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PART ONE

Once a term the whole school went for a walk—that is to say the three masters
took part as well as all the boys. It was usually a pleasant outing, and everyone
looked forward to it, forgot old scores, and behaved with freedom. Lest discipline
should suffer, it took place just before the holidays, when leniency does no harm,
and indeed it seemed more like a treat at home than school, for Mrs Abrahams, the
Principal’s wife, would meet them at the tea place with some lady friends, and be
hospitable and motherly.

Mr Abrahams was a preparatory schoolmaster of the old-fashioned sort. He cared
neither for work nor games, but fed his boys well and saw that they did not
misbehave. The rest he left to the parents, and did not speculate how much the
parents were leaving to him. Amid mutual compliments the boys passed out into a
public school, healthy but backward, to receive upon undefended flesh the first
blows of the world. There is much to be said for apathy in education, and Mr
Abrahams’s pupils did not do badly in the long run, became parents in their turn,
and in some cases sent him their sons. Mr Read, the junior assistant, was a master of
the same type, only stupider, while Mr Ducie, the senior, acted as a stimulant, and
prevented the whole concern from going to sleep. They did not like him much, but
knew that he was necessary. Mr Ducie was an able man, orthodox, but not out of
touch with the world, nor incapable of seeing both sides of a question. He was
unsuitable for parents and the denser boys, but good for the first form, and had even
coached pupils into a scholarship. Nor was he a bad organizer. While affecting to
hold the reins and to prefer Mr Read, Mr Abrahams really allowed Mr Ducie a free
hand and ended by taking him into partnership.

Mr Ducie always had something on his mind. On this occasion it was Hall, one of
the older boys, who was leaving them to go to a public school. He wanted to have a
“good talk” with Hall, during the outing. His colleagues objected, since it would
leave them more to do, and the Principal remarked that he had already talked to
Hall, and that the boy would prefer to take his last walk with his school-fellows.



This was probable, but Mr Ducie was never deterred from doing what is right. He
smiled and was silent. Mr Read knew what the “good talk” would be, for early in
their acquaintance they had touched on a certain theme professionally. Mr Read had
disapproved. “Thin ice,” he had said. The Principal neither knew nor would have
wished to know. Parting from his pupils when they were fourteen, he forgot they had
developed into men. They seemed to him a race small but complete, like the New
Guinea pygmies, “my boys”. And they were even easier to understand than pygmies,
because they never married and seldom died. Celibate and immortal, the long
procession passed before him, its thickness varying from twenty-five to forty at a
time. “I see no use in books on education. Boys began before education was thought
of.” Mr Ducie would smile, for he was soaked in evolution.

From this to the boys.

“Sir, may I hold your hand... Sir, you promised me... Both Mr. Abrahams’s
hands were bagged and all Mr Read’s... Oh sir, did you hear that? He thinks Mr
Read has three hands!... I didn’t, I said ‘fingers’. Green eye! Green eye!”

“When you have quite finished—!”
“Sir!”
“I’m going to walk with Hall alone.”

There were cries of disappointment. The other masters, seeing that it was no
good, called the pack off, and marshalled them along the cliff towards the downs.
Hall, triumphant, sprang to Mr Ducie’s side, and felt too old to take his hand. He
was a plump, pretty lad, not in any way remarkable. In this he resembled his father,
who had passed in the procession twenty-five years before, vanished into a public
school, married, begotten a son and two daughters, and recently died of pneumonia.
Mr Hall had been a good citizen, but lethargic. Mr Ducie had informed himself
about him before they began the walk.

“Well, Hall, expecting a pi-jaw, eh?”



“I don’t know, sir—Mr Abrahams’ given me one with ‘Those Holy Fields’. Mrs
Abrahams’ given me sleeve links. The fellows have given me a set of Guatemalas up
to two dollars. Look, sir! The ones with the parrot on the pillar on.”

“Splendid, splendid! What did Mr Abrahams say? Told you you were a miserable
sinner, [ hope.”

The boy laughed. He did not understand Mr Ducie, but knew that he was
meaning to be funny. He felt at ease because it was his last day at school, and even if
he did wrong he would not get into a row. Besides, Mr Abrahams had declared him a
success. “We are proud of him; he will do us honour at Sunnington”: he had seen the
beginning of the letter to his mother. And the boys had showered presents on him,
declaring he was brave. A great mistake—he wasn’t brave: he was afraid of the dark.
But no one knew this.

“Well, what did Mr Abrahams say?” repeated Mr Ducie, when they reached the
sands. A long talk threatened, and the boy wished he was up on the cliff with his
friends, but he knew that wishing is useless when boy meets man.

“Mr Abrahams told me to copy my father, sir.”
“Anything else?”

“I am never to do anything I should be ashamed to have mother see me do. No
one can go wrong then, and the public school will be very different from this.”

“Did Mr Abrahams say how?”

“All kinds of difficulties—more like the world.”
“Did he tell you what the world is like?”

“No.”

“Did you ask him?”

“No, sir.”



“That wasn’t very sensible of you, Hall. Clear things up. Mr Abrahams and I are
here to answer your questions. What do you suppose the world—the world of
grown-up people is like?”

“I can’t tell. I’'m a boy,” he said, very sincerely. “Are they very treacherous, sir?”

Mr Ducie was amused and asked him what examples of treachery he had seen.
He replied that grown-up people would not be unkind to boys, but were they not
always cheating one another? Losing his schoolboy manner, he began to talk like a
child, and became fanciful and amusing. Mr Ducie lay down on the sand to listen to
him, lit his pipe, and looked up to the sky. The little watering-place where they lived
was now far behind, the rest of the school away in front. The day was gray and
windless, with little distinction between clouds and sun.

“You live with your mother, don’t you?” he interrupted, seeing that the boy had
gained confidence.

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you any elder brothers?”
“No, sir—only Ada and Kitty.”
“Any uncles?”

“No.”

“So you don’t know many men?”

“Mother keeps a coachman and George in the garden, but of course you mean
gentlemen. Mother has three maid-servants to look after the house, but they are so
idle that they will not mend Ada’s stockings. Ada is my eldest little sister.”

“How old are you?”

“Fourteen and three quarters.”



“Well, you’re an ignorant little beggar.” They laughed. After a pause he said,
“When I was your age, my father told me something that proved very useful and
helped me a good deal.” This was untrue: his father had never told him anything.
But he needed a prelude to what he was going to say.

“Did he, sir?”
“Shall I tell you what it was?”
“Please, sir.”

“I am going to talk to you for a few moments as if I were your father, Maurice! I
shall call you by your real name.” Then, very simply and kindly, he approached the
mystery of sex. He spoke of male and female, created by God in the beginning in
order that the earth might be peopled, and of the period when the male and female
receive their powers. “You are just becoming a man now, Maurice; that is why [ am
telling you about this. It is not a thing that your mother can tell you, and you should
not mention it to her nor to any lady, and if at your next school boys mention it to
you, just shut them up; tell them you know. Have you heard about it before?”

“No, sir.”
“Not a word?”
“No, sir.”

Still smoking his pipe, Mr Ducie got up, and choosing a smooth piece of sand
drew diagrams upon it with his walking-stick. “This will make it easier,” he said to
the boy, who watched dully: it bore no relation to his experiences. He was attentive,
as was natural when he was the only one in the class, and he knew that the subject
was serious and related to his own body. But he could not himself relate it; it fell to
pieces as soon as Mr Ducie put it together, like an impossible sum. In vain he tried.
His torpid brain would not awake. Puberty was there, but not intelligence, and
manhood was stealing on him, as it always must, in a trance. Useless to break in
upon that trance. Useless to describe it, however scientifically and sympathetically.
The boy assents and is dragged back into sleep, not to be enticed there before his
hour.



Mr Ducie, whatever his science, was sympathetic. Indeed he was too
sympathetic; he attributed cultivated feelings to Maurice, and did not realize that he
must either understand nothing or be overwhelmed. “All this is rather a bother,” he
said, “but one must get it over, one mustn’t make a mystery of it. Then come the
great things—Love, Life.” He was fluent, having talked to boys in this way before,
and he knew the kind of question they would ask. Maurice would not ask: he only
said, “I see, I see, I see,” and at first Mr Ducie feared he did not see. He examined
him. The replies were satisfactory. They boy’s memory was good and—so curious a
fabric is the human—he even developed a spurious intelligence, a surface flicker to
respond to the beaconing glow of the man’s. In the end he did ask one or two
questions about sex, and they were to the point. Mr Ducie was much pleased.
“That’s right,” he said. ““You need never be puzzled or bothered now.”

Love and life still remained, and he touched on them as they strolled forward by
the colourless sea. He spoke of the ideal man—chaste with asceticism. He sketched
the glory of Woman. Engaged to be married himself, he grew more human, and his
eyes coloured up behind the strong spectacles; his cheek flushed. To love a noble
woman, to protect and serve her—this, he told the little boy, was the crown of life.
“You can’t understand now, you will some day, and when you do understand it,

remember the poor old pedagogue who put you on the track. It all hangs together—
all—and God’s in his heaven, All’s right with the world. Male and female! Ah
wonderful!”

“I think I shall not marry,” remarked Maurice.

“This day ten years hence—I invite you and your wife to dinner with my wife
and me. Will you accept?”

“Oh sir!” He smiled with pleasure.

“It’s a bargain, then!” It was at all events a good joke to end with. Maurice was
nattered and began to contemplate marriage. But while they were easing off Mr
Ducie stopped, and held his cheek as though every tooth ached. He turned and
looked at the long expanse of sand behind.

“I never scratched out those infernal diagrams,” he said slowly.



At the further end of the bay some people were following them, also by the edge
of the sea. Their course would take them by the very spot where Mr Ducie had
illustrated sex, and one of them was a lady. He ran back sweating with fear.

“Sir, won’t it be all right?” Maurice cried. “The tide’ll have covered them by
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Nnow.
“Good Heavens... thank God... the tide’s rising.”

And suddenly for an instant of time, the boy despised him. “Liar,” he thought.
“Liar, coward, he’s told me nothing.”... Then darkness rolled up again, the darkness
that is primeval but not eternal, and yields to its own painful dawn.

Maurice’s mother lived near London, in a comfortable villa among some pines.
There he and his sisters had been born, and thence his father had gone up to business
every day, thither, returning. They nearly left when the church was built, but they
became accustomed to it, as to everything, and even found it a convenience. Church
was the only place Mrs Hall had to go to—the shops delivered. The station was not
far either, nor was a tolerable day school for the girls. It was a land of facilities,
where nothing had to be striven for, and success was indistinguishable from failure.

Maurice liked his home, and recognized his mother as its presiding genius.
Without her there would be no soft chairs or food or easy games, and he was
grateful to her for providing so much, and loved her. He liked his sisters also. When
he arrived they ran out with cries of joy, took off his greatcoat, and dropped it for
the servants on the floor of the hall. It was nice to be the centre of attraction and
show off about school. His Guatemala stamps were admired—so were “Those Holy
Fields” and a Holbein photograph that Mr Ducie had given him. After tea the
weather cleared, and Mrs Hall put on her goloshes and walked with him round the
grounds. They went kissing one another and conversing aimlessly.

“Morrie...”

“Mummie...”



“Now I must give my Morrie a lovely time.”
“Where’s George?”

“Such a splendid report from Mr Abrahams. He says you remind him of your
poor father... Now what shall we do these holidays?”

“I like here best.”
“Darling boy...” She embraced him, more affectionately than ever.

“There is nothing like home, as everyone finds. Yes, tomatoes—" she liked
reciting the names of vegetables. “Tomatoes, radishes, broccoli, onions—"

“Tomatoes, broccoli, onions, purple potatoes, white potatoes,” droned the little
boy.

“Turnip tops—"

“Mother, where’s George?”

“He left last week.”

“Why did George leave?” he asked.

“He was getting too old. Howell always changes the boy every two years.”
“Oh.”

“Turnip tops,” she continued, “potatoes again, beetroot—Morrie, how would you
like to pay a little visit to grandpapa and Aunt Ida if they ask us? I want you to have
a very nice time this holiday, dear—you have been so good, but then Mr Abrahams
is such a good man; you see, your father was at his school too, and we are sending
you to your father’s old public school too—Sunnington—in order that you may
grow up like your dear father in every way.”



A sob interrupted her.

“Morrie, darling—"

The little boy was in tears.

“My pet, what is 1t?”

“I don’t know... I don’t know...”
“Why, Maurice...”

He shook his head. She was grieved at her failure to make him happy, and began
to cry too. The girls ran out, exclaiming, “Mother, what’s wrong with Maurice?”

“Oh, don’t,” he wailed. “Kitty, get out—"

“He’s overtired,” said Mrs Hall—her explanation for everything.

“I’'m overtired.”

“Come to your room, Morrie—Oh my sweet, this is really too dreadful.”

“No—1I’m all right.” He clenched his teeth, and a great mass of sorrow that had
overwhelmed him by rising to the surface began to sink. He could feel it going
down into his heart until he was conscious of it no longer. “I’m all right.” He looked
around him fiercely and dried his eyes. “I’ll play Halma, I think.” Before the pieces
were set, he was talking as before; the childish collapse was over.

He beat Ada, who worshipped him, and Kitty, who did not, and then ran into the
garden again to see the coachman. “How d’ye do, Howell. How’s Mrs Howell? How
d’ye do, Mrs Howell,” and so on, speaking in a patronizing voice, different from
that he used to gentlefolks. Then altering back, “Isn’t it a new garden boy?”

“Yes, Master Maurice.”



“Was George too old?”

“No, Master Maurice. He wanted to better himself.”
“Oh, you mean he gave notice.”

“That’s right.”

“Mother said he was too old and you gave him notice.”
“No, Master Maurice.”

“My poor woodstacks’ll be glad,” said Mrs Howell. Maurice and the late garden
boy had been used to play about in them.

“They are Mother’s woodstacks, not yours,” said Maurice and went indoors. The
Howells were not offended, though they pretended to be so to one another. They had
been servants all their lives, and liked a gentleman to be a snob. “He has quite a way
with him already,” they told the cook. “More like his father.”

The Barrys, who came to dinner, were of the same opinion. Dr Barry was an old
friend, or rather neighbour, of the family, and took a moderate interest in them. No
one could be deeply interested in the Halls. Kitty he liked—she had hints of grit in
her—but the girls were in bed, and he told his wife afterwards that Maurice ought to
have been there too. “And stop there all his life. As he will. Like his father. What is
the use of such people?”

When Maurice did go to bed, it was reluctantly. That room always frightened
him. He had been such a man all the evening, but the old feeling came over him as
soon as his mother had kissed him good night. The trouble was the looking-glass.
He did not mind seeing his face in it, nor casting a shadow on the ceiling, but he did
mind seeing his shadow on the ceiling reflected in the glass. He would arrange the
candle so as to avoid the combination, and then dare himself to put it back and be
gripped with fear. He knew what it was, it reminded him of nothing horrible. But he
was afraid. In the end he would dash out the candle and leap into bed. Total darkness
he could bear, but this room had the further defect of being opposite a street lamp.
On good nights the light would penetrate the curtains un-alarmingly, but sometimes



blots like skulls fell over the furniture. His heart beat violently, and he lay in terror,
with all his household close at hand.

As he opened his eyes to look whether the blots had grown smaller, he
remembered George. Something stirred in the unfathomable depths of his heart. He
whispered, “George, George.” Who was George? Nobody—just a common servant.
Mother and Ada and Kitty were far more important. But he was too little to argue
this. He did not even know that when he yielded to this sorrow he overcame the
spectral and fell asleep.

Sunnington was the next stage in Maurice’s career.

He traversed it without attracting attention. He was not good at work, though
better than he pretended, nor colossally good at games. If people noticed him they
liked him, for he had a bright friendly face and responded to attention; but there
were so many boys of his type—they formed the backbone of the school and we
cannot notice each vertebra. He did the usual things—was kept in, once caned, rose
from form to form on the classical side till he clung precariously to the sixth, and he
became a house prefect, and later a school prefect and member of the first fifteen.
Though clumsy, he had strength and physical pluck: at cricket he did not do so well.
Having been bullied as a new boy, he bullied others when they seemed unhappy or
weak, not because he was cruel but because it was the proper thing to do. In a word,
he was a mediocre member of a mediocre school, and left a faint and favourable
impression behind. “Hall? Wait a minute, which was Hall? Oh yes, I remember;
clean run enough.”

Beneath it all, he was bewildered. He had lost the precocious clearness of the
child which transfigures and explains the universe, offering answers of miraculous
insight and beauty. “Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings.” But not out of the
mouth of the boy of sixteen. Maurice forgot he had ever been sexless, and only
realized in maturity how just and clear the sensations of his earliest days must have
been. He sank far below them now, for he was descending the Valley of the Shadow
of Life. It lies between the lesser mountains and the greater, and without breathing
its fogs no one can come through. He groped about in it longer than most boys.



Where all is obscure and unrealized the best similitude 1s a dream. Maurice had
two dreams at school; they will interpret him.

In the first dream he felt very cross. He was playing football against a
nondescript whose existence he resented. He made an effort and the nondescript
turned into George, that garden boy. But he had to be careful or it would reappear.
George headed down the field towards him, naked and jumping over the wood-
stacks. “I shall go mad if he turns wrong now,” said Maurice, and just as they
collared this happened, and a brutal disappointment woke him up. He did not
connect it with Mr Ducie’s homily, still less with his second dream, but he thought
he was going to be ill, and afterwards that it was somehow a punishment for
something.

The second dream is more difficult to convey. Nothing happened. He scarcely
saw a face, scarcely heard a voice say, “That is your friend,” and then it was over,
having filled him with beauty and taught him tenderness. He could die for such a
friend, he would allow such a friend to die for him; they would make any sacrifice
for each other, and count the world nothing, neither death nor distance nor crossness
could part them, because “this is my friend.” Soon afterwards he was confirmed and
tried to persuade himself that the friend must be Christ. But Christ has a mangy
beard. Was he a Greek god, such as illustrates the classical dictionary? More
probable, but most probably he was just a man. Maurice forbore to define his dream
further. He had dragged it as far into life as it would come. He would never meet
that man nor hear that voice again, yet they became more real than anything he
knew, and would actually—

“Hall! Dreaming again! A hundred lines!”
“Sir—oh! Dative absolute.”

“Dreaming again. Too late.”—would actually pull him back to them in broad
daylight and drop a curtain. Then he would reimbibe the face and the four words,
and would emerge yearning with tenderness and longing to be kind to everyone,
because his friend wished it, and to be good that his friend might become more fond
of him. Misery was somehow mixed up with all this happiness. It seemed as certain
that he hadn’t a friend as that he had one, and he would find a lonely place for tears,
attributing them to the hundred lines.



Maurice’s secret life can be understood now; it was part brutal, part ideal, like his
dreams.

As soon as his body developed he became obscene. He supposed some special
curse had descended on him, but he could not help it, for even when receiving the
Holy Communion filthy thoughts would arise in his mind. The tone of the school
was pure—that is to say, just before his arrival there had been a terrific scandal. The
black sheep had been expelled, the remainder were drilled hard all day and policed
at night, so it was his fortune or misfortune to have little opportunity of exchanging
experiences with his school-fellows. He longed for smut, but heard little and
contributed less, and his chief indecencies were solitary. Books: the school library
was immaculate, but while at his grandfather’s he came across an unexpurgated
Martial, and stumbled about in it with burning ears. Thoughts: he had a dirty little
collection. Acts: he desisted from these after the novelty was over, finding that they
brought him more fatigue than pleasure.

All which, if it can be understood, took place in a trance. Maurice had fallen
asleep in the Valley of the Shadow, far beneath the peaks of either range, and knew
neither this nor that his school-fellows were sleeping likewise.

The other half of his life seemed infinitely remote from obscenity. As he rose in
the school he began to make a religion of some other boy. When this boy, whether
older or younger than himself, was present, he would laugh loudly, talk absurdly,
and be unable to work. He dared not be kind—it was not the thing—still less to
express his admiration in words. And the adored one would shake him off before
long, and reduce him to sulks. However, he had his revenges. Other boys sometimes
worshipped him, and when he realized this he would shake off them. The adoration
was mutual on one occasion, both yearning for they knew not what, but the result
was the same. They quarrelled in a few days. All that came out of the chaos were the
two feelings of beauty and tenderness that he had first felt in a dream. They grew
yearly, flourishing like plants that are all leaves and show no sign of flower.
Towards the close of his education at Sunnington the growth stopped. A check, a
silence, fell upon the complex processes, and very timidly the youth began to look
around him.



He was nearly nineteen.

He stood on the platform on Prize Day, reciting a Greek Oration of his own
composition. The hall was full of schoolboys and their parents, but Maurice affected
to be addressing the Hague Conference, and to be pointing out to it the folly of its
ways. “What stupidity is this, O andres Europenaici, to talk of abolishing war?
What? Is not Ares the son of Zeus himself? Moreover, war renders you robust by
exercising your limbs, not forsooth like those of my opponent.” The Greek was vile:
Maurice had got the prize on account of the Thought, and barely thus. The
examining master had stretched a point in his favour since he was leaving and a
respectable chap, and moreover leaving for Cambridge, where prize books on his
shelves would help to advertise the school. So he received Grote’s History of Greece
amid tremendous applause. As he returned to his seat, which was next to his mother,
he realized that he had again become popular, and wondered how. The clapping
continued—it grew to an ovation; Ada and Kitty were pounding away with scarlet
faces on the further side. Some of his friends, also leaving, cried “speech”. This was
irregular and quelled by the authorities, but the Headmaster himself rose and said a
few words. Hall was one of them, and they would never cease to feel him so. The
words were just. The school clapped not because Maurice was eminent but because
he was average. It could celebrate itself in his image. People ran up to him
afterwards saying “jolly good, old man”, quite sentimentally, and even “it will be
bilge in this hole without you.” His relations shared in the triumph. On previous
visits he had been hateful to them. “Sorry, mater, but you and the kids will have to
walk alone” had been his remark after a football match when they had tried to join
on to him in his mud and glory: Ada had cried. Now Ada was chatting quite ably to
the Captain of the School, and Kitty was being handed cakes, and his mother was
listening to his housemaster’s wife, on the disappointments of installing hot air.
Everyone and everything had suddenly harmonized. Was this the world?

A few yards off he saw Dr Barry, their neighbour from home, who caught his eye
and called out in his alarming way, “Congratulations, Maurice, on your triumph.
Overwhelming! I drink to it in this cup”—he drained it—"“of extremely nasty tea.”

Maurice laughed and went up to him, rather guiltily; for his conscience was bad.
Dr Barry had asked him to befriend a little nephew, who had entered the school that
term, but he had done nothing—it was not the thing. He wished that he had had
more courage now that it was too late and he felt a man.



“And what’s the next stage in your triumphal career? Cambridge?”

“So they say.”

“So they say, do they? And what do you say?”

“I don’t know,” said the hero good-temperedly.

“And after Cambridge, what? Stock Exchange?”

“I suppose so—my father’s old partner talks of letting me in if all goes well.”
“And after you’re let in by your father’s old partner, what? A pretty wife?”
Maurice laughed again.

“Who will present the expectant world with a Maurice the third? After which old
age, grandchildren, and finally the daisies. So that’s your notion of a career. Well, it
isn’t mine.”

“What’s your notion, Doctor?” called Kitty.

“To help the weak and right the wrong, my dear,” he replied, looking across at
her.

“I’m sure it is all our notions,” said the housemaster’s wife, and Mrs Hall agreed.

“Oh no, it’s not. It isn’t consistently mine, or I should be looking after my Dickie
instead of lingering on this scene of splendour.”

“Do bring dear Dickie to say how d’ye do to me,” asked Mrs Hall. “Is his father
down here too?”

“Mother!” Kitty whispered.



“Yes. My brother died last year,” said Dr Barry. “The incident slipped your
memory. War did not render him robust by exercising his limbs, as Maurice
supposes. He got a shell in the stomach.”

He left them.

“I think Dr Barry gets cynical,” remarked Ada. “I think he’s jealous.” She was
right: Dr Barry, who had been a lady killer in his time, did resent the continuance of
young men. Poor Maurice encountered him again. He had been saying goodbye to
his housemaster’s wife, who was a handsome woman, very civil to the older boys.
They shook hands warmly. On turning away he heard Dr Barry’s “Well, Maurice; a
youth irresistible in love as in war,” and caught his cynical glance.

“I don’t know what you mean, Dr Barry.”

“Oh, you young fellows! Butter wouldn’t melt in your mouth these days. Don’t
know what I mean! Prudish of a petticoat! Be frank, man, be frank. You don’t take
anyone in. The frank mind’s the pure mind. ’'m a medical man and an old man and I
tell you that. Man that is born of woman must go with woman if the human race is
to continue.”

Maurice stared after the housemaster’s wife, underwent a violent repulsion from
her, and blushed crimson: he had remembered Mr Ducie’s diagrams. A trouble—
nothing as beautiful as a sorrow—rose to the surface of his mind, displayed its
ungainliness, and sank. Its precise nature he did not ask himself, for his hour was
not yet, but the hint was appalling, and, hero though he was, he longed to be a little
boy again, and to stroll half awake for ever by the colourless sea. Dr Barry went on
lecturing him, and under the cover of a friendly manner said much that gave pain.

He chose a college patronized by his chief school friend Chapman and by other
old Sunningtonians, and during his first year managed to experience little in
University life that was unfamiliar. He belonged to an Old Boys’ Club, and they
played games together, tea’d and lunched together, kept up their provincialisms and
slang, sat elbow to elbow in hall, and walked arm in arm about the streets. Now and



