I can. Put up with a little hardship 

just at first. It won’t hurt you. And if things get 

too bad, let me know.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said Tony despairingly. 

“How you whine!” snapped the blind man. 

“ Have a little pluck, boy! There, you poor child! 

Now, go away: Shake hands. Here’s the ad- 

dress. Think of me sometimes. Good-by!” 

He turned again to the organ, and Tony Drum 

walked away with his trouble. 

Outside, Carrie waited for him in the shelter of 

the porch. At sight of the comely little maid, 

Tony felt his trouble roll off him, like Christian’s 

bundle at the Mercy Gate. They strolled along, 

with arms interlocked, two palpitating morsels of 

sentiment in a desert of prose,
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“You got my note,” said Carrie. 

Tony tapped his breast-pocket. 

“Did you see what I put in the corner?” she 

asked, with her face dimpling. 

Tony answered mysteriously: “TPIl tell you 

under the trees.” 

The trees grew behind the somber wall of a tall 

mansion that had stood empty and lifeless for half 

a century under the Chancery blight; their 

branches overhung the pavement. What Tony 

told Carrie in the leafless shadow of those trees can 

never transpire. 

It was an idyllic interlude between the day and 

the morrow. 

“Youre my first real sweetheart,” said 

Carrie. 

“ Am I, straight?” cried the delighted Tony. 

Carrie looked at him with serious eyes. 

“Well,” she said, ‘there was Tom Moss, of 

course. But I never properly liked him, you 

know—only went with him.” 

For a moment the shadow of Tom Moss out-. 

shadowed the shadow of the morrow.
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“You never told me about him,” said Tony re-' 

proachfully. 

“Oh, he was nobody!” 

“Bu ” 

“ Have you seen my necklace?” 

  

Conversation being thus adroitly diverted, the 

idyl continued unbroken to its conclusion. 

But wriggle as he might, evade thought of it as 

he would, Tony could not escape the morrow. He 

went to bed happily oblivious, steeped in love of 

Carrie. He dreamed of her all night, and awoke 

with her image smiling in his brain. The dawn 

lowered grim. The gray light, filling his bedroom, 

was heavy with menace. He lay contemplating 

his melancholy fate. Honor stirred beside him and 

slipped her hand into his. He had thought her 

asleep. 

“T say, Tony, I wouldn’t go if I were you,” she 

said. 

meal must,” he answered. 

“Tt’s awful!” she said. ‘Supposing some o’ 

the girls see you. They'll make it nice and hot for 

me.”
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“Why, you’re only thinking of yourself!” he 

cried. ‘“‘ How about me?” 

“Oh, boys don’t care,” said Honor. 

Tony smiled bitterly. 

“You'd better shut up,” he said, “or learn to 

talk sense.” 

Honor jerked her hand away indignantly, and a 

wall of silence rose up between them. 

At the breakfast table Michael Drum affected a 

cheerful manner, though he could not fail to mark 

the glum faces of his rebellious offspring. 

“ You'd better put on your best clothes, Tony,” 

he said, “and a clean collar and a bow. Rags are 

quite played out now; the card is respectable pov- 

erty.” 

Tony munched on in ferocious silence; but 

Honor cried out: 

“I say, father, what do you want to take Tony 

with you for?” 

Michael Drum put down his knife and fork and 

surveyed her steadily. 

“Go on with your breakfast, my lass,” he said. 

“Your father knows best. Perhaps, if he didn’t,
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you wouldn’t have any breakfast to go on 

with.” 

““T don’t see any sense in it,” grumbled Honor, 

rising from the table. 

Michael Drum chuckled. 

Honor helped to dress Tony for the sacrifice. 

Weeping angrily, she pinned his collar and ar- 

ranged his bow. The sight of her tears distressed 

him greatly. He went out with a white face, 

clasping his father’s hand. 

It had lately rained; the pavements were 

mottled, brown and gray. A strong wind was 

blowing. Michael Drum shivered slightly at first 

contact with the sweet, cold air. 

_ “There’s an edge on the day,” he said. 

As they walked he expounded a little of his phi-. 

losophy to Tony. 

“My son,” said he, “beware of undue pride. 

They say it’s an armor; but what a man chiefly 

wants is protection from himself. And it isn’t a 

good armor, either; anything hurts through it. 

There’s a dignity about it, perhaps. Well, stand- 

ing on his dignity never made a little man tall!
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Humble pie is a wholesome dish for the young. 

You have to eat a lot o’ dirt with life. It’s a sort 

of seasoning. There are some people who feed on 

nothing else, but that’s bad. Troubles are like 

shadows of yourself, big on the ground; stoop to 

examine them, and they grow wonderfully small. 

Money is a good cement for broken hearts. Every 

man is labeled somewhere, if you can only find the 

label. It is better to draw a truck well than a 

picture badly. Here’s a place we'll go into, I 

think. I always start the day ona glass of ale. It 

seems to color the outlook!” 

Tony was led into a dingy public-house, redo- 

lent of yesterday’s heel-taps. A stout lady, with 

indeterminate features on a purple face, leaned over 

the bar and stared from father to son with a wall- 

eyed intensity very distressing to Tony. 

“Your son, Mr. Drum? ” asked the lady. 

“My son.” 

“He favors you. How old are you, my pretty 

boy?” 

“ Twelve,” Tony answered scornfully. 

“ Have a cake.”
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“No, thank you, ma’am.” 

“Go on, Tony, take it,” said his father. 

Tony accepted the cake. 

“Tm taking him with me this morning,” said 
BB) 

  Michael, ‘ to sin 

“ Sing, does he? ” 

“And go round wi’ the hat.” 

Tony choked. Why would his father thus ad- 

vertise their shame? 

“ He’s rather shy, I’m afraid, aint he?” said the 

lady. 

_ “Not he,” answered Michael. 

“Will he sing to me now?” 

“Not now,” said Michael hastily. ‘“ To-night 

he will, when I do the pub doors.” 

“T shall look out for you, my little boy.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Tony.. 

He was glad to breathe the fresher air of the 

streets again. 

“We'll start soon,” said Michael Drum. 

“Oh, no,” cried Tony, “ let’s get further away.” 

His father frowned and jerked him forward by 

the arm angrily.
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“Haven't I got my regular round?” he said. 

“Do you think I’m going to alter everything to 

please you? Let me have no more of it.” 

They walked on a little further and turned into 

a quiet, staid byway where the houses were tall and 

precise and semi-detached. Michael Drum fitted 

the pieces of his flute together and stepped into the 

road, telling Tony to keep at his side. 

“Tl play a tune first by myself,” said he. 

Tony breathed easier for the respite. Michael 

Drum played “The Mermaid’s Song” from 

Oberon, moving down the center of the road at a 

snail’s pace as he played, and casting his eyes up- 

ward and from side to side. A penny rolled in the 

dust. Michael Drum removed his lips from the 

flute to say, “Pick ’em up and bow to the 

windows.” 

“Oh, father!” cried Tony, smitten with new 

shame. 

Michael Drum played on, inexorably; perhaps 

he remembered his own father and the sheep. 

No man can resist a glow at getting even with 

fate.



HE RUNS AWAY FROM THE INEVITABLE. 185 

Tony was shaken by a tempest of contending 

emotions. Other pennies were rolling in the dust. 

He bent and picked them up one by one. Re- 

membering his father’s injunction, he stooped, be- 

tween the pennies, to jerk his body toward the 

windows. He would have liked to hurl a stone at 

any one of the faces smiling kindly down. 

“ How much?” asked Michael Drum. 

Tony turned over the money in his palm. 

“Sixpence ha’penny.” 

“Good! Now we'll have ‘ Willie brewed a peck 

o’ maut.’ ” 

“ Please, father—no! ” 

“Tm smiling at you,” said Michael, “ because if 

the people saw me frown it would injure the re- 

ceipts. But if you don’t sing I’ll give you your 

first real thrashing when you get home. Come 

now.” 

The sweat stood on Tony’s brow. 

“Come now,” said his father. He blew a note 

palpitating with anger. 

“T can’t, father.” 

Michael Drum spluttered with rage.
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“You're making a fool of me,” he said, 

“Where’s your duty? Sing.” 

Tony nerved himself to the effort and began to 

sing. Nervousness made him hoarse at the out- 

set, and even when that passed his voice wobbled 

pitifully. 

“ Bravo!” whispered Michael Drum at the end 

of the first verse. “That’s right. Goon. Take 

it easy. Don’t flurry yourself.” 

The second verse was gone through with better 

success. 

“You shall have threepence to spend,” said 

Michael Drum; “ you’re doing well.’’ 

Tony was halfway through the third verse when 

he saw, turning the corner abreast, a portly dame 

of middle age, bearing a market basket on her arm, 

and a slim maid, in a wide chip hat, short skirts, 

and brown stockings. Tony knew the wide chip 

hat and the little face it shaded. The song died 

on his lips. 

“Go on,” his father muttered angrily. 

Tony said “ Carrie!” with his eyes on the slim 

maid.
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Carrie heard the whisper of her name, and 

looked at him. He saw that part of her neck 

which the sunlight touched turn from creamy 

white to blush pink; he saw her head jerked 

haughtily aside, and marked her quickened pace. 

His disgrace overwhelmed him; his wits were scat- 

tered abroad. He gave his father one glance, 

lifted his heels, and fled as fast as his infirmities 

allowed from the scene of his dark humiliation. 

His father hobbled after him, shouting, “ Tony! 

Tony!” 

But Tony heeded him not. 

Michael Drum, having run a hundred yards, 

stopped, panting, and leaned against some area 

railings to recover breath. Tony, the arch snob, 

was gone from view. The father smiled and 

sighed as he wiped his brow. 

“The boy is me over again,” he reflected. 

He could not withhold his natural admiration. 

With a painful effort he adjusted his philosophy to 

cover his disappointment. . 

He stepped into the road, and played his flute 

alone.



CHAPTER XIII. 

HE STRIKES AN ATTITUDE. 

Tony ran on blindly until he was exhausted; 

then, coming upon an iron seat in a quiet byway, 

he sat down, panting, to recover himself. He 

found that his face was wet with tears; his limbs 

trembled; his brain was awhirl. He looked 

vacantly before him. Slowly, as he recovered 

breath, his heart changed from a violent pumping 

engine to a heavy, cold stone. He felt empty of 

all feeling save loneliness. For a great while he 

sat there, idly watching the passers-by and wonder- 

ing why he alone of all the world should be un- 

happy. Every now and then an involuntary whim- 

per was wrung out of him. At last he rose, shiver- 

ing, and shambled slowly away. 

Throughout the long drear afternoon he wan- 

dered aimlessly about the streets, with lagging feet 

and a sick mind. Toward evening he found him- 

self near to his home again, on a steep hill away 
188
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from the river. He was worn-out, hungry, and 

thirsty. He went to a little fountain to get a drink 

of water. 

Footsteps passed along behind him down the 

road. They stopped and he heard a laugh. He 

turned quickly and saw Carrie. The cold stone in 

his breast suddenly melted into liquid fire that ran 

and tingled in his veins. The tin cup fell from his 

hands and swung dangling on the chain; the icy 

water splashed on his legs, wetting him through 

his stockings. 

Carrie was not alone. Tony saw that at once, 

but at first he could not tell who was her com- 

_panion, because a mist had risen before his eyes. 

The mist cleared away and he perceived the grin- 

ning face of Nick Tolmers. 

Carrie laughed again. 

Tony stepped into the road and confronted her. 

Nick Tolmers he ignored. He said quietly, 

“ Carrie,” and then stood watching her face. She 

blushed slightly and giggled. 

“T don’t want to have nothink more to do with 

you, Tony Drum,” she said.
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“ An’ quite right too!” interposed Nick. 

“You shut up an’ go away, Nick Tolmers,” said 

Tony, with dignity. “ Nobody arst you to put 

your spoke in. You aint got nothink to do 

with it.” 

“Oh, aint I!” said Nick. “ We’ll soon see 

about that, Tony Drum.” 

Tony turned on him fiercely. 

“What are you doing out wi’ my gal?” he de- 

manded. 

“Who’s she?” asked Nick. 

“As if you wanted to have anythink to do with 

his gal, Nick!” cried Carrie. 

Tony breathed hard. 

“ Nicholas Tolmers,” he said sternly, “ prepare 

to defend yourself!” 

“Don’t be a red and ruddy fool, Tony,” said 

Nick. “ You know I can lick you into tatters.” 

SeYoue.” 

“You know I wouldn’t never lower myself to 

fight you. You’re only gassing.” 

“You'll have to fight me, though,” said Tony. 

“T don’t want to fight a cripple.”
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“Tf lama cripple,” said Tony, “I can give you 

a pastin’, and quick!” 

“Tony, go home,” said Carrie. 

“ T wish to hold no conversation with you, Caro- 

line Green!” said Tony haughtily. 

“Oh, drop it!” cried Nick. “TI shall have to 

pull your nose as long as your father’s, if you don’t. 

Why can’t you behave sensible, and go away?” 

Tony laughed bitterly. He threw down his cap 

and struck a fighting attitude. Carrie hastily 

interposed between the two boys. 

“ Oh, don’t fight,” she said. 

Tony pushed her aside and sparred up to Nick. 

He began to aim blows thick and fast at Nick’s 

head. Nick warded them off with his elbows, 

good-humoredly at first, but soon with growing 

irritation. 

“Drop it, Tony, drop it!” he yelled. “ Don’t 

be such a blighted fathead! ’Taint my fault as she 

prefers me to you. Drop it, can’t you! D’y’ear, 

drop it! I shall have to fetch you a fourpenny 

one in a minute!” 

“ There’s your coward’s blow!” cried Tony, as
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he at last succeeded in planting his fist on Nick’s 

mouth. “ Now will you fight? ” 

Nick, smarting from the blow, lunged out sav- 

agely, and Tony fell. 

“Oh, please don’t hurt him!” screamed Carrie. 

“ Poor little fellow! ” 

Her words stung Tony as no blows could have 

done. He jumped up, seething with rage, and 

attacked Nick furiously. 

There was a quick, short round, and then Tony 

reeled down again, half stunned, the blood trickling 

from his nose. 

“Come away, come away!” cried Nick, snatch- 

ing at Carrie’s hand. “ Let’s run.” 

“ Coward!” Tony spluttered, rising painfully. 

“I don’t care what you call me,” said Nick. 

“Td rather run away than fight a cripple. Come, 

Carrie, come! ” 

He dragged her away. Tony pursued them, but 

they were too fleet for him, and he was forced to 

relinquish the chase. 

A woman said to him, with the light of an intol- 
erable pity shining in her soft eyes: 
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“ Oh, you poor little boy! What have you done 

to your face?” 

He glared at her resentfully. 

“You can go to hell, that’s what you can do!” 

he replied.



CHAPTER XIV. 

HE SUFFERS LOSS. 

THE night closed in dark and chill. Honor 

rose from the couch yawning. Her loneliness had 

overpowered her, and she had fallen into an uncom- 

fortable doze. A street lamp threw a square of 

mottled yellow light upon the ceiling. A thin 

rain beat upon the windows. She listened. There 

was a step on the stairs. 

“Tony!” she cried. 

He entered the room whistling, with his hands 

deep in his pockets and his cap obscuring one eye. 

There was a bloody streak across his face; his 

clothes were torn and bespattered with mud. 

“ Hullo, Honor,” he said gruffly, regarding her 

fixedly with his visible eye. ‘“ Father come home 

yet?” 

Honor rose, clutched his sleeve, and twisted his 

face to the light. 

194
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“Why, what have you been doing, Tony?” she 

gasped. 

He frowned and sniggered. 

“ Nothink,” he answered. “ How d’you mean? ” 

Honor released him. He crossed to the fire and 

lita candle. This he carried to a scrap of looking- 

glass against the wall. For a great while he stood 

viewing his reflection. At last he turned, with 

clumsy carelessness, and said: 

“Oh, you mean my nose. Yes, it’s been bleed- 

ing. I knocked it.” 

He spat upon his handkerchief and wiped his 

face. 

“T fell down,” he said, speaking slowly as he 

sternly regarded his sister. “Slipped on some 

orange peel, or something. It’s a wonder I didn’t 

bust my crust.” He paused and glared angrily at 

her. “ What are you looking at me like that for? ” 

he demanded. “ Can’t you believe a fellow? ” 

Honor averted her eyes from his face. 

“ How is it tea aint ready?” he growled. “ And 

where’s father? ” 

“He hasn’t come home yet,” said Honor.
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“Oh, hasn’t he? ” 

She hesitated, and then burst forth: 

“T say, Tony, how is it you’re not with 
him?” 

He winked his solitary eye and whistled softly, 

“ Not for Joe!” 

“ But won’t you get into an awful row?” 

“T don’t care if I do,” he said. But his brows 

were knit, and his eyes were dark with trouble. 

He turned to the window and drummed with 

his fingers on the glass nervously. His casual 

manner did not deceive Honor. She stood watch- 

ing him for a while, then went to him and put her 

hands upon his shoulders. He tried to shake her 

off. 

“ Go away, can’t you?” he said brokenly. 

“Oh, Tony, you’re crying,’ Honor exclaimed. 

He turned and confronted her. 

“What if lam?” he growled. “So would you 

cry if you’d hurt your nose.” 

| Twain thats’ 

He turned to the window again. 

“No, it aint that,” he confessed. “TI say, 
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Honor; if I tell you something, promise me you 

won’t make fun.” 

“Of course I won’t.” 

There was along pause. At last Tony asked: 

“You know Carrie? ” 

Honor nodded. 

“Of course! Why, aint she 2   

Tony lowered his eyes. 

“This morning,” said he, interrupting her, 

“when I was with dad, singing, she see me.” He 

stopped, choking. - 

“Oh, Tony, she’ll go and tell everybody,” 

wailed Honor, starting up affrighted at the 

thought. “It ’Il get all over the place, and Tom “Il 

hear. He’s so partickler, too; an’ I aint never told 

him what father is!” 
“ A fat lot I care about him!” said Tony. 

  “Tt’s all very well for you, but mf 

Ss ohuteup! ‘cried Pony, angrily. “You're a 

bloomin’ selfish beast. And I won’t tell you an- 

other word.” — 

“Yes, tell me,” pleaded Honor contritely. 

“JT never saw sech a gal; but gals are all alike,”
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said Tony, somewhat inconsequently. “I am jolly 

glad I was born a boy, an’ not a gal,” he went on. 

“I'd rather have a terrier than a sweetheart any 

day. I can’t make out why men ever marry 

women. I know I shan’t be such a fool!” 

“ You might as well tell me about Carrie, Tony.” 

“T shan’t tell you now—see! ” 

“Oh, you might as well!” 

“T shan’t, then! ” 

“Idon’t care. I’m not going to bemean myself 
to a kid,” said Honor, recovering her dignity. “TI 

can find out for myself, I dessay. I s’pose she’s 

jacked you up, eh?” 

She withdrew from her brother. He continued 
to drum upon the window. 

“ All right,” he said at length; “T’ll tell you.” 

She cried “ Oh, do!” and dumped down on a 
stool at his feet. 

Tony began: 

“As soon as I see it was her, I cut. I couldn’t 

stand it. I started on the mouch, and mooned 

about all over the shop for ever such atime. T felt 
pretty rotten, I can tell you. An’ I kep’ on get- 
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ting hungrier an’ hungrier every minute. So at 

last I thought I’d better strike for home and chance 

it. I went to have some water from the founting 

on the hill, an’ while I was a-drinking it, I heard 

somebody a-gassing behind me, and I turned 

round, and who should it be but Nick Tolmers and 

—and,” Tony choked, “and Carrie!” 

“ Oh,” cried Honor, “ there’s deceitfulness! ” 

“T stared at ’em like anythink, an’ they stared 

back. Nick, he tried to laugh, an’ carry it off that 

way. He’s a fine sort 0’ mate, he is! I went up 

to him, an’ I said, ‘ What are you a-doin’ out wi’ 

my gal?’ ‘Who’s she?’ he said. He’s got 

enough gyver on him, he has, to float a barge. 

An’ Carrie—I couldn’t never have believed it, 

Honor! Carrie, she said, ‘As if you wanted to 

have anythink to do with his gal, Nick!’ Well, I 

couldn’t say nothink to her, but I give Nick his 

coward’s blow in half a jiff.” 

It was at this point that Tony began to wander 

from the path of truth. 

“¢T wouldn’t let him hit me,’ Carrie said, ‘ even 

if he is a good fighter!’ ‘I aint a-going to, so
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don’t you think it,’ Nick said, though he was as 

frightened as a chicken on the lines. So we hada 

scrap up.” Tony rubbed his swollen nose. “ An’ 

I beat,” he said slowly; “he’ll have ever such a 

black eye in the morning, I lay. He give me best. 

Carrie said to him, ‘ You’re a coward, Nick!’ An’ 

then he started blubbering. The great kid! 

Carrie wanted to make it up wi’ me after that, but 

I said I’d see her blowed first! ” 

“ Serve her right!” cried Honor. ‘“ Oh, she is 

a cat!” 

“ Ah,” said Tony, sighing for another lost illu- 

sion. “ But I never thought gals was like that!” 

An uncomfortable silence fell when Tony had 

told his garbled story. Honor tried hard to look 

as if she believed it, but with ill-success. Tony 

fought desperately with a new access of rage and 

grief and shame. He went over to the hearth and 

gazed through water at the fire. 

A step was heard on the stairs. Honor clutched 

Tony’s arm, and stood listening. 

“Tt’s father,’ she whispered. ‘‘ You’d better 

get out of the way, Tony.”
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But Tony was in a fatalistic mood. “ What’s 

the use?” he.mumbled. ‘“ The licking’s bound to 

come some time.” 

Michael Drum appeared. He closed the door 

softly and advanced toward Tony. 

“So you’re here, my son, are you?” he cried, 

pointing a finger at the boy. “ Lolling in the lap 

of luxury while your poor father trudges the 

streets, catching his death. Oh, you bloated aris- 

tocrat! What is the latest news from Court, my 

lord? How was her Majesty when you see her 

last?” 

The ferocity of his father’s humor frightened 

Tony into a corner; he stood against the wall with 

his arm raised across his face. 

“Tm very sorry, father,” he said. 

“You are indeed a sorry son,” said «Michael. 

“And in five minutes you'll be sorrier still.” He 

tweaked Tony’s ear. 

Honor looked on in an agony of apprehension. 

“Don’t hurt him, father,” she pleaded. 

Michael Drum laughed scornfully. He had un- 

duly colored the outlook that day, and so
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his perception of the humorous was bitterly 

acute. 

“No,” he said reflectively, “it would be a pity 

to hurt him, wouldn’t it? Such a tender skin he 

has! Ha, ha! And he would run away from the 

inevitable, would he? ” 

“ How dare he run away!” cried a far-off, mock- 

ing voice. 

Michael Drum stood transfixed. His loose eyes 

rolled. His hand wandered up to his chin and 

played about his lips. Tony and Honor stared 

blankly at one another. 

“How dare he run away!” cried the voice 

again. 

Then the door was pushed open and an old man 

entered the room. He was tall and broad: a hale 

old man, wonderfully erect. His clean-shaven 

face, brown as a new walnut, was puckered in a 

grim smile. He had keen, glancing eyes and 

squarely cut features. On his white close-cropped 

head he wore a tall, shiny hat with an extravagant 

brim, sweetly curled. A rough frieze coat swathed 

him from olive-green stock to cowhide boots. He
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stood, leaning forward on his mighty staff, with 

his shrewd gaze full on Michael’s face. 

There was a long pause. At length Michael 

shook himself, as one recovering from a stunning 

thwack, and whispered: “Father! Father! Is 

it really father?” 

The old man sat down. 

“We have both altered,” he said. 

Michael sniggered foolishly. He stood awk- 

wardly rubbing his hands. Tony looked, and it 

seemed to him that his father was suddenly become 

a grotesque child. He looked at the wonderful old 

man, and was abashed when he found the old man’s 

eyes upon him. 

“Come here, boy,” said the old man. 

Tony went to him. 

“ What is your name?” 

Tony licked his lips, but did not answer. He 

had conceived a violent dislike of his grandfather. 

He felt keenly that he was despised for his weak- 

ness, and his whole nature rose in passionate, proud 

resentment. 

“ What is your name? ” the old man asked again.
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Still Tony did not answer—would not. 

“Ts he dumb as well as crippled?” asked the 

old man of Michael. 

“No,” said Michael. “He is merely fright- 

ened.” 

“Tam not frightened,” said Tony, and suddenly 

finding voice: “I am never frightened. But you 

are cruel to let on about me being humpy, and I 

hate you. I hate everybody. I——” He burst 

suddenly into tears and ran from the room. 

The old man gazed sourly at Michael. 

“Ts that your other child?” he asked, pointing 

with his stick at Honor. 

“Yes,” said Michael. “ Shake hands with your 

grandfather, Honor.” 

“Tm no pump,” he growled. “Come here, my 

lass.”” 

She walked up to him boldly. 

“What is your name?” 

“ Honor Drum.” 

“Honor! H’m. It’s an ambitious name. Do 

you live up to it?” 

Honor faltered, “ I don’t know.”
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“ Does she, Mike?” 

“ How can I tell you, father?” 

“Go away, lass. Go and wipe your brother’s 

eyes.” 

Honor tossed her head disdainfully, and left the 

room. 

“Well, Mike,” said old Drum. ‘And so your 

boy would run away from you? ” 

“ Tt’s in the blood,” said Michael. 

“Tt never was in mine, thank God!” snapped the 

old man. He looked about him keenly. “So this 

is what you have soared to, Mike?” he said. 

Michael Drum was silent. 

“What tunes do you play on the pipe now, 

Mike?” 

Still Michael Drum was silent. 

The old man laughed dryly, and rose. 

“Vou are not going, father?” cried Michael. 

“We have not even shaken hands yet!” 

“Ves, I’m going,” said the old man. “TI only 

wanted to see if you had changed. You have not.” 

“ Vou will come again to see me, father?” 

“No.”



206 TONY DRUM. 

“ Father, you must.” 

“No, I will not. The air of this place takes me 

by the throat and shakes me. But you may come 

and see me if you like. I am staying at Epping 

for a few days—at the ‘ Blue Boar.’ ” 

“T will come,” said Michael. “ That is, I will 

come if I don’t wake up very soon.” 

“You're not dreaming now, Mike,” said the old 

man, with a wintry smile. ‘“ You woke up some 

years ago. Ah, Mike, if you had only walked to 

London and back you would ha’ been a man by 

now.” 

They went downstairs together. At the open- 

ing of the outer door the noises of the street swept 

in tumultuously. 

“T don’t like this London of yours,” said the old 

man. “ There is not a corner in it that a wounded 

dog could go and die in quietly.” 

“T could not leave it now,” said Michael quickly. 

“T have not asked you to leave it,” snarled the 

old man. 

“P’r’aps, when I am very ill some day, I may 

want to crawl back home.”
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“Sick men are never welcome. Mark ye, Mike, 

neither o’ the bairns when you come to see me at 

Epping. The lass—well, I may do something for 

her, but the boy is your own child.” 

And he strode away suddenly, his great staff tap- 

tapping on the flags. Michael stood gazing after 

him in dazed bewilderment. 

“ He is gone,” he sighed. 

Yes, he was gone. He had come and passed like 

a strong spring wind, and was no more seen. But 

he left a trace, as the winds will now and then. 

That night Tony was struck down by sickness, 

and the dispensary doctor had to be called in. He 

shook his head in his wonted manner and departed, 

leaving a prescription. 

“Ts this the last?’ asked Michael Drum, hag- 

gard with the memory of his recent unkindness to 

Tony. 

“ He’s a tender plant,’ murmured the doctor, 

evading Michael’s eyes. “Keep him warm and 

- quiet.” 

So Tony lay in bed for a week, only dimly con- 

scious of his own existence. His mind was ever
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busy with visions in which a certain boy, once 

crippled and small, bulked large and gloriously. 

The boy led forlorn hopes upon the battlefield, res- 

cued innumerable Carries from perils of fire and 

water, and sometimes died with a smiling face up- 

turned to approving heaven. 

One evening Tony awoke from his stupor to 

hear his father and Honor talking. Their voices 

came to him through a haze, in which the pale gilt 

figures of his dream still flitted, shadowy and dim. 

Honor was speaking. 

“Tt’s all very well to sneer,” she said; “ but I’m 

nearly a woman.” 

“So you are,” said Michael in a surprised voice. 

“T had not noticed it.” 

  “But Pil go, because She wept. “ Oh, 
17 I hate men!” she cried. 

“Tt will be a good thing for you,” said the voice 

of Michael Drum, coming to Tony through a liquid 

gurgle. “ You will see the big hills and taste the 

sweet air. I wish I were going with you.” 

A vision of big hills absorbed Tony, and he lis- 

tened no longer. Presently he heard his name 
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whispered, and he wandered off a winding moun- 

tain-path to receive a Kiss. 

“Ts it you?” he cried, opening his eyes. 

“Oh, Tony, Tony!” said Honor. 

He groaned impatiently and buried his face in 

the pillows. 

A week later he was out of bed again, greatly to 

the dispensary doctor’s surprise. 

He sat alone in the little front room. His father 

and Honor had gone out earlier that day. It was 

now evening. The streets were filled with gray 

twilight. The sky above the housetops was yel- 

low with the reflected glare of a neighboring 

market-place. The hubbub of the noisy trafficking 

came faintly to Tony. 

He shivered as he sat. The fire had gone out 

and there was no more fuel. He rose feebly and 

lit an end of candle. It spluttered angrily, and 

Tony was whimsically reminded of old Stephen 

Drum. In such wise had the sturdy Dalesman 

been kindled to speech. 

Tony sighed. He was full of vague regrets this 

evening.
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The candle guttered fast. Tony had risen to 

search for a new candle, when Michael Drum ap- 

peared in the doorway. Tony looked hard at his 

father and beyond him, and then stammered out: 

“Where’s Honor? ” 

“Sit down,” said Michael gruffy. “I'll tell 

you.” 

At that moment the candle flame leaped, flick- 

ered, and expired. 

“Damn the light!” cried Michael savagely. 

He struck a match and went to the mantelpiece, 

where stood a tin lamp. 

“There’s no oil in it, father,” said Tony. 

Michael stood with the lamp glass in one hand 

and the flaming match in the other. He stared 

stonily at Tony over the glare until he scorched his 

fingers. 

“No oil in it!” he cried. “ Then damn every- 

thing! ” 

And he hurled the glass with a mighty crash into 

the fender. 

“Never mind about it being dark,” said Tony. 

“Where’s Honor, father?”
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“Tf you must know,” said Michael, “ Honor has 

gone away.” 

“Gone away!” repeated Tony dully. 

“Gone with your grandfather to Cumberland. 

We thought you’d better be kept in the dark to 

save a fuss, as you were so ill. She’s to be made a 

lady!” 

Tony echoed, “A lady!” 

“Ah,” said Michael, “it’s only a matter of 

aitches and dress.” 

“ But did she want to go?” asked Tony. 

“ She was rarely set upon it, you may be sure,” 

said Michael Drum. “ But, of course, it made her 

cry to part from herself.” 

“ And me!” said Tony. 

“ And you—yes,” said Michael; “and me, per- 

haps. Who knows? It’s a ridiculous world!” 

Tony sat quite still, gazing fixedly at his father’s 

face. 

“Oh, Honor, Honor!” he cried suddenly. 

“How could you? How could you? An’ not 

even to wish me good-by!”’ 

He bowed his head in the darkness and wept.



CHAPTER XV. 

HE WRITES LETTERS. 

IN a few days a letter came from Honor. 

“DEAR Tony [she wrote], I send you these 

few lines, hopping you are quite well as it leaves 

me at present. I know you must think me very 

unkind for not saying good-by to you but they 

wooden let me tho I wanted to ever so much gran- 

father is very nice rely and this place is very nice 

and you know commons hill it ant nothing to these 

ones here but I wish you was here it would be very 

nice rely then theres a big dog barks at me his 

name toser and I am so afraid off him last night 

they killed to pigs and they swkeeked ever so you 

won't believe I send you my love so no more at 

present from loveing sister HONOR DRuM ps I 

send my love to father please write me a nice long 

letter like this one Forgive mistakes as I ant never 
2I2
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wrote a letter before and I ant clever like you Tony 

but the dairymaid helped me her name is rose and 

she is ever so kind she showed me how to make 

butter.” 

Tony dropped a tear upon the blotted sheet, and 

at once forgave his sister. 

He replied: 

“DEAR Honor, I forgive you freely. I know 

it was not your fault, but father’s. I miss you very 

much, but I am glad for your sake you are gone 

away, because I know it will be a good thing for 

you inthe long run. Learn all you can, that is the 

way to get clever, and clever people can do any- 

thing almost. Father thinks he is clever, but he 

makes a mistake. He thinks it was clever to de- 

ceive me about you. It was only mean. Grown- 

up people are always mean and conceited. They 

think children are fools. Iamnotafool. I know 

as well as anything that grown-up people are 

frauds. They pretend to know such a lot more 

than we do, but it is all rot. Look how you can 

stuff them up if you like. I hate the way they
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patromze us. If we only had their chances we 

would soon show them whether we was fools or 

not. It does not seem as if grown-up people could 

ever have been children like us, but I suppose as 

you grow up you change and get silly. I should 

like to see a mountain—a real one. Scafell is near 

where you are. It is the highest mountain in Eng- 

land, 3208 feet; but there is one in Wales, Snow- 

don, higher still. I suppose Windermere is pretty 

near you too. It is the biggest lake in England, 

14 miles long. The biggest lake in the world is 

the Caspian Sea, between Europe and Asia, but 

that is salt. But you will say I am worse than 

school. I think I shall be a teacher when I grow 

up, if only they will let me go to school again. 

That seems about the best thing. Teachers have 

to be very clever; but I am clever, and I cannot say 

I am not, for that would be a lie. I am glad you 

like grandfather. I should have thought you 

wooden. You do spell awful, Honor. Anybody 

would think you was 10, not sixteen. But I-sup- 

pose you will learn composition now. Mind your 

stops. I do hope you will be happy.
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“Tt was such a treat to get your letter, but do 

not ever begin with ‘I send you these few lines 

hopping you are quite well as it leaves me at pres- 

> ent.’ It is a very ignorant thing to do. And do 

not ask the dairymaid about your spelling and 

composition. Dairymaids are not educated. Ask 

somebody who is clever. But now you are going 

to be educated you will soon learn for yourself how 

to write letters. I should like to go to.a boarding- 

school, and learn Latin and Greek and everything. 

“ Dear Honor, father is very poorly. He has 

been unwell ever since you went away and not 

done one proper day. I wish he would be a tee- 

totaler. His nose is getting redder and redder. 

Drink is a curse. I did an essay about ‘ Local 

Option’ last week for the Band of Hope (though 

I could not go, I heard of it) and the vicar says it 

is very clever. 

“ Dear Honor, I miss you ever so. It seems so 

funny—I do-not mean amusing, quite the reverse 

—not having you in bed with me. I used to 

grumble about you sneaking all the clothes. I 

should not grumble now though. I suppose it is
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wicked (everything that you cannot help is wicked) 

but I do envy you out of it all. I wish I was out 

of it too. I feel almost tired of being alive some- 

times, as I lay here on this everlasting bed—I often 

see Carrie Green now when she passes, or if I am 

well enough to go out, but I never speak to her. 

She pretends not to care, but I know. I have 

made it up with Nick and we both say we will not 

have any more truck with females. Dear Honor, 

of course I know you are a female, but you are dif- 

ferent and I do not mean you. You might like to 

know that the minerals found in Cumberland are 

many and various. They include coal, iron (in 

small quantities), lead, zinc, and slate. 

“Your affectionate brother, 

“Tony Drum. 

“P. S. Have you seen the sea yet? I should 

like to see the sea. 

“P. P. S. Of course I know that Penrith is not 

near the sea.” 

This letter occupied Tony many days; he never 

tired of polishing and re-polishing his sentences.
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The rough draft was scribbled on the backs of 

handbills, but the fair copy was neatly written out 

on proper note paper, which he bought with a 

treasured halfpenny. When the letter was posted 

Tony’s life seemed very empty. Honor’s absence 

made a hideous gap in it that nothing could fill. 

His heart was starved and desolate. All day he 

lay upon his bed, gloomily brooding. Sometimes 

a playmate came to see him, and he would be roused 

from his apathy for a little while, but only to sink 

deeper into it again. As the season advanced and 

the weather grew warmer, he was allowed to go 

out into the streets, but he was now too weak to 

play and the consciousness of his unhappy state 

embittered his soul. 

Every day he looked in vain for a word from 

Honor, but none came. He began to think his 

sister had forgotten him. But she had not. The 

truth was when Honor read his letter—that 

strange exercise in priggishness—she thought her 

brother the most wonderful being in the world, and 

was so overcome by a sense of her hopeless inferi- 

ority that she could not reply to it.
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At last, having a great matter to impart, Tony 

wrote again: 

“DEAR Honor: I am not surprised to find you 

have forgotten me so soon; females always forget 

very easy; but Iam a good deal hurt, and I do not 

mind owning it. I suppose you are too happy to’ 

want to think about miserable things like hump- 

backed brothers. That would not be my style, 

but then Iam not afemale. I forgive you freely, 

which is only a brother’s duty to a sister, but if you 

were a black heathen, and no relation, I should for- 

give you just the same. Somehow I always for- 

give people, even Carrie Green and Nick Tolmers. 

I thought I never should do that once upon a time, 

but somehow my spite could not last, and if I hada 

chance of putting them both together into boiling 

lead I should not do so. I see Carrie sometimes 

now, but, of course, everything is different to what 

it was, and you would not know by our conversa- 

tion that there had ever been anything really seri- 

ous between us. Nick Tolmers has gone to work 

at my old place at the pork butcher’s, and he is
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getting on fine. I saw him last night, and he 

seemed quite happy. Being happy is a knack, 

like whistling through your fingers. He is a very 

nice fellow really, though not my sort. He says, 

if he gets on well, he will be a slaughterman some 

day, and he wants to be one ever so. He has seen 

a pig killed, which, as far as I can make out, they 

slit its throat, and skin it while it’s warm on a 

board. I would not be a slaughterman for one 

hundred thousand million pound a week. I often 

wonder what I shall be when I grow up. I wish I 

could get better quicker. Of course me being 

hump-backed is dead against me, but I am not very 

hump-backed. I often look at myself in the glass, 

and I find that when I stand in a certain position, 

with my head back, it hardly notices at all. I still 

think I should like to be a teacher better than any- 

thing else, but I am so afraid I am getting too old. 

I seem to remember that there is what they call 

‘an age limit.’ 

“ Dear Honor, I have got some wonderful news 

to tell you. You remember I said in my last letter 

I should like to see the sea. Well, I am really
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going to see it at last! I will tell you how it all 

happened. The other day Mr. Paul Hands and 

his sister, Miss Hannah, came to see me. We got 

talking about things, and he asked me what I 

would like best in all the world. I was on that 

like a bird, and I said I should like. to see the sea 

best. So he said I should see it, and he has ar- 

ranged it with father, and I am to go in three days’ 

time. The place I am going to is Bournemouth, 

_ which they call the Town of Purple Hills. Oh, 

Honor, it will be fine! Shall I not have a spiffin 

time there! I shall see the great waves rolling and 

the ships sailing and the golden eagles flying and 

the great fishes in the deep, deep water. Perhaps 

I shall go out in a boat, and a storm might come 

on, and I might be wrecked and have to cling to a 

broken mast. I would not be a bit afraid. The 

thing to do is to keep cool, and just let the waves 

wash you on shore like Robinson Crusoe did. Of 

course there is not any desert islands in England, 

and that happened ever so long ago in the Carib- 

bean Sea. The only unexplored parts of the world 

now is the North Pole and the South Pole and the



HE WRITES LETTERS. 221 

middle of Australia and Africa. If I cannot be a 

teacher, I think I should like to be an explorer 

better than anything else. It would be fine to be 

able to tell people about things nobody knew but 

you. 

“Sometimes I have a very funny feeling lately. 

I do not suppose you will understand what I mean. 

I do not hardly understand it myself, though it is 

my feeling, and J dare say no other boy ever felt the 

same. It is a sort of fatherly feeling. All the 

people in Garden Row, though they are grown up 

and big and old, are such children. Look at the 

things they laugh at, and look how they enjoy 

themselves, and look how happy they are as a rule, 

though there is nothing at all to be happy about. 

It puts me in a rage to see them all so contented. 

It makes me think what fools they must be; and 

yet, if you come to think of it, it is wiser to be a 

happy fool than an unhappy sage. But there, I 

dare say you will not understand me; for though 

you are a lot older than me, you are not near so 

clever, and I should be telling a lie if I said you 

was.
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“ Dear Honor, I cannot write to you any more, 

as it is getting dark, and I am so tired I do not 

know what Iam doing. But please do write back 

and tell me all about what you do and what you 

think. Never mind if your spelling is wrong. 

After all, spelling is a gift, and we have not all got 

it. With love and kisses from your affectionate 

brother, 

“Tony Drum. 

“P.S. Do not forget. Write back as soon as 

you have read this.”



CHAPTER XVI. 

HE FALLS ASLEEP. 

In life Tony Drum was very intimate with 

Death, and when his time came Death called to 

him with the voice of a friend. 

He never saw the sea. Saturday was the day 

fixed for his departure from London; on Friday he 

died. Excitement had made him very ill, and all 

day he lay in a fevered stupor, watching the cloud 

armies of the sky. His father left him at midday 

and did not return until late in the evening. Tony 

was wandering in the magic borderland of sleep 

when Michael’s blundering footstep sounded on 

the stairs. He started up with senses suddenly 

quickened., 

“Ts it you, dad?” he cried shrilly. 

“Tt is your poor old father,” Michael replied, 

entering the room.
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He had lately added self-pity to the list of his 

vices. 

“I’m so glad you’ve come back, dad,” said Tony. 

“T was getting so tired o’ the dark. I always think 

the dark makes you colder and lonelier.” 

“Never be lonely, my son,” said Michael. 

“The wise man is never lonely. He has always 

his own great thoughts for company.” . 

“Yes, father. Father, would you light the 

lamp, please? ” 

“The wise man, my son, needs no lamp so long 

as he has the light of his intellect to guide him.” 

“It’s so dark, and I am tired o’ the dark.” 

“The wise man is never tired, for he does no 

work. But I’ll light the lamp.” 

He staggered across the room and struck a 

match. 

“That’s better,” said Tony. “ Now I can see.” 

He sighed, and the sigh rattled in his throat. 

“ Good-night, father,” he said, turning on his 

side. “I shall be awake very early in the morn- 
99 ing. : 

And he fell asleep.
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Michael Drum fills his pipe.  
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“ Good-night, my son,” said Michael. 

He lit the lamp and set it down unsteadily upon 

the table, singing softly: 

“In the morning, in the morning ! 
In the morning by the bright light ! 
When Gabriel blows his trumpet in the morn!” 

He dropped into a chair and began to fill his 

pipe slowly. 

THE END.



  

 



3d Impression of the Sequel to 

“‘The Prisoner of Zenda’”’ 

HOPE'S RUPERT OF HENTZAU 

From the Memoirs of Fritz von Tarlenheim. With eight full- 
page illustrations by CHARLES DANA GIBSON. 12mo, $1.50. 

E. A. Dithmar in New York Times’ Saturday Review: ‘‘De- 
lightfully stirring and irresponsible, ...asequel ... for a 
wonder as vigorous and powerful as its original. . . It seems to 
bring romance to life again.” 

Life: “A sequel to ‘Zenda’ which does not let down one bit 
the high standard of chivalrous love which was the charm of 
that romance. . . Mr. Hope’s heroes are never dull. . . These 
‘Zenda’ stories have added a distinctly modern value to what 
men and women mean by the ‘sense of honor.’ . . . The closing 
chapters are simply written, elevated in sentiment, and an ideal 
solution of the fate of Flavia and Rudolf.” 

Geo. W. Smalley in New York Herald: ‘‘ A story which laysa 
spell upon you. The animation is unceasing, and so, therefore, 

  

isthe interest. . . Mr. Hope has not lost his old deftness in dia- 
logue. . . The scene between the two men [Sapt and James] 
after the murder ... is a masterpiece.” 

New York Tribune: ‘Everything moves swiftly and naturally 
to the climax, upon which, we may add, Mr. Hope has wreaked 
himself with a tact that is perhaps the best thing in the book. 
. . . It is absorbing, and especially is it an excellent sequel, 
which is more than can be said of most books of its kind.” 

Springfield Republican: ‘‘It is a question whether it does not 
rival ‘The Prisoner of Zenda’ itself in excellence. . . It strikes 
a stronger and deeper note.” 

Brooklyn Eagle: ‘Has the ring of genuine humanity and true 
romance.” 

Chicago Tribune: ‘‘Considered as a sequel, the book is sur- 
prisingly good. It retains the spirit of ‘Zenda,’ is fertile in 
invention, swift in movement, and is of a thrilling and absorb- 
ing nature.” 

A New Illustrated Edition of 

HOPE'S PRISONER OF ZENDA 

With five full-page illustrations by CHARLES DANA GIBSON, 
rues a view and plan of the castle by HOWARD INCE, xemo, 

1.50. 

OTHER BOOKS BY ANTHONY HOPE 

With frontispieces by RACKHAM, RUSSELL, and WECHSLER. 
18mo, 75 cents each. 

INDISCRETION OF THE DUCHESS, z2th Impression. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES, zoth Impression. 

A CHANGE OF AIR, oth /impression. 

A MAN OF MaRK, oth Jmfpression. 

SPORT ROYAL, ETC., gth Impression. 
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A BOOK FOR OLD AND YOUNG 
LUCAS’S A BOOK OF VERSES FOR CHILDREN 

With covers and title-page in colors. r2mo. $2.00. 
The Critic: ‘‘We know of no other anthology for children so 

complete and well arranged.” 
Chicago Post: ‘‘ Will interest the old hardly less than the young.” 

rath IMPRESSION OF A “POWERFUL NOVEL” 

VOYNICH’S THE GADFLY 
izmo. $1.25. 

New York Tribune: ‘‘It is nothing more or less than one of the 
most powerful novels of the decade. ... Itisa thrilling book and 
absolutely sober.’” 

4th IMPRESSION OF A CHARMING BOOK 

JEROME’S SKETCHES IN LAVENDER, BLUE, 
AND GREEN 

. With 4o illustrations, z2zmo. $r.25, 
Boston Transcript: ‘‘ A humorist whose humor is of the exquisitely 

pleasing kind that delights by its delicate exaggeration of the common 
faults and foibles of humanity, without offending by descending to 
mere burlesque; . . . there is in his work much of both wit and phi- 
losophy, . . . Several of the tales havea strong emotional interest; 
they are all original and well told.” 

List of Mr. Ferome K. Ferome's books on application. 

Sth IMPRESSION OF A WORK ON CUBA TO-DAY 

ROWAN & RAMSAY’S ISLAND OF CUBA ranean 
r6mo. . $1.25. 

With colored maps, points of international law, etc. 
Boston Transcript : “So graphic, at times picturesque, that read- 

ing for information is an intellectual delight.’ 
reth IMPRESSION OF A STORY OF ADVENTURE 

HOPE’S INDISCRETION OF THE DUCHESS nee oo z6mo. 75 cents. 

The Nation: ‘‘ Told with an old-time air of romance that gives 
the fascination of an earlier day; an air of good faith, almost of re- 
ligious chivalry, gives reality to its extravagance, .. . Marks Mr. 
Hope as a wit, if he were not a romancer.” 

List of Mr. Anthony Hope's books on application. 

28th IMPRESSION OF THE AMERICAN NOVEL 

FORD’S THE HON. PETER STIRLING 
rzmo, $1.50. 

A NEW FOUR-VOLUME EDITION OF 

TAINE’S ENGLISH LITERATURE 
With 28 portraits. Gilt tops. In box. $7.50. 

The Dial: ‘“‘ The most satisfactory edition for library use that we 
have in English.” 
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2d Impression of a very Funny Tale 

WELLS’ HER LADYSHIP’S ELEPHANT 

By DAVID DWIGHT WELLS. With cover by WM. NICHOLSON. 
r2mo, $1.25. 

  

A very humorous story, dealing with English society, growing 
out of certain experiences of the author while a member of our 
Embassy in London. Theelephant’s experiences, also, are based 
on facts. 

The Natton: ‘“‘“Heis probably funny because he cannot help 
it. .. Again and again excites spontaneous laughter, is such 
a boon that its author must consent to be regarded as a bene- 
factor of his kind without responsibility.” 

New York Tribune: ‘Mr. Wells allows his sense of humor to 
lay aboutthe personalities of half a dozen men and women whose 
ives, for a few brief, extraordinary days, are inextricably inter- 
twined with the life of the aforesaid monarch of the jungle. . . 
Smacks of fun which can be created by clever actors placed in 
excruciatingly droll situations.” 

Philadelphia Times: ‘‘ As breezy a bit of fiction as the reading 
public has lately been offered. Amusing from the first page to 
as last, unique in conception, and absolutely uproarious in 
plot. 

New York Commercial Advertiser : ‘A really delicious chain of 
absurdities which are based upon American independence and 
impudence;.. . exceedingly amusing.” 

Outlook: ‘Full of amusing situations.” 

Buffalo Express: “So amusing is the book that the reader is 
almost too tired to laugh when the elephant puts in his appear- 
ance. 

ELLIOTT’S THE DURKET SPERRET 

A Romance of the Cumberland Mountains. By SARAH BARN- 
WELL ELLIOTT. (Uniform with the author’s Jerry, John 
Paget, and The Felmeres.) x2mo, $1.25. 

  

The Nation : ‘‘ Hannah Warren moves before us, a homespun 
heroine, in whose possibility one is glad to believe... The 
rich resource of Mrs. Warren’s vituperation is delightfully dis- 
played. . . The author writes of her mountaineers with dis- 
crimination born of intimate knowledge.” 

New York Tribune: ‘‘Arefreshing departure. In‘ The Durket 
Sperret’ we have found the vigorous drawing of character and 
the knack of beguiling narrative that must combine to make a 

book worth reading a second time.” 

New York Commercial Advertiser: ‘‘Strengthens Miss Elliott’s 
reputation as _a novelist. . . Each character is sustained and 
vigorous. ,. We find ourselves pondering over each indi- 

vidual mentioned, thinking how perfectly he was made to do his 
part.” 

Buffalo Express: ‘The story is one that would attract atten- 
tion anywhere, with its racy wit and itssketch of a high-minded, 
brave, unselfish mountain girl... An unusually satisfactory 
novel.” 
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HENRY HOLT & CO.S RECENT BOOKS 

TOURGUENEFF AND HIS FRENCH CIRCLE EER 
tzmo. $2.25. 

The Russian novelist’s letters to George Sand, Ste.-Beuve, Gautier, 
Flaubert, Taine, Renan, Zola, Maupassant, etc , beginning with his 
first literary appearances and only ending with his death. 

BAZIN’S THE ITALIANS OF TO-DAY 
izmo. $1.25. 

The Nation: ‘“‘ Quite an ideal book for cultivated readers whose 
tastes are not panueularly, specialized... .. Mr. Bazin writes in an 
easy, simple, offhand style, with a Parisian’s true sense of measure, 
and never fails to be interesting. There is not a dull page in the 
whole book.” 

BENNETT’S A PRIMER OF THE BIBLE 
z2m0. $1.00, #et. 

The Expositor: ‘‘ An admirable working instrument, . . . schol- 
arly without being too technical for the ordinary lay student.” 

GRANT ALLEN’S EVOLUTION OF THE IDEA a 
OF GOD 

  

  

  

  

8vo. $3.00. 

The Dial: ‘‘ Bright and attractive. ... Shows an enormous amount 
of thought and ingenuity; . . . deserves careful study; .. . abun- 
dant matter for thought presented strikingly and fearlessly.” 

    

8v0, $3.00. 

Boston Transcript; ‘‘M, Guyau is fully equipped in ready famili- 
arity with all the schools of thought, ancient or modern. . ... So far 
as human understanding penetrates, his book furnishes a mine of in- 
formation, lucid and fascinating.” 

BALY’S EUR-ARYAN ROOTS vo..1 
8vo. $15.00, zet, 

F. Max Mitrer: “I congratulate you most sincerely on the com- 
pletion of a work which does credit to English scholarship, industry, 
and perseverance; is really useful, and must have taken years of 
hard work. ... I shall be glad if my words will be of any use to 
make your book more generally known.” 

RELIGIOUS PAMPHLETS 
Edited by the Rev. Percy DEARMER. Wiclif, Knox, Cartwright, 

Pryone, Baxter, Fox, Newman, etc. x vol. $1.75. 

GASC’S LIBRARY FRENCH DICTIONARY 
French-English and English-French. 956 pages. 8v0. $4.00, et. 
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HENRY HOLT & CO!S RECENT BOOKS 

FORD’S FEDERALIST 
izmo. $2.50, ez. 

Edited by the editor of The Writings of Thomas Fefferson. With 
foot-notes showing relation of subsequent events to views in the 
text, an appendix of 149 pages, including the Constitution with the 
Amendments and Senate “‘ case references,” and a full index. 

New Vork Tribune: ‘‘Mr. Ford’s editing is nothing less than per- 
fect... . . Printed handsomely and published in a convenient size, 
this is an invaluable edition, calculated. to be of service not only to 
the politician and Jawyer, but to every thoughtful citizen.” 

JENKS’ LAW AND POLITICS IN THE MIDDLE 

AGES 
With a synoptic table of sources. 8v0. $2.75, net. 

  

  

  

Literature: ‘A book on a very difficult subject which is, in the 
first place, literature; ...a book to be not only read, but con- 
sidered,” 

TARBET’S FIGHTING FOR FAVOUR 
izmo, $1.25. 

  

Outlook: ‘He has a story to tell of by-gone times, of love and 
fighting and piracy, and he tells it with energy.” 

Buffalo Express: ‘‘ The fighting and love-making are more than 
commonly real and exciting, and though the hero tells the story 
himself, in the old way, he has life in him.” 

PUGH’S KING CIRCUMSTANCE 
rzmo. $1.25. 

Boston Transcript: “ A volume of short stories, each of which has 

its own strong, peculiar vein of interest and reality. . . . Each story 

is in itself strikingly complete. For the most part, also, these narra- 
tives are true to life... . Each tale has a well-ordered plot,... 
The writer of these short stories displays decided talent.” 

BURROW’S THE FIRE OF LIFE 
xr2mo. $1.25. 

    

_ Philadelphia Press : ‘‘ The narrative interest is sustained without 
intermission.” 

San Francisco Bulletin: ‘‘ A particularly pleasant story.” 

KERNER’S NATURAL HISTORY OF PLANTS 
With over 2000 illustrations (16 of them in colors), 

4 parts. 8vo, Cloth, $15.00, et, carriage $1.00. 

New York Times: ‘‘A magnificent work; ... superb illustrations.” 

The Nation; “ The lucidity of style is remarkable.” 
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28th Impression of a New York Novel 

THE HON. PETER STIRLING 
AND WHAT PEOPLE THOUGHT OF HIM 

By PAuy LEIcESTER ForD. 12mo, cloth. $1.50. 

The Nation: ‘‘ Floods of light on the raison d’étre, origin, and methods 
of the dark figure that directs the destinies of our cities. . . . So strongly 
imagined and logically drawn that it satisfies the demand for the appear- 
ance of truth in art... . Telling scenes and incidents and descriptions of 
political organization, all of which are literal transcripts of life and fact— 
not dry irrelevancies thrown in by way of imparting information, but lively 
detail, needful for a clear understanding of Stirling’s progress from the 
humble chairmanship of a primary tothe dictator’s throne. .. . Inthe use 
of dramatic. possibilities Mr. Ford is discreet and natural, and without 
giving Stirling a heroic pose. manages to win for him very hearty sym- 
pathy and belief. Stirling’s private and domestic story is well knit with 
that of his public adventures. . . . A very good novel,” 

The Atlantic Monthly: ‘Commands our very sincere respect; ... 
there is no glaring improbability about his story; ... the highly dramatic 
crisis of the story. . . . The tone and manner of the book are noble... . 
A timely, manly, thoroughbred, and eminently suggestive book,” 

The Review of Reviews : ‘* His relations with women were of uncon- 
ventional sincerity and depth. . . . Worth reading on several accounts,” 

The Dial: ‘One of the strongest and most vital characters that have 
appeared in our fiction. . . . A very charming love story. To discern the 
soul of good in so evil a thing as municipal politics calls for sympathies 
that are not often united with a sane ethical outlook; but Peter Stirling is 
possessed of the one without losing his sense of the other, and it is this 
combination of qualities that make him so impressive and admirable a 
figure. . . . Both a readable and an ethically helpful book.” 

The New York Tribune: “ A portrait which is both alive and easily 
recognizable.” 

The New York Times: ‘‘Mr. Ford’s able political novel.” 

The Literary World: *' A fine, tender love story. ... A very unusual, 
but, let us believe, a possible character. ... Peter Stirling is a man’s 
hero. . . . Very readable and enjoyable.” 

The Independent: “Full of life. The interest never flags. . . . It is 
long since we have read a better novel or one more thoroughly and natu- 
rally American.” 

The Boston Advertiser: “ Sure to excite attention and win popularity.” 

The Brooklyn Eagle: ‘‘ A love and labor story; ... terribly pictur- 
esque. .. . Abundance of humor.” 

The Baltimore Sun: ‘The team of politics and love drive very well 
together. .. . Mr. Ford has created a very effective character under very 
difficult circumstances.”” 
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