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PART |
CHAPTERI

Since childhood days he had been haunted by a Wave.

It gppeared with the very dawn of thought, and was his earliest recollection of any vividness. It
was dso his firg experience of nightmare a wave of an odd, dun colour, amost tawny, tha rose
behind him, advanced, curled over in the act of toppling, and then stood 4ill. It threstened, but it
did not fdl. It paused, hovering in a position contrary to nature it waited.

Something prevented:; it was not meant to fal; the right moment had not yet arrived.

If only it would fdl! It swept across the skyline in a huge, long curve far overhead, hanging
dreadfully suspended. Benesth his feet he fdt the roots of it withdrawing;, he shuffled furioudy
and made violent efforts, but the suction undermined him where he stood. The ground yielded
and dropped away. He only sank in deeper. His entire weight became that of a festher againgt the
gigantic tendon of the mass that any moment, it seemed, mugt lift him in its risng curve, bend,
bresk, and twist him, then fling him crashing forward to his smothering fate.

Yet the moment never came. The Wave hung balanced between him and the sky, poised in
mid-ar. It did not fdl. And the torture of tha infinite pause contained the essence of the
nightmare.

The Wave invariably came up behind him, gedthily, from what seemed intermingble distance.
He never met it. It overtook him from the rear. The horizon hid it till it rose.

There were stages in its history, moreover, and in the effect it produced upon his early mind.
Usudly he woke up the moment he redised it was there. For it invariably announced its
presence. He heard no sound, but knew that it was coming—there was a feding in the
atmosphere not unlike the heavy brooding that precedes a thunderstorm, only so different from
anything he had yet known in life that his heart sank into his boots. He looked up. There, above
his head was the huge, curved monder, hanging in mid-air. The mood had justified itsdf. He
cdled it the ‘wavy feding.” He was never wrong about it.

The second stage was reached when, instead of trying to escape shorewards, where there were
tufts of coarse grass upon a sandy bank, he turned and faced the thing. He looked straight into the
man under-body of the poised billow. He saw the opague mass out of which this line rose up
and curved. He dared againg the dull, dun-coloured parent body whence it came—the sea
Terrified yet fascinated, he examined it in detall, as a man about to be executed might examine
the grain of the wooden block close againg his eyes. A little higher, some dozen feet above the
level of his heed, it became trangparent sunlight shot through the glassy curve. He saw what
appeared to be stresks and bubbles and transverse lines of foam that yet did not shine quite as
water shines. It moved suddenly; it curled a little towards the crest; it was about to topple over, to
break—yet did not break.

About this time he noticed another thing there was a curious faint sweetness in the air benesth
the bend of it, a delicate and indescribable odour that was dmost perfume. It was swedt; it



choked him. He cdled it, in his boyish way, a whiff. The whiff and the ‘wavy feding impressed
themsalves s0 vividly upon his mind thet if ever he met them in his ordinary life—out of dream,
thet is—he was sure that he would know them. In another sense he fdt he knew them aready.
They were familiar.

But another stage went further than al the others put together. It amounted b a discovery. He
was perhaps ten years old at this time, for he was 4ill addressed as ‘Tommy,” and it was not till
the age of fifteen tha his solid type of character made ‘Tom’ seem more gppropriate. He had just
told the dream to his mother for the hundredth time, and she, after ligening with sympathy, had
made her ever-green suggestion—'If you dresm of water, Tommy, it means you re thirsy in
your deep,—when he turned and stared dtraight into her eyes with such intentness that she gave
an involuntary start.

‘But, mother, itisn’'t water!’

‘Well, darling, if it is7't water, what is it, then? She asked the question quietly enough, but she
fdt, apparently, something of the queer dismay that her boy fdt too. It seemed the mother-sense
was touched. The inginct to protect her offspring stirred uneasily in her heart. She repested the
question, interested in the old, familiar dream for the firg time snce she heard it severd years
before: “If it isn't water, Tommy, what is it? What can it be? His eyes, his voice, his manner—
something she could not properly name—had startled her.

But Tommy noticed her dight perturbation, and knowing that a boy of his age did not frighten
his mother without reason, or even with it, turned his eyes asde and answered:

‘I couldn’t tell. There wasn't time. You see, | woke up then.’

How curious, Tommy,” shergoined. ‘A waveisawave, isTt it?

And he answered thoughtfully ‘Yes, mother; but there are lots of things besdes water, aren’t
there?

She assented with a nod, and a searching look a him which he purposdly avoided. The subject
dropped; no more was said; yet somehow from that moment his mother knew that this idea of a
wave, whether it was nightmare or only dream, had to do with her boy’s life in a way that
touched the protective thing in her, dmogt to the point of postive defence. She could not explain
it; she did not like it; ingtinct warned he—that was al she knew. And Tommy said no more. The
truth was, indeed, that he did not know himsdf of wha the Wave was composed. He could not
have told his mother even had he consdered it permissble. He would have loved to speculate
and tak about it with her, but, having divined her nervousness, he knew he must not feed it. No
boy should do such athing.

Moreover, the interest he fdt in the Wave was of such a deep, enormous character—the
adjectives were his own—tha he could not tak about it lightly. Unless to some one who showed
genuine interest, he could not even mention it. To his brothers and sister, both older and younger
than himsdf, he never spoke of it a dl. It had to do with something so fundamenta in him that it
was sacred. The redlisation of it, moreover, came and went, and often remained buried for weeks
together; months passed without a hint of it; the nightmare dissppeared. Then, suddenly, the
feding would surge over him, perhgps just as he was getting into bed, or saying his prayers, or
thinking of quite other things. In the middle of a discusson with his brother about their ar-guns
and the water-rat they hadn't hit—up would sted the ‘wavy’ feding with its dim, familiar
menace. It stole in across his brother’s excited words about the size and speed of the rat; interest
in sport entirdly vanished; he stared a Tim, not hearing a word he said; he dived into bed; he had
to be done with the great mood of wonder and terror that was rising. The agpproach was



unmistakable;, he cuddled benegth the sheets, fighting-angry if Tim tried to win him back to the
origind interest. The dream was coming; and, sure enough, alittle later in hisdeep, it came.

For even a this stage of his deveopment he recognised indinctively this specid qudity about
it—that it could not, was not meant to be avoided. It was inevitable and right. It hurt, yet he must
face t. It was as necessary to his well—being as having a tooth out. Nor did he ever seek to
dodge it. His character was not the kind that flinched. The one thing he did ak was—to
understand. Some day, he felt, this full understanding would come.

There arived then a new and dartling development in this curious obsesson, the very night,
Tommy clams, that there had been the fuss about the gun and water-rat, on the day before the
conversation with his mother. His brother had plagued him to come out from beneeth the sheets
and go on with the discusson, and Tommy, furious a being disurbed in the ‘wavy’ mood he
both loved and dreaded, had fdt himsdf roused uncommonly. He slenced Tim easly enough
with a smashing blow from a pillow, then, with a more determined effort than usud, buried
himsdf to face the advent of the Wave. He fdl adeep in the attempt, but the attempt bore fruit.
He fdt the great thing coming up behind him; he turned;, he saw it with greater disinctness than
ever before; dmost he discovered of what it was composed.

Tha it was not wae edablished itsdf findly in his mind; but more—he got very close to
deciding its exact compostion. He stared hard into the threatening mass of it; there was a certan
transparency about the substance, yet this transparency was not clear enough for water there
were particles, and these particles went drifting by the thousand, by the million, through the mass
of it. They rose and fdl, they swept dong, they were very minute indeed, they whirled. They
glisgened, shimmered, flashed. He made a guess, he was just on the point of guessng right, in
fact, when he saw another thing that for the moment obliterated dl his faculties. There was both
cold and heat in the sensation, fear and delight. It transfixed him. He saw eyes.

Steady, behind the millions of minute particles that whirled and drifted, he digtinctly saw a pair
of eyes of light-blue colour, and hardly had he registered this new discovery, when another pair,
but of quite different kind, became visble beyond the fird par—dark, with a fringe of long,
thick lashes. They were—he decided afterwards—what is cdled Eastern eyes, and they smiled
into his own through haf-closed lids. He thinks he made out a face that was dimly sketched
behind them, but the whirling particdles glinted and shimmered in such a confusng way that he
could not swear to this. Of one thing only, or rather of two, did he fed quite postive: tha the
dark eyes were those of a woman, and that they were kind and beautiful and true: but that the
pde-blue eyes were fdse, unkind, and treacherous, and that the face to which they belonged,
dthough he could not see it, was a man’'s. Dimly his boyish heart was aware of happiness and
auffering. The heat and cold he fdt, the joy and terror, were haf explaned. He stared. The
whirling particles drifted past and hid them. He woke.

That day, however, the ‘wavy’ feding hovered over him more or less continuoudy. The
impresson of the night held sway over dl he did and thought. There was a kind of guidance in it
somewhere. He obeyed this guidance as by an ingtinct he could not, dared not disregard, and
towards dusk it led him into the quiet room overlooking the smal Gardens a the back of the
house, his father's study. The room was empty; he approached the big mahogany cupboard; he
opened one of the deep drawers where he knew his father kept gold and private things, and
birthday or Chrismas presents. But there was no dishonourable intention in him anywhere
indeed, he hardly knew exactly why he did this thing. The drawer, though moving essly, was
heavy; he pulled hard; it did out with a rush; and a that moment a sern voice sounded in the
room behind him: ‘What are you doing & my Eastern drawer?



Tommy, one hand ill on the knob, turned as if he had been struck. He gazed at his father, but
without atrace of guilt upon hisface.

‘| wanted to see, Daddy.’

‘I'll show you,” said the stern-faced man, yet with kindness and humour in the tone. ‘It's full of
wonderful things. I’ ve nothing secret from you; but another time you' d better ask first

‘| wanted to see; fdtered the boy. ‘I don't know why | did it. | just had a feding. It's the first
time—really.’

The man watched him searchingly a moment, but without gppearing to do s0. A look of interest
and underganding, wholly missed by the culprit, sole into his fine grey eyes He amiled, .then
drew Tommy towards him, and gave him a kiss on the top of his curly head. He dso smacked
him playfully. ‘Curiogty, he sad with pretended disapprovd, ‘is divine, and a your age it is
right that you should fed curiogty about everything in the world. But another time just ask me—
and I'll show you dl | possess’ He lifted his son in his ams, so that for the first time the boy
could overlook the contents of the opened drawer. ‘So you just had a feding, eh—7 he
continued, when Tommy wriggled in his ams, uttered a curious exclamation, and hdf collgosed.
He seemed upon the verge of tears. An ordinary father must have held him guilty there and then.
The boy cried out excitedly:

‘The whiff! Oh, Daddy, it's my whiff!’

The tears, no longer to be denied, came fredy then; after them came confesson too, and
confused though it was, the man made something approaching sense out of the jumbled
utterance. It was not mere patient kindness on his part, for an older person would have seen that
genuine interest lay behind the hdf-playful, hdf-serious cross—examinaion. He waiched the
boy's eager, excited face out of the corner of his eyes, he put discerning questions to him, he
assiged his fdtering replies, and he obtained in the end the entire sory of the dream—the eyes,
the wavy feding, and the whiff. How much coherent meaning he discovered in it dl is hard to
say, or whether the story he managed to disentangle held together. There was this strange deep
feding in the boy, this strong emoation, this odd conviction amounting to an obsesson; and so far
as could be discovered, it was not tracedble to any definite cause tha Tommy could name—a
fright, a shock, a vivid impresson of one kind or another upon a sendtive young imagination. It
lay s0 deeply in his being that its roots were utterly concealed; but it was redl.

Dr. Kelverdon established the existence in his second boy of an unaterable premonition, and,
being a famous nerve specidis, and a disciple of Freud into the bargain, he believed that a
premonition has a cause, however primitive, however carefully concedled that cause may be He
put the boy to bed himsef and tucked him up, told Tim tat if he teased his brother too much he
would smack him with his bet Burmese dipper which had tiny nals in it, and then whispered
into Tommy’'s ear as he cuddled down, happy and comforted, among the blankets: ‘Don't make a
gpecid effort to dream, my boy; but if you do dream, try to remember it next morning, and tell
me exactly what you see and fed.” He used the Freudian method.

Then, going down to his sudy again, he looked a the open drawer and sniffed the faint
pefume of things—chiefly from Egypt—that lay indde it. But there was nothing of specid
interest in the drawer; indeed, it was one he had not touched for years. He went over one by one
a few of the articles, collected from various points of travel long ago. There were bead necklaces
from Memphis some trash from a mummy of doubtful authenticity, induding severd amulets
and a crumbling fragment of old papyrus, and, among al this, a tiny packet of incense mixed
from a recipe sad to have been found in a Theban tomb. All these, jumbled together in pieces of
tissue-paper, had lain undisturbed since the day he wrapped them up some dozen years before—



indeed he heard the dry ratle of the fdling sand as he undid the tissue-paper. But a strong
perfume rose from the parce to his nodtrils. ‘That's what Tommy means by his whiff,; he sad to
himsdf. ‘ That's Tommy’ s whiff beyond dl quetion. | wonder how he got it first?

He remembered, then, that he had made a note of the story connected with the incense, and
after some rummaging he found the envelope and read the account jotted down at the time. He
had meant to hand it over to a literary friend—the tde was 0 poignantly human—then had
forgotten al about it. The papyrus, dating over 3000 B.C., had many gaps. The Egyptologist had
admittedly filled in congderable blanksin the afflicting sory

‘A victorious Theban Generd, Prince of the blood, brought back a Syrian youth from one of
his foreign conquests and presented him to his young wife who, fird# mothering him for his
beauty, then made him her persond dave, and ended by caring deeply for him. The dave, in
return, loved her with passionate adoration he was unable to concedl. As a Lady of the Court, her
quasi-adoption of the youth caused comment. Her husband ordered his dismissa. But she il
made his wefae her especid object, finding frequent reasons for ther meeting. One day,
however, her hushand caught them together, though their meeting was in innocence. He haf
drangled the youth, till the blood poured down upon his own hands, then had him flogged and
sent away to On, the City of the Sun.

‘The Syrian found his way back again, vengeance in his fiery blood. The clandestine yet
innocent mesetings were renewed. Rank was forgotten. They met among the sand-dunes in the
desert behind the city where a pleasure tent among a grove of pams provided shelter, and the
dave losing his head, urged the Princess to fly with him. Ye the wife, true to her profligate and
brutd husband, refused his plea, saying she could only give a mother's love, a mother’s care.
This he regected bitterly, accusng her of trifling with him. He grew bolder and more ingstent. To
divet her husband's violent suspicions she became purposdly crud, even ordering him
punishments. But the dave misnterpreted. Findly, warning him tha if caught he would be
killed, she devisad a plan to convince him of her sncerity. Hiding him behind the curtains of her
tent, she pleaded with her husband for the youth s recall, swearing that she meant no wrong. But
the soldier, in his fury, abused and struck her, and the dave, unable to contain himsdf, rushed
out of his hiding-place and stabbed him, though not mortdly. He was condemned to desth by
torture. She was to be chief witness againg him.

‘Meanwhile, having extracted a promise from her husband tha the torture should not be
caried to the point of deeth, she conveyed word to the victim that he should endure bravely,
knowing that he would not die. She now reslised that she loved. She promised to fly with him.

‘The sentence was duy caried out, the dave only haf beieving in her truth. It was a public
holiday in Thebes She was compelled to see the punishment inflicted before the crowd. There
were athousand drums. A sand-storm hid the sun.

‘Seated beside her husband on a terrace above the Nile, she watched the torture—then knew
she had been tricked. But the Syrian did not know; he believed her fdse. As he expired, casting
his last glance of anguish and reproach a her, she rose, legped the parapet, flung hersdf into the
river, and was drowned. The husband had their bodies thrown into the sea, unburied. The same
wave took them both. Later, however, they were recovered by influentid friends they were
embamed, and secretly lad to rest in his ancestrd Tomb in the Valey of te Kings among the
Theban Hills. In due course the husband, unwittingly, was buried with them.

‘Nearly five thousand years later al three mummies were discovered lying Sde by sde, ther
story inscribed upon a papyrus indde the great sarcophagus.’



Dr. Keverdon glanced through the story he had forgotten, then tore it into little pieces and
threw them into the fireplace. For a moment longer, however, he stood beside the open drawer
reflectingly. Had he ever told the tde to Tommy? No; it was hadly likely; indeed it was
impossible. The boy was not born even when first he heard it. To his wife, then? Less likey 4ill.
He could not remember, anyhow. The fant suggesion in his mind—a story communicated pre-
nataly—was not worth following up. He dismissed the matter from his thoughts. He closed the
drawer and turned away. The little packet of incense, however, taken from the Tomb, he did not
destroy. ‘I'll give it to Tommy, he decided. ‘Its whiff may possbly dimulate him into
explanation!’

CHAPTERI I

As a reault of having told everything to his father, Tommy’'s nightmare, however, largely ceased
to trouble him. He had found the rdief of expresson, which is confesson, and had laid upon the
older mind the burden of his terror. Once a month, once a week, or even dally if he wanted to, he
could repest the expresson as the need for it accumulated, and the load which decency forbade
being laid upon his mother, the stern-faced man could carry easily for him.

The comfortable sensation that forgiveness is the completion of confesson invaded his
awakening mind, and had he been older this thin end of a religious wedge might have persuaded
him to join what his mother cdled that ‘vast conspiracy.” But even at this early dage there was
something sdwart and sdf-rdiant in his cast of character that ressed the cunning sophistry;
vicarious relief woke resentment in him; he meant to face his troubles done. So far as he knew,
he had not sinned, yet the Wave, the Whiff, the Eyes were symptoms of some fate that threstened
him, a premonition of something coming tha he must meet with his own drength, something
that he could only ded with effectively done, since it was deserved and just. One day the Wave
would fdl; his father could not hep him then. This indinct in him remaned unessaleble He
even began to look forward to the time when it should come—to have done with it and get it
over, conquering or conquered.

The premonition, that is, while remaining an obsesson as before, tranderred itsdf from his
inner to his outer life. The nightmare, therefore, ceased. The menacing interest, however, held
unchanged. Though the name had not hitherto occurred to him, he became a fatdigt. ‘It's got to
come, I've got to meet it. | will.

‘Wdl, Tommy," hisfather would ask from time to time, * been dreaming anything laidy?

‘Nothing, Daddy. It' s dl stopped.’

‘Wave, eyes, and whiff al forgotten, eh?

Tommy shook his head. ‘They're Hill there) he answered dowly, ‘but——" He seemed unable
to complete the sentence. His father helped him at a venture.

‘But they can't catch you—isthat it?

The boy looked up with a dogged expresson in his big grey eyes. ‘I'm ready for them,” he
replied. And hisfather laughed and said, * Of course. That's haf the battle’

He gave him a present then—one of the packets of tissue-paper—and Tommy took it in
triumph to his room. He opened it in private, but the contents seemed to him without especid
interest. Only the Whiff was, somehow, sweet and precious, and he kept the packet in adrawer
goat where the fossls and catapult and air-gun ammunition could not interfere with it, hiding the
key so0 that Tim and the servants could not find it. And on rare occasons, when the rest of the



household was adeep, he performed a little ritud of his own that, for a boy of his years, was
diginctly sngular.

When the room was dark, lit in winter by the dying fire, or in summer by the dars, he would
creep out of bed, make quite sure that Tim was adeep, stand on a chair to reach the key from the
top of the big cupboard, and carefully unlock the drawer. He had oiled the wood with butter, so
that it was dlent. The tissue-paper gleamed dimly pink; the Whiff came out to meet him. He
lifted the packet, soft and crackling, and set it on the window-sll; he did not open it; its contents
had no interest for him, it was the perfume he was after. And the moment the perfume reached
his nogdrils there came a trembling over him that he could not undersand. He both loved and
dreaded it. This manly, wholesome-minded, plucky little boy, the bass of whose <Steady
character was common sense, became the prey of a drange, unreasonable fantasy. A faintness
dole upon him; he logt the sense of kneding on a solid chair something immense and irresstible
cane piling up behind him; there was nothing firm he could push agang to save himsdf; he
began shuffling with his bare fed, druggling to escgpe from something that was coming,
something that would probably overwhdm him yet must postively be faced and battled with.
The Wave wasrigng. It was the wavy feding.

He did not turn to look, because he knew quite well there was nothing in the room but beds, a
fender, furniture, vague shadows and his brother Tim. That kind of childish fear had no place in
what he felt. But the Wave was piled and curving over none the less, it hung between him and
the shadowed ceiling, above the roof of the house; it came from beyond the world, far overhead
againg the crowding gtars. It would not break, for the time had not yet come. But it was there. It
waited. He knelt beneath its mighty shadow of advance; it was ill arrested, poised above his
esger life, competent to engulf him when the time arived. The sweep of its curved mass was
mountainous. He kndt indde this curve, smdl, hepless, but not too afraid to fight. The perfume
dole aout him. The Whiff was in his nodrils. There was a strange, rich pan—oddly remote, yet
oddly poignant. . . .

And it was with this perfume that the ritua chiefly had to do. He loved the extraordinary sensa
tions that came with it, and tried to probe their meaning in his boyish way. Meaning there was,
but it escaped him. The sweetness clouded something in his brain, and made his muscles wesk; it
robbed him of that resstance which is fighting strength. It was this battle that he loved, this sense
of shoving againg something that might so easly crush and finish him. There was a way to beat
it, a way to win—could he but discover it. As yet he could not. Victory, he fdt, lay more in
yidding and going-with then in violent resstance.

And, meanwhile in an ecdasy of this hdf yidding, hdf resding, he lent himsdf fully to the
overmagtering tide. He was conscious of atraction and repulson, something that enticed, yet
thrust him backwards. Some fina test of manhood, character, value, lay in the way he faced it.
The drange, rich pain sole marveloudy into his blood and nerves. His heart beat fagter. There
was this exquiste seduction that contained delicious danger. It rose upon him out of some inner
depth he could not possibly get at. He trembled with mingled terror and ddlight. And it invarigbly
ended with a kind of inexpressble yearning that choked him, crumpled him inwardly, as he
described it, brought the moisture, hot and smarting, into his burning eyes, and—each time to his
bitter shame—Ieft his cheeks wet with scading tears.

He cried dlently; there was no heaving, gulping, audible sobbing, jus a rdieving gush of
heartfelt tears that took away the strange, rich pain and brought the singular ritud to a finish. He
replaced the tissue-paper, blotted with his tears, locked the drawer carefully; hid the key on the
top of the cupboard again, and tumbled back into bed.



Downdairs, meanwhile, a conversation was in progress concerning the welfare of the growing
hero.

‘I'm glad that dream has left him anyhow. It used to frighten me rather. | did not like it;
observed his mother.

“He doesn’t speak to you about it any more? the father asked.

For months, she told him, Tommy had not mentioned it. They went on to discuss his future
together. The other children presented fewer problems, but Tommy, gpparently, fet no particular
cdl to any professon.

‘It will come with a jump,” the doctor inclined to think. ‘He's been on the leve for some time
now. Suddenly he'll grow up and declare his mighty mind.’

Father liked humour in the gravest tak; indeed the weightier the subject, the more he vaued a
humorous light upon it. The best judgment, he held, was shaped by humour, sense of proportion
logt without it. His wife, however, thought ‘it apity.” Grave things she liked grave.

‘Thereé's something very deep in Tommy,” she observed, as though he were developing a
hidden malady.

‘Hum,” agreed her husband. ‘His subconscious content is unusud, both in kind and quantity.
His eyes twinkled. ‘It's possble he may turn out an artist, or a preacher. If the former, I'll bet his
output will be origind; and, as for the latter —he paused a second—'h€e's too logicd and too
fearless to be orthodox. Already he thinks things out for himsdlf.’

‘1 should like to see him in the Church, though,” said Mother. ‘He would do a lot of good. But
he is uncompromising, rather.’

‘His honesty certainly is againgt him,” dghed his father. ‘Wha do you think he asked me the
other day?

‘I'm sure | don’'t know, John.” The answer completed itsef with the unspoken ‘He never asks
me anything now.’

‘He came draight up to me and said, “Father, is it good to fed pain? To let it come, | mean, or
try to dodge it?”’

“Had he hurt himself? the woman asked quickly. It seemed she winced.

‘Not physcaly. He had been feding something insde. He wanted to know how “a man”
should meet the case’

‘And what did you tell him, dear?

‘That pain was usudly a sgn of growth, to be understood, accepted, faced. That most pain was
cured in that way—"

‘He didn’t tel you what had hurt him? she interrupted.

‘Oh, | didn't ask him. HEd have shut up like a dlam. Tommy likes to ded with things done in
his own way. He just wanted to know if his way was—well, my way.

There fdl a pause between them; then Mother, without looking up, enquired: ‘Have you
noticed L ettice lately? She' s here agood dea now.’

But her husband only smiled, making no direct reply. ‘Tommy will have a hard time of it when
he fdls in love’ he remarked presently. ‘He Il know the red thing and won't stand any nonsense
jus as | did” Whereupon his wife informed him that if he was not careful he would smply ruin
the boy—and the brief conversation died away of its own accord. As she was leaving the room a
little later, unsatisfied but unaggressive, he asked her ‘Have you left the picture books, my dear?
and she pointed to an ominous hegp upon the table in the window, with the remark that Jane had
‘unearthed every book that Tommy had st eyes upon since he was three. You'll find everything



that's ever interested him,” she added as she went out, every picture, that is—and | suppose it is
the pictures that you want.

For an hour and a hdf the great speciaist turned pages without ceasing—wel-thumbed pages;
torn, crumpled, blotted, painted pages. It was easy to discover the boy’s favourite pictures, and
adl were commonplace enough, the sort that any norma, adventure-loving boy would find
ddightful. But nothing of specid dgnificance resulted from the search; nothing that might
account for the recurrent nightmare, nothing in the way of eyes or wave. He had dready
questioned Jane as to what dories she told him, and which among them he liked best. *‘Hunting
or travd or collecting,’ Jane had answered, and it was about ‘collecting that he asks most
questions. What kind of collecting, sir? Oh, treasure or rare beetles mostly, and sometimes—just
bones.’

‘Bones! What kind of bones?

‘The villin's, gr,” explained the frightened Jane. ‘He adways likes the villin to get logt, and for
the jacka s to pick his bonesin the desert—"

‘Any particular desert?

‘No, gr; just desert.’

‘Ah—just desert! Any old desert, eh?

‘1 think s0, Sr—aslong asit is desart.’

Dr. Keverdon put the woman a her ease with the humorous smile that made dl the household
love—and respect—him; then asked another question, as if casudly: Had she ever told him a
gory in which awave or apair of eyes werein any way conspicuous?

‘No, never, dr,” replied the honest Jane, after careful reflection. ‘Nor | wouldn’'t; she added,
‘because my father he was drowned in a tidal wave; and as for eyes, | know that's wrong for
children, and | wouldn't tell Master Tommy such athing for dl the world—

‘Because? enquired the doctor kindly, seeing her hesitation.

‘I"d be frightening mysdlf, Sr, and he'd make such fun of me;” she finadly confessed.

No, it was dear that the nurse was not respongble for the vivid impresson in Tommy's mind
which bore fruit in so strange a complex of emotions. Nor were other lines of enquiry more
successful. There was a cause, of course, but it would remain unascertainable unless some clue
offered itself by chance. Both the doctor and the father in him were pledged to a perastent search
that was prolonged over severd months, but without result. The most perplexing dement in the
problem seemed to him the whiff. The association of terror with a wave needed little
explanation; the introduction of the eyes, however, was puzzing, unless some gory of a
drowning man was posshly the clug but the addition of a definite odour, an Eastern odour,
moreover, with which the boy could hardly have become yet acquainted—this combination of
the three accounted for the peculiar interest in the doctor’s mind.

Of one thing done did he fed reasonably certain: the impresson had been printed upon the
deepest pat of Tommy’'s being, the very deepes; it arose from those unplumbed profundities—
though a stientis, he conddered them unfathomable—of character and temperament whence
emerge the mog primitive of indincts—the generative and credtive indinct, choice of a mate,
natura likes and dislikes—the bed-rock of the nature. A girl wasin it somewhere, somehow. . . .

Midnight had sounded from the stable clock in the mews when he stole up into the boys room
and cautioudy approached the yelow iron bed where Tommy lay. The reflection of a dSreet
eectric light just edged his face. He was sound adegp—with tear-stains marked clearly on the
cheek not pressed into the pillow. Dr. Keverdon paused a moment, looked round the room,
shading the candle with one hand. He saw no photograph, no pictures anywhere. Then he sniffed.



There was a fant and ddicate perffume in the arr. He recognised it. He stood there, thinking
deeply.

‘Lettice Aylmer,” he said to himsdf presently as he went softly out again to seek his own bed;
‘I'll try Lettice. It's just possble. . . . Next time | see her I'll have a little talk.” For he suddenly
remembered that Lettice Aylmer, his daughter's friend and playmate, had very large and
beautiful dark eyes.

CHAPTER I

Lettice Aylmer, daughter of the Irish Member of Parliament, did not provide the little talk that he
anticipated, however, because she went back to her Finishing School abroad. Dr. Kelverdon was
sorry when he heard it. So was Tommy. She was to be away a year at least. ‘1 must remember to
have a word with her when she comes back, thought the father, and made a note of it in his diary
twelve months ahead. ‘Three hundred and sixty-five days’ thought Tommy, and made a private
caendar of hisown.

It seemed an endless, zodiacd kind of period; he counted the days, a sheet of foolscap paper
for each month, and at the bottom of each sheet two columns showing the balance d days gone
and days to come. Tuesday, when he had first seen her, was underlined, and each Tuesday had a
number atached to it, giving the tota number of weeks snce that wonderful occason. But
Saturdays were printed. On Saturday Lettice had spoken to him; she had smiled, and the words
were, ‘Don’t forget me, Tommy!” And Tommy, looking dtraight into her great dark eyes, that
seemed to him more tender even than his mother’'s, had stammered a reply that he meant with
literd honesty: ‘| won't—never . . ."; and shewasgone. . . to France. . . acrossthe sea.

She took his soul away with her, leaving him behind to pore over his faher's big atlas and
learn French sentences by heart. It seemed the only way. Life had begun, and he must be
prepared. Also, his career was chosen. For Lettice had said another thing—one other thing.
When Mary, his sgter, introduced him, ‘This is Tommy, Lettice looked down and asked: ‘Are
you going to be an engineer? adding proudly, ‘My brother is’ Before he could answver she was
scampering away with Mary, the dark hair flying in a coud, the bright bow upon it twinkling
like a sar in heaven—and Tommy, hating his ridiculous boyish name with an intense hatred,
stood there trembling, but aware that the die was cast—he was going to be an engineer.

Trembling, yes, for he fet dazed and hdpless, caught in a mig of fire and gold, the furniture
whirling round him, and something snging wildly in his heat. Two things esch contaning in
them the essence of genuine shock, had fdlen upon him: shock, because there was impetus in
them as of a blow. They had been coming; they had reached him. There was no doubt or question
possible. He staggered from the impact. Joy and terror touched him; a one and the same moment
he fdt the enticement and the shrinking of his dream. . . . He longed to seize her and prevent her
ever going away, yet dso he wanted to push her from him as though she somehow caused him
pain.

For, on the two occasons when speech had taken place between himsdf and Lettice, the dream
had trandferred itsdf boldly into his objective life—yet not entirdy. Two characterigics only had
been thus trandferred. When his gder fird came into the hdl with ‘This is Tommy, the wavy
feding had dready preceded her by a definite interval that was perhaps a second by the watch.
He was aware of it behind him, curved and risen—not curving, risng—from the open fireplace,
but also from the woods behind the house, from the whole of the country right back to the coas,
from across the world, it seemed, towering overhead againgt the wintry sky. And when Lettice



amiled and asked that question of childish admiration about being an engineer, he was aready
shuffling furioudy with his fest upon the Indian rug. She was gone agan, luckily, he hoped,
before the ridicul ous pantomime was noticeable.

He saw her once or twice. He was invariably speechless when she came into his presence, and
his dlence and awkwardness made him gppear a great disadvantage. He seemed intentiondly
rude. Nervous self-consciousness caused him to bridle over nothing. Even to answver her was a
torture. He dreaded a snub appdlingly, and bridled in anticipation. Furious with himsdf for his
inability to use each precious opportunity, he pretended he didn't care. The consequence was that
when she once spoke to him swestly, he was too overpowered to respond as he might have done.
That she had not even noticed his anguished attitude never occurred to him.

‘We're dways friends, aren’'t we, Tommy?

‘Rather,” he blurted, before he could regain his composure for alonger sentence.

‘And dways will be, won't we?

‘Rather, he repested, cursng himsdf later for thinking of nothing better to say. Then, just as
ghe flew off in that dancing way of hers, he found his tongue. Out of the jumbled mass of phrases
in his head three words got loose and offered themsdves ‘Well dways bel’ he flung a her
retreating figure of intolerable beauty. And she turned her head over her shoulder, waved her
hand without stopping her career, and shouted ‘ Rather!’

That was the Tuesday in his cdendar. But on Saturday, the printed Saturday following it, the
second characterigic of his dream announced itsdf: he recognised the Eyes. Why he had not
recognised them on the Tuesday lay beyond explanation; he only knew it was so. And
afterwards, when he tried to think it over, it struck him that she had scampered out of the hdl
with peculiar speed and hurry; had made her escape without the extra word or two the occasion
naturally demanded—amost as though she, too, felt something that uneasily surprised her.

Tommy wondered about it till his head spun round. She, too, had received an impact that was
shock. He was as thorough about it as an indinctive scientis. He dso regisered this further
fact—that the dream-details had not entirdly reproduced themsdves in the affair. There was no
trace of the Whiff or of the other pair of Eyes. Some day the three would come together; but
then. ...

The main thing, however, undoubtedly was this Lettice fdt something too. she was aware of
fedings amilar to his own. He was too honest to assume that she fdt exactly wha he fdt; he
only knew that her eyes betrayed familiar intimacy when she sad ‘Don’'t forget me, Tommy,
and that when she rushed out of the hal with that unnecessary abruptness it was because—well,
he could only transfer to her some degree of the ‘wavy’ feding in himsaf.

And he fdl in love with asandonment and a ddicious, infinite yearning. From that moment he
thought of himsdf as Tom ingtead of Tommy.

It was an entire, sweeping love that left no atom or corner of his being untouched. Lettice was
red; she hid below the horizon of distant France, yet could not, did not, hide from him. She dso
waited.

He knew the difference between rea and unred people. The later wavered about his life and
were uncertain; sometimes he liked them, sometimes he did not; but the former—remained fixed
quantities: he could not ater towards them. Even at this stage he knew when a person came into
his life to stay, or merely to pass out again. Lettice, though seen but twice, belonged to this first
category. His feding for her had the Wave in it; it gathered weight and mass, it was irresdible.
From the dim, invisble foundations of his life it came, out of the foundations of the world, out of



that inexhaudtible sea-foundation that lay below everything. It was red; it was not to be avoided.
He knew. He persuaded himsdf that she knew too.

And it was then, redisng for the fird time the searching pain of being separated from
something that seemed part of his being by naturd right, he spoke to his father and asked if pain
should be avoided. This conversation has been dready sufficiently recorded; but he asked other
things as well. From being so long on the level he had made a sudden jump that his father had
foretold; he grew up; his mind began to think; he had peered into certain books, he analysed. Out
of the nonsense of his speculative reflections the doctor pounced on certain points that puzzled
him completely. Probing for the repressed dements in the boy's psychic life that caused the
triple complex of Wave and Eyes and Whiff, he only saw the cause receding further and further
from his grasp until it findly logt itsdf in ultimate obscurity. The disciple of Freud was baffled
hopeesdy. . ..

Tom, meanwhile, bathed in a sea of new sensations. Distance held meaning for him, separation
was a kind of keen starvation. He made discoveries—watched the moon rise, heard the wind, and
knew the stars shone over the meadows below the house, things that before had been merdy
commonplace. He pictured these details as they might occur in France, and once when he saw a
Swalow Tall butterfly, knowing that the few English specimens were sad to have crossed the
Channel, he had a touch of ecstasy, as though the proud insect brought him a message from the
fidlds below the Finishing School. Also he read French books and found the language difficult
but exquiste. All sweet and lovely things came from France, and a school he attempted violent
friendships with three French boys and the Foreign Language magters, friendships that were not
appreciated because they were not understood. But be made progress with the language, and it
good him in good sead in his examinaions. He was aming now a an Engineering College. He
passed i n—eventualy—hrilliantly enough.

Before that satisfactory moment, however, he knew difficult times. His inner life was in a
plendid tumult. From the books he purloined he read a good many facts concerning waves and
wave-formation. He learned, among other things, that al sensory impressions reached the nerves
by impact of force in various wave-lengths, heet, light and sound broke upon the skin and eyes
and ears in vibrations of ether or ar that advanced in deady series of wavy formations which,
though not quite smilar to his dreamwave, were &in to it. Sensation, which is life, was thus
linked on to his deepest, earliest memory.

A wave, however, ingantly rgoined the parent stock and formed again. And perhaps it was the
repetition of the wave—its forming agan and bresking agan—that impressed him most. For he
imagined his impulses, emations, tendencies dl taking this wave-form, sweeping his moods up
to a cetan point, then dropping back into his centre—the Sea, he cdled it—which held steady
below dl temporary fluctuations—only to form once more and happen al over again.

With his mord and spiritud life it was amilar a wind came, wind of desre, wind of yearning,
wind of hope, and he fdt his srength accumulating, riang, bending with power upon the object
that he had in view. To take that object exactly a the top of the wave was to achieve success; to
miss that moment was to act with a receding and diminishing power, to disspate himsdf in foam
and spray before he could retire for a second rise. He saw existence as a wave. Life itsdf was a
wave that rose, swept, curved, and finally—must break.

He merdy visudised these fedings into pictures he did not think them out, nor get them into
words. The wave became symbolic to him of dl lifes energies. It was the way in which al
sensation expressed itsdf. Lettice was the high-water mark on shore he longed to reach and



sweep back into his own tumultuous being. In that great underneath, the Sea, they belonged
eternally together.

One thing, however, troubled him exceedingly: he read that a wave was a segment of a circle,
the perfect form, yet that it never completed itsdf. The ground on which it broke prevented the
achievement of the circle. That, he fet, was a pity, and might be serious; there was aways that
gniger retirement for another effort that yet never did, and never could, result in complete
achievement. He watched the waves a good ded on the shore, when occasion offered in the
holidays—they came from Francel—and made a discovery on his own account that was not
mentioned in any of the books. And it was this. that the top of the wave, owing to its curve, was
reflected in the under part. Its end, thet is, was foretold in its beginning.

There was a want of scientific accuracy here, a confuson of time and space, perhaps, yet he
noticed the idea and regigtered the thrill. At the moment when the wave was poised to fdl its
crest shone reflected in the base from which it rose.

But the more he watched the waves on the shore, the more puzzled he became. They seemed
merdly a movement of the sea itsdf They endlesdy repeated themselves. They had no true,
seperae exisence until they—»broke. Nor could he determine whether the crest or the base was
the beginning, for the two ran aong together, and what was above one minute was below the
minute after. Which part sarted firs he never could decide. The head kept chasing the tal in an
effort to join up. Only when a wave broke and fell was it redly—a wave. It had to ‘happen’ to
earn its name.

There were ripples too. These indicated the direction of the parent wave upon whose side they
happened, but not its purpose. Moods were ripples: they varied the surface of life but did not
influence its generd direction.

His own life followed a smilar behaviour; he was full of ripples tha were for ever trying to
complete themsdves by happening in acts But the man Wave was the thing—end and
beginning sweeping dong together, both a the same time somehow. That is, he knew the end
and could foretdl it. It rose from the great ‘benesth’ which was the sea in him. It must topple
over in the end and complete itsdf. He knew it would; he knew it would hurt; he knew dso that
he would not shirk it when it came. For it was a repetition somehow.

‘I jolly well mean to enjoy the smash,’ he fet. ‘| know one par of Eyes dready; there's only
the Whiff and the other Eyes to come. The moment | find them, I'll go bang into it” He
experienced addlicious shiver at the prospect.

One thing, however, remained uncertain: the stuff the Wave was made of. Once he discovered
that, he would discover dso—wher e the smash would come.

CHAPTER IV

‘Can a chap fed things coming? he asked his father. He was perhaps fifteen or sixteen then. ‘I
mean, when you fed them coming, does that mean they must come?

His father listened warily. There had been many smilar questions lately.

“You can fed ordinary things coming,” he replied; ‘things due to association of idess’

Tomlooked up. ‘Association? he queried uncertainly.

‘If you fed hungry, explained the doctor, ‘you know tha dinne’s coming; you associate the
hunger with the idea of eding. You recognise them because you've fet them both together
before.’

‘They ought to come, then?



‘Dinner does come—ordinarily spesking. You've learned to expect it from the hunger. You
could, of course, prevent it coming, he added dryly, ‘only that would be bad for you. You need
it

Tom reflected a moment with a puckered face. His father waited for him to ask more, hoping
he would. The boy fdt the sympathy and invitation.

‘Before,” he repeated, picking out the word with sudden emphasis, his mind evidently bresking
againg aproblem. ‘But if | fet hungry for something | hadn’t had before—?

‘In that case you wouldn't cdl it hunger. You wouldn't know what to cdl it. Youd fed a
longing of some kind and would wonder what it meant.’

Tom's next words surprised him congderably. They came promptly, but with dow and
thoughtful enphasis.

‘So that if | know what | want, and cdl it dinner, or pain, o—Ilove, or something, he
exclamed, ‘it means that I've had it before? And that's why | know it The last five words were
not a question but a statement of fact gpparently.

The doctor pretended not to notice the variants of dinner. At least he did not draw attention to
them.

‘Not necessrily, he answered. ‘The things you fed you want may be the things that
everybody wants—things common to the race. Such wants are naturdly in your blood; you fed
them because your parents, your grandparents, and dl humanity in turn behind your own
particular family have dways wanted them.’

‘They come out of the sea, you mean?

‘That's very wel expressed, Tom. They come out of the sea of human nature, which is
everywhere the same, yes’

The compliment seemed to annoy the boy.

‘Of course,” he sad bluntly. ‘But—if it hurts? The words were sharply emphasised.

‘Asociation of ideas again. Toothache suggests the pincers. You want to get rid of the pain,
but the pain has to get worse before it can get better. You know that, so you face it gladly—to get
it over.’

“You faceit, yes’ sad Tom. ‘It makes you better in theend.’

It suddenly dawned upon him that his learned father knew nothing, nothing a least that could
help him. He knew only what other people knew. He turned then, and asked the ridiculous
question thet lay a the back of his mind dl the time. It Cost him an effort, for his father would
certainly deem it foolish.

‘Can athing happen before it redly happens?

Dr. Kelverdon may or may not have thought the question foolish; his face was hidden a
moment as he bent down to put the Indian rug draight with his hand. There was no impatience in
the movement, nor was there mockery in his expresson, when he resumed his norma postion.
He had ganed an gpprecidble interval of time—some fifteen seconds. ‘Tom, you've got good
ideasin that head of yours, he said calmly; ‘but what isit that you mean exactly?

Tom was quite ready to amplify. He knew what he meant:

‘If I know something is going to happen, doesn’'t that mean that it has dready happened—and
that | remember it?

‘You're a psychologist as wdl as engineer, Tom,” was the approving reply. ‘It's like this, you
see an emotion, with desre in it, can predict the fulfilment of tha desre. In grest hunger you
imagine you're eating dl sorts of good things’

‘But that’ slooking forward' ; the boy pounced on the mistake. ‘It's not remembering.’



‘That is the difficulty, explained his father; ‘to decide whether you're anticipating only—or
actudly remembering.’

‘1 see) Tom said politely.

All this andyds conceded merdy: it did not reved. The thing itsdf dived deeper out of dght
with every phrase. He knew quite wel the difference between anticipating and remembering.
With the later there was the sensation of having been through it. Each time he remembered
seeing Lettice the sensation was the same, but when he looked forward to seeing her again the
sensation varied with his mood.

For instance, Tom—between oursdves this—were going to send May to that Finishing
School in France where Lettice is’ The doctor, it seemed, spoke cardlessy while he gathered his
papers together with a view to going out. He did not look at the boy; he said it walking about the
room. ‘Mary will look forward to it and think about it SO much that when she gets there it will
seem alittle familiar to her, asif—amogt asif she remembered it

‘Thank you, father; | see, yes’ murmured Tom. But in his mind a voice sad so digtinctly
‘Rot!” that he was haf afraid the word was audible.

“Y ou see the difficulty, en? And the difference?

‘Rather, exclamed the boy with decison.

And thereupon, without the dightest warning, he looked out of the window and asked certain
other questions. Evidently they cost him effort; his will forced them out. Since his back was
turned he did not see his father’s understanding smile, but neither did the latter see the lad's
crimson cheeks, though possibly he divined them.

‘ Father—is Miss Aylmer older than me?

‘Ask Mary, Tom. She'll know. Or, stay—I’ll ask her for you—if you like’

‘Oh, that's dl right. | just wanted to know,” with an assumed indifference that barely concedled
the tremor in the voice.

‘| suppose, came a moment later, ‘a Member of Parliament is a grander thing than a doctor, is
it?

‘That depends,’ replied his father, ‘upon the man himsdf. Some M.P.’s vote as they're told,
and never open their mouths in the House. Some doctors, again—"’

But the boy interrupted him. He quite understood the point.

‘I’ sfine to be an engineer, though, isn't it? he asked. ‘It'sared professon?

‘The world couldn't get dong without them, or the Government ether. It's a most important
professon indeed.’

Tom, playing idly with the swinging tassd of the window-blind, asked one more question. His
voice and manner were admirably under control, but there was a gulp, and his father heard and
noted it.

‘Shdl | have—shdl | be rich enough—to marry—some day?

Dr. Kelverdon crossed the room and put his hand on his son’'s shoulder, but did not try to make
him show his face. ‘Yes’ he sad quietly, ‘you will, my boy—when the time comes’ He paused
a moment, then added: ‘But money will not make you a disinguished man, whereas if you
become a famous engineer, you'll have money of your own and—any nice girl would be proud
to haveyou.’

‘I se¢) sad Tom, tying the drings of the tassd into knots, then untying them again with a
visble excess of energy—and the conversation came somewhat goruptly to an end. He was
aware of the invitation to talk further about Lettice Aylmer, but he ressted and declined it. What
was the use. He knew his own mind aready about that.



Yet, drictly spesking, Tom was not imaginative. It was as if an indinct taught him. More and
more, the Wave, with its accompanying detalls of Eyes and Whiff seemed to him the ghost of
some dim memory that brought a forgotten warning in its tran—something missed, something to
be repeated, something to be faced and learned and—mastered. .

His father, meanwhile, went forth upon his rounds that day, much preoccupied about the
character of his edest boy. He fdt a particular interest in the peculiar obsesson that he knew
overshadowed the young, growing life. It puzzZled him; he found no due to it; in his thought he
was aware of a fant uneasness, dthough he did not give it a definite name—something akin to
what the mother fdt. Admitting he was baffled, he fell back, however, upon such generdities as
prenatd influence, ancedtrd, racid, and so eventudly dismissed it from his active mind.

Tom, meanwhile, for his part, dso went dong his steep, predestined path. The nightmare had
entirdly deserted him, he now rardy dreamed; and his outer life shaped bravely, @ with a boy of
will, honesty, and hedthy ambition might be expected. Nether Wavy feding, Eyes, nor Whiff
obtruded themsdlves. they left him done and waited: he never forgot them, but he did not seek
them out. Things once firmly redised remaned in his consciousness, he knew that his life was
risng like a wave, that dl his energies worked in the form of waves, his moods and wishes, his
passons, emations, yearnings—al expressed themsdves by means of this undterable formula,
yet dl contributed findly to the one big important Wave whose climax would be reached only
when it fell. He distinguished between Wave and Ripples. He, therefore, did not trouble himsdlf
with imaginary detalls, he did not search; he waited. This deady drength was his. His firm,
square jaw and the fear less eyes of grey beneath the shock of draight dark har told plainly
enough the kind of gtuff behind them. No one a school took unnecessary liberties with Tom
Kelverdon.

But, having discovered one pair of Eyes, he did not let them go. In his earnest, dull, inflexible
way he loved ther owner with a beief in her truth and loydty that admitted of no dightest
question. Had his mother divined the drength and vaue of his passon, she would surdy have
asked hersdf with painful misgiving: ‘Is she—can she be—worthy of my boy? But his mother
guessed it as little as any one dse even the doctor had forgotten those early dgns of its
exigence; and Tom was not the kind to make unnecessary confidences, nor to need sympathy in
any matter he was sure about.

There was down now upon his upper lip, for he was close upon seventeen and the Entrance Ex-
amination was risng to the crest of its paticular minor wave, yet during the two years interva
nothing—no gngle fact—had occurred to judify his fath or to confirm its amazing certainty
within his heart. Mary, his sger, had not gone after dl to the Finishing School in France other
girl friends came to spend the holidays with her; the Irish member of Parliament had either died
or sunk into another kind of oblivion; the paths of the Keverdons and the Aylmer family hed
gone apat; and the name of Lettice no longer thrilled the ar across the tea-table, nor chance
reports of her doingsfilled the London house with sudden light.

Yet or Tom she exised more potently than ever. His yearning never lessened; he was sure she
remembered him as he remembered her; he persuaded himsdf that she thought about him; she
doubtless knew that he was going to be an engineer. He had cut a thread from the carpet in the
hal—from the exact spot her flying foot had touched that Tuesday when she scampered off from
him—and kept it in the drawer besde the Eastern packet that enshrined the Whiff. Occasionaly
he took it out and touched it, fingered it, even caressed it; the thread and the perfume belonged
together; the ritud of the childish years dtered alittle—worship raised it to a higher level.



He saw her with her hair done up now, long skirts, and a softer expresson in the tender,
fathful eyes the tomboy in her had disappeared; she gazed a him with admiration. The face was
oddly red, it came very close to his own; once or twice, indeed, their cheeks amost touched:
‘amog,;’ because he withdrew ingtantly, uneasily aware that he had gone too fa—not that the
intimacy was unwelcome, but that it was somehow premature. And the ingtant he drew back, a
kind of lightning distance came between them; he saw her eyes across an immense and curious
interva, though whether of time or space he could not tell. There was strange heat and radiance
in it—as of some blazing amosphere that was not England.

The eyes, moreover, held a new expresson when this hagppened—pity. And with this pity came
dso pan: the drange, rich pain broke over dl the other happier fedings in him and swamped
them utterly. . . .

But a that point indinct failed him; he could not undersand why she should pity him, why
pain should come to him through her, nor why it was necessary for him to fed and face it. He
only fet sure of one thing—that it was essentid to the formation of the Wave which was his life.
The Wave mugt ‘happen,’ or he would miss an important object of his being—and she would
somehow miss it too. The Wave would one day fdl, but when it fdl she would be with him, by
his sde, under the mighty curve, involved in the crash and tumult—with himsdif.

CHAPTERV

Then, without any warning, he received a second shock—it fdl upon him from the blue and
came direct from Lettice.

The occasion was a tennis party in the garden ty the sea where the family had come to spend
the summer holidays. Tom was dready a College, doing brilliantly, and rapidly growing up. The
Augugt afternoon was very hot; no wind ruffled the quiet blue-green water; there were no waves,
the leaves of the privet hedge upon the sde of the diffs were motionless. A couple of Chak-
Blues danced round and round each other as though a wire connected them, and Tom, waking in
to tea with his partner after a victorious game, found himsdf watching the butterflies and making
a remark about them—a chance obsarvation merdy to fill an empty pause. He fdt as little
interest in the insects as he did in his partner, an uncommonly pretty, sunburned girl, whose bare
ams and hatless light hair became her admirably. She, however, approved of the remark and by
no means despised the opportunity to linger a moment by the sde of her companion. They stood
together, perhaps a dozen seconds, watching the capricious scraps of colour rise, float over the
privet hedge on balanced wngs, dip abruptly down and vanish on the farther sde below the diff.
The girl sad something—an intentiond something that was meant to be heard and answered: but
no answer was forthcoming. She repeated the remark with emphass, then, as Hill no answer
came, she laughed brightly to make his slence gppear naturd.

But Tom had no word to say. He had not noticed the manoauvre of the girl, nor the mancauvre
of the two Chak-Blues, neither had he heard the words, athough conscious that she spoke. For
in thet brief ingtant when the insects floated over the hedge, his eyes had wandered beyond them
to the seq, and on the seq, far off againg the cloudless horizon, he had seen—the Wave.

Thinking it over afterwards, however, he redlised that it was not actudly a wave he saw, for the
surface of the blue-green sea was smooth as the tennis lawn itsdlf: it was the sudden appearance
of the ‘wavy feding that made him think he saw the old, familiar outline of his early dream. He
had objectified his emation. His father perhaps would have called it association of idess.



Abruptly, out of nothing obvious the feding rose and mestered him: and, after its
quiescence—its absence—for 0 long an intervd, this revivd without hint or waning of any
kind was disconcerting. The feding was vivid and unmistakable. The joy and terror swept him as
of old. He braced himsdlf. Almost—he began shuffling with hisfedt. . .

‘Tea's waiting for you'; his mother’s voice floated to his ears across the lawn, as he turned
with an effort from the sea and made towards the group about the tables. The Wave, he knew,
was coming up behind him, growing, risng, curving high agang the evening sky. Bedde him
walked the sunburned girl, wondering doubtless a his dlence, but happy enough, it seemed, in
her own interpretation of its cause. Scarcely aware of her presence, however, Tom was searching
amog fiercdy in his thoughts, searching for the clue. He knew there was a clue, he fet sure of
it; the ‘wavy feding had not come with this overwhdming suddenness without a reason.
Something had brought it back. But what? Was there any recent factor in his life that might
explain it? He sole a swift glance at the girl beside him had she, perhaps, to do with it? They had
played tennis together for the firgt time that afternoon: he had never seen her before, was not
even quite sure of her name; to him, so far, she was only ‘a very pretty girl who played a ripping
game.’ Had thisgirl to do with it?

Feding his questioning look, she glanced up a him and smiled. “You're very absent- minded,
she obsarved with mischief in her manner. ‘You took so many of my bdls it's tired you out!
She had beautiful blue eyes, and her voice, he noticed for the firgt time, was very plessant. Her
figure was dim, her ankles nest, she had nice, even teeth. But, even as he registered the charming
detalls, he knew quite wdl that he registered them, one and dl, as belonging merdy to a member
of the sex, and not to this girl in paticular. For al he cared, she might follow the two Chalk-
Blues and disgppear bdlow the edge of the dliff into the sea This ‘pretty girl ‘left him as
untroubled as she found him. The wavy feding was not brought by her.

He drank his tea, keeping his back to the sea, and as the tak was lively, his slence was not
noticed. The Wave, meanwhile, he knew, had come up closer. It towered above him. Its presence
would shortly be explained. Then, suddenly, in the middle of a discusson as to partners for the
games to follow, a further detall presented itsdf—aso gpparently out of nothing. He smdt the
Whiff. He knew then that the Wave was poised immediately above his head, and that he stood
undernegth its threatening great curve. The clue, therefore, was at hand.

And a this moment his father came into wew, moving across the lawn towards them from the
French window. No one guessed how Tom welcomed the dight diverson, for the movement was
dready in his legs and in another moment must have st his feat upon that dreadful shuffling. As
from a disance, he heard the forma tak and introductions, his father's statement that he had
won his round of golf with ‘the Dean,’ praise of the westher, and something or other about the
drange dillness of the sea—but then, with a sudden, hollow crash againg his very ear, the
gopaling words. ‘. . . broke his mashie into splinters, yes. And, by the by, the Dean knows the
Aylmers. They were daying here earlier in the summer, he told me Lettice, the girl,—Mary's
friend, you remember—is going to be married thisweek. . .’

Tom clutched the back of the wicker-chair in front of him. The sun went out. An icy ar passed
up his spine. The blood drained from his face. The tennis courts, and the group of white figures
moving towards them, swung up into the sky. He gripped the chair till the rods of wicker pressed
through the flesh into the bone. For a moment he fdt that the sensation of actud sickness was
more than he could magter; hislegs bent like paper benesth hisweight.

‘“You remember Lettice, Tom, don't you? his father was saying somewhere in mid-air above
him.



‘Yes, rather.” Apparently he said these words, the air a any rate went through his teeth and
lips, and the same minute, with a superhuman effort that only just escaped a sagger, he moved
away towards the tennis courts. His feet carried him, that is, across the lawn, where some figures
dresed in white were cdling his name loudly; his legs went automaicdly. ‘Hold steady!” he
remembers saying somewhere deep indde him. ‘Don't make an ass of yoursdf’; whereupon
another voice—or was it dill his own?—joined in quickly, ‘She's gone from me, Lettice has
gone. She's dead.” And the words, for the fird time in his life, had meaning: for the firg time in
his life, rather, he redised what ther meaning was. The Wave had fdlen. Moreover—this dso
for thefirg timein the higtory of the Wave—there was something audible. He heard a Sound.

Shivering in the hot summer sunshine, as though icy water drenched him, he knew the same
ingant that he was wrong about the faling: the Wave, indeed, had curled lower over him than
ever before, had even toppled—»but it had not broken. As a whole, it had not broken. It was a
smaler wave, upon the parent Sde, that had formed and falen. The sound he heard was the soft
crash of his lesser wave that grew out of the grester mass of the origind monger, broke upon
the risng volume of it, and returned into the greater body. It was a ripple only. The shock and
terror he felt were a foretaste of what the find smothering crash would be. Yet the Sound he had
heard was not the sound of water. There was a sharp, odd rattling in it that he had never
conscioudy heard before. And it was—dry.

He reached the group of figures on the tennis-courts: he played: a violent energy had replaced
the sudden physical weskness. His Kill, it seemed astonished everybody; he drove and smashed
and volleyed with a recklessness that was dways accurate but when, a the end of the amazing
game, he heard voices prasing him, as from a digance, he knew only that there was a taste of
gdl and ashes in his mouth, and that he had but one desre-to get to his room aone and open the
drawer. Even to himsdf he would not admit that he wished for the relief of tears. He put it,
rather, that he must see and fed the one red thing that ill connected him with Lettice—the
thread of carpet she had trodden on. That—and the ‘whiff’ —aone could comfort him.

The comedy, tha is, of dl big events lay in it; no one must see, no one must know: no one
must guess the exigence of this swedt, rich pain that ravaged the heart in him until from very
numbness it ceased aching. He double-locked the bedroom door. He had waited till darkness
folded away the staring day, till the long dinner was over, and the drawn-out evening afterwards.
None, fortunately, had noticed the change in his demeanour his slence, his absentmindedness
when spoken to, his want of appetite. ‘She is going to be married . . . this week,” were the only
words he heard; they kept ringing in his brain. To his immense rdief the family had not referred
toit agan.

And a last he had said good-night and was in his room—alone. The drawer was open. The
morsdl of green thread lay in his hand. The faint eastern Perfume floated on the ar. ‘I am not a
sentimental ass; he said to himsdf doud, but in a low, steady tone. ‘She touched it, therefore it
has pat of her life about it dill.” Three years and a hdf ago! He examined the diary too; lived
over in thought every detall of their so-dight acquaintance together; they were few enough; he
remembered every one. Prolonging the backward effort, he reviewed the history of the Wave.
His mind dretched back to his earliest recollections of the nightmare. He faced the stuation,
tried to force its inner meaning from it, but without success.

He did not linger usdesdy upon any detail, nor did he return upon his traces as a sentimenta
youth might do, prolonging the vanished sweetness of recollection in order to taste the pain more
vividly. He merdly ‘read up, S0 to spegk, the history of the Wave to get a bird' s-eye view of it.
And in the end he obtained a certain satisfaction from the process—a certain strength. That is to



say, he did not understand, but he accepted. ‘Lettice has gone from me—but she hasn’t gone for
good.” The deep reflection of hours condensed itsdlf into this.

Whatever might happen ‘temporarily,” the girl was loyd and true and she was—his. It never
once occurred to him to blame or chide her. All that she did sincerdly, she had a right to do. They
werein the ‘underneath’ together for ever and ever. They werein the sea.

The pan, nevethdess, was acute and agonisng; the temporary separation of ‘France was
nothing compared to this temporary separation of her marrying. There were dternae intervas of
numbness and of acute sensation; for each time thought and feding collapsed from the long
drain of ther own tenson, the reief that followed proved fadse and vain. Up sprang the aching
pan agan, the hungry longing, the dull, sweet yearning and te whole sensation darted afresh as
a the fird, yet with a vividness that increased with each new redisation of it. ‘“Wish | could cry it
out, hethought. ‘1 wouldn’t be a bit ashamed to cry.” But he had no tearsto spill. . . .

Midnight passed towards the smdl hours of the morning, and the smdl hours dipped on
towards the dawn before he put away the parce of tissue-paper, closed the drawer and locked it.
And when a length he dropped exhausted into bed, the eastern sky was dready tinged with the
crimson of another summer’s day. He dreaded it, and closed his eyes. It had tennis parties and
engagements in its wearisome, long hours of heat and utter emptiness.

Just before actud deep took him, however, he was aware of one other singular reflection. It
roe of its own accord out of tha moment's cam when thought and feding sank away and
deliberate effort ceased: the fact namely that, with the arriva of the Sound, dl his five senses had
been now affected. His entire being, through the only channels of perception it possessed, had
responded to the existence of the Wave and dl it might portend. Here was no case of a dngle
sense being tricked by some illuson: dl five supported each other, taste being, of course, a
modification of smell.

And the drange reflection brought to his aching mind and weary body a measure of reief. The
Wavewasred: being red, it was dso wel worth facing when it—fdl.

CHAPTER VI

Between twenty and thirty a man rises through years reckless of power and spendthrift of easy
promises. The wave of life is risng, and every force tends upwards in a steady rush. At thirty
comes a pause upon the leve, but with thirty-five there are Sgns of the droop downhill. Age is
first redlised when, insead of looking forward only, he surprises thought in the act of looking—
behind.

Of the physcd, a any rate, this is true for the mentd and emotiona wave is ill ripening
towards its higher curve, while the spiritud crest hangs hiding in the sky far overhead, beckoning
beyond towards unvistaed reaches.

Tom Keverdon climbed through these crowded years with the usud scars and bruises, but
deadily, and without the shame of any condderéble dissster. His fahe's influence having
procured him an opening in an enginering firm of the firsg importance, his own tdent and
goplication maintained the origind momentum bravely. He judified his choice of a professon.
Also, gaing eagely into lifé's marvelous shop-window, he entered, hand in pocket, and made
the customary purchases of the enchantress behind the counter. If worthless, well,—everybody
bought them; the things had been consummatdy advertised; he paid his money, found out ther
vaue, threw them away or kept them accordingly. A certain good taste made his choice not too



foolish: and there was this wholesome soundness in him, that he rarely repeated a purchase that
had furnished him chegp goods. Sowly he began to find himsdif.

From learning what it meant to be wdl thrashed by a boy he loathed, and to gpply a smilar
treetment himsdf—he passed on to the pleasure of being told he had nice eyes, that his voice
was plessant, his presence interesting. He fdl in love—and out again. But he went draight.
Moreover, beyond a given point in any affar of the heart he seemed unable to advance: some
secret, inner tenson held him back. While believing he loved various adorable girls the years
offered him, he found it impossble to open his lips and tell them so. And the myderious ingtinct
invarigbly judtified itsdf: they faded; one and al, soon after separation. There was no wave in
them; they wereripplesonly. . . .

And, meanwhile, as the years rushed up towards the cres of thirty, he did wel in his
professon, worked for the firm in many lands, obtained the confidence of his principas, and
proved his steady judgment if not his brilliance. He became, too, a good, if generous, judge of
other men, seeing dl sorts, both good and bad, and in every kind of dStuation that proves
character. His nature found excuses too eadsly, perhaps, for the unworthy ones. It is not a bad
plan, wiser companions hinted, to redise that a man has dak behaviour in him, while yet
believing that he need not necessarily prove it. The other view has something childlike in it; Tom
Kelverdon kept, possbly, this ampler atitude dive in him, trusting overmuch, because suspicion
was abhorrent to his soul. The man of idedls had never become the man of the world. Some high,
gentle indinct had presarved him from the infliction that so often results in this regrettable
converson. Slow to didike, he saw the best in everybody. ‘Not a bad felow,” he would say of
some one quite obvioudy detestable. ‘1 admit his face and voice and manner are againgt him; but
that's not his fault exactly. He didn’t make himsalf you know.’

The idea of a tide in the affairs of men is obvious, familiar enough. Nations rise and fdl, equaly
with the fortunes of a family. History repesats itsdf so does the tree, the rose and if a man live
long enough he recovers the dtate of early childhood. There is repetition everywhere. But while
some think evolution moves in a draght line forward, others speculate fancifully thet it has a
soira twist upwards. At any given moment, that is, the soul looks down upon a passage made
before—but from a point a little higher. Without living through events dreedy experienced, it
literdly lives them over; it sees them mapped out below, and with the bird's-eye view it under-
gands them.

And in regard to his memory of Lettice Aylmer—the fact that he was 4ill waiting for her and
ghe for him—this was somewhat the fanciful conception that lodged itsdf, subconscioudy
perhaps, in the mind of Tom Kelverdon, grown now to man's edtate. He was dimly aware of a
curious familiarity with his presant gStuation, a sense of repetitionyet with a difference.
Something he had experienced before was coming to him again. It was waiting for him. Its wave
was risng. When it happened before it had not happened properly somehow—had left a sense of
defeat, of dissatisfaction behind. He had teken it, perhaps, a the period of receding momentum,
and s0 had falled towards it. This time he meant to face it. His own phrase, as has been seen, was
ample ‘I'll let it dl come’ It was something his character needed. Degp down within him hid
this atitude, and with the passage of the years it remained—though remained an attitude merely.

But the attitude, being subconscious in him, developed into a definite point of view that came,
more and more, to influence the way he fdt towards life in generd. Life was too active to dlow
of much introgpection, yet whenever pauses came—pauses in thought and feding, dill
backwaters in which he lay without pogtive direction—there, banked up, unchanging in the



background, stood the enduring thing: his love for Lettice Aylmer. And this background was ‘the
sed of his boyhood days, the ‘undernesth’ in which they remained undterably together. There,
too, hid the four sgns that haunted his impressonable youth: the Wave, the other Eyes the
Whiff, the Sound. In due course, and a their appointed time, they would combine and ‘ happen’
in his outward life. The Wave would—fall.

Meanwhile his sense of humour had long ago persuaded him that, so far as any clam upon the
girl exiged, or that she reciprocated his own deep passion, his love-dream was of questionable
security. The man in him that built bridges and cut tunnels laughed a it; the man tha devised
these firg in imagination, however, believed in it, and wated. Behind thought and reason,
suspected of none with whom he daly came in contact, and surprised only by himsdf when he
floated in these dlent, tideless backwaters—it persasted with an amazing conviction that seemed
degthless, in these cdm deeps of his being, securdly anchored, hid wha he cdled the ‘spird’
atitude. The thing that was coming, a tragedy whereof that childish nightmare was both a
memory and a premonition, dung and haunted gill with its sense of dim familiarity. Something
he had known before would eventudly repeat itsdf. But—with a difference that he would see it
from above—from a higher curve of the ascending spird.

There lay the enticing wonder of the gStuation. With his present English temperament, stolid
rather, he would meset it differently, treat it otherwise, learn and understand. He would see it from
another—highe—point of view. He would know grest pain, yet some pat of him would look
on, compare, accept the pain—and smile. The words that offered themsdaves were that he had *
auffered blindly, but suffered with fierce and bitter resentment, savagely, even with murder in
his heart; suffered, moreover, somehow or other at the hands of Lettice Aylmer.

Lettice, of course—he clung to it asurdly sill—was true and loya to him, though married to
another. Her name was changed. But Lettice Aylmer was not changed. And this mad assurance,
though he kept it ddiberately from his conscious thoughts, perssted with the rest of the curious
business, for nothing, apparently, could destroy it in him. It was part d the Stuation, as he cdled
it, part of the *sea,” out of which would rise eventudly—the Wave.

Outwardly, meanwhile, much had happened to him, each experience contributing its modifying
touch to the character as he redised it, instead of merdy knowing that it came to others. His
gger married Tim, following his father's trade, became a doctor with a provincid practice,
buried in the country.

His father died suddenly while he was away in Canada, busy with a prarie rallway across the
wheat fidds of Assniboia He met the usud disllusons in a series, savoured and mastered
them more or lessin turn.

He was in England when his mother died; and, while his other experiences were ripples only,
her going had the wave in it. The enormous mother-tie came aso out of the ‘sed’; its didocation
was a shock of fundamental kind, and he fdt it in the foundaions of his life. It was one of the
things he could not quite redise. He ill fdt her dways close and near. He had just been made a
junior partner in the firm; the love and pride in her eyes, before they faded from the world of
partnerships, were unmigtekable: ‘Of course, she murmured, her thin hand dlinging to his own,
‘they had to do it . . . if only your father knew . . " and she was gone. The wave of her life sank
back into the sea whence it arose. And her going somehow strengthened him, added to his own
foundations, as though her wave had merged in his.

With her departure, he fet vaguely the desre to sdtle down, to marry. Unconscioudy he
caught himsdf thinking of women in a new light, apprasng them as possble wives It was a
dangerous attitude rather; for a man then seeks to persuade himsdef that such and such a woman



may do, ingead of awaiting the inevitable draw of love which aone can judify a life-long union.
In Tom's case, however, as with the smdler fires of his younger days, he never came to a
decison, much less to a pogtive confesson. His immense idedism concerning women preserved
him from being caught by mere outward beauty. While aware that Lettice was an impossble
dream of boyhood, he yet clung to an ided she somehow foreshadowed and typified. He never
relinquished this sandard of his dresm; a myderious woman waited for him somewhere, a
woman with dl the fary qudities he had built about her persondity; a woman he could not
possibly mistake when at last he met her. Only he did not meet her. He waited.

And S0 it was, as time passed onwards, that he found himsdf sanding upon the little leve
platform of his life a a stage nearer to thirty-five than thirty, conscious that a pause surrounded
him. There was a Iull. The rush of the years dowed down. He looked about him. He looked—
back.

CHAPTER VII

The paticular moment when this happened, suitable, too, in a chance, odd way, was upon a
mountain ridge in winter, a leve plaiform of icy show to which he had cimbed with some hoted
acquaintances on a ski-ing expedition. It was on the Polish sde of the Hohe Tatra

Why, a this specid moment, pausng for breath and admiring the immense wintry scene about
him, he should have redised that he reeched a amilar postion in his life, is hard to say. There is
dways a paticular moment when big changes dam atention. They have been coming dowly;
but & a given moment they announce themsdves. Tom associated that icy ridge above Zakopané
with a pause in the rushing of the years ‘I'm getting on towards middle age; the firsd swift
dimb—impetuous youth—lies now behind me’ The physcd pardld doubtless suggested it; he
had felt his legs and wind a trifle less willing, perhaps, there was Hill a steep, laborious dope of
snow beyond; he discovered that he was no longer twenty-five

He drew breath and watched the rest of the party as they dowly came nearer in the track he had
made through the deep snow below. Each man made this track in his turn, it was hard work, his
share was done. ‘Nagorsky will tackle the next bit} he thought with relief, watching a young
Pole of twenty-three in the ascending ling, and glancing a the summit beyond where the run
home was to begin. And then the wonder of the white slent scene invaded him, the exhilarating
thrill of the vast wintry heights swept over him, he forgot the toil, he regained his wind and felt
his muscles taut and vigorous once more. It was pleasant, standing upon this leve ridge, to
ingpect the long ascent below, and to know the heavy yet enjoyable exertion was nearly over.

But he had fdt—older. That ridge remaned in his memory as the occason of its firs
redlisation; a dbor opened behind him; he looked back. He envied the other’s twenty-three years.
It is curious that, about thirty, a man feds he is getting old, whereas a forty he feds himsdf
young again. At thirty he judges by the standard of eighteen, a the later aye by that of sSixty. But
this particular occason remaned vivid for another reason—it was accompanied by a strange
sensation he had amogt forgotten; and so long an interval had eapsed since its last manifestation
that for a moment a kind of confuson dopped upon him, as from the cloudless sky. Something
was gathering behind him, something was about to fal. He recognised the familiar feding that
he knew of old, the subterranean thrill, the rich, sweet pain, the power, the redity. It was the
wavy feding.

Bdanced on his ki, the sedskin drips gripping the icy ridge securdly, he turned inginctively
to seek the reason, if any were vishble, of the abrupt revival. His mind, heped by the stimulating



ar and sunshing, worked swiftly. The odd confuson clouded his faculties dill, as in a dream
date, but he pierced it in saverd directions smultaneoudy.

Was it that, envying ancther's youth, he had re-entered imaginativey his own youthful
fedings? He looked down at the rest of the party climbing towards him. And doing so, he picked
out the dim figure of Nagorsky's Sder, a girl whose winter costume became her marveloudy,
and whom the happy intimacy of the hotel life had made so desrable that an expedition without
her seemed a log, blank day. Unless she was of the party there was no sunshine. He watched her
now, looking adorable in her big gauntlet gloves, her short skirt, her tassdled cap of black and
gold, a fary figure on the big showfidd, filling the world with sunshine—and knew abruptly that
she meant to him just exactly—nothing. The intengty of the wavy feding reduced her to an
unredlity.

It was not she who brought the great emation.

The confuson in him deegpened. Another scde of measurement appeared. The crowded
intervening years now seemed but a pause, a brief dday; he had run down a sde track and
returned. He had not grown older. Seen by the grand scde to which the Wave and ‘sed
belonged, he had scarcdy moved from the old darting-point, where, far avay in some un-
assallable recess of life, ill waiting for him, sood—L ettice Aylmer.

Turning his eyes, then, from the gpproaching climbers, he glanced a the steep dope above
him, and sav—as once before on the English coas—something that took his bresth away and
made his muscles weak. He stared up at it. It looked down at him.

Five hundred feet above, outlined againg the sky of crystd clearness, ran a colossd wave of
solid snow. At the highest point it was, of course, a cornice, but towards the east, whence came
the prevailing wesather, the wind had so manipulated the mass that it formed a curling billow,
twenty or thirty feet in depth, legping over in the very act of breaking, yet arrested just before it
fdl. It hung wating in mid-air, perfectly moulded, a wave—but a wave of snow.

It swung aong the ridge for haf a mile and more: it seemed to fill the sky; it rose out of the sea
of eternd snow below it, poised between the earth and heavens. In the hollow benesth its curve
lay purple shadows the eye could not pierce. And the smilaity to the earlier episode struck him
vividly; in each case Nature assisted with a visble wave as by way of counterpat; each time,
too, there was a girl—as though some dgnificance of sex hid in the ‘wavy feding” He was
profoundly puzzled.

The same second, in this wintry world where movement, sound, and perfume have no place,
there stole to his nodtrils across the desolate ranges another detail. It was more intimate in its
gopea even than the wavy feding, yet was pat of it. He recognised the Whiff. And the joint
attack, both by its suddenness and by its intendty, overwhdmed him. Only the Sound was
lacking, but thet, too, he fdt, was on the way. Already a sharp indinctive movement was running
down hislegs. He began to shuffle on his ski. .

A chorus of voices, as from far away, broke round him, disturbing the intense dillness; and he
knew that the others had reached the ridge. With a violent effort he mastered the ridiculous
movement of his disobedient legs, but wha redly saved him from embarrassng notice was the
breathless state of his companions, and the fact that his action looked after al quite naturd—he
seemed merely rubbing his ski dong the snow to clean their under-surface.

Exclamations in French, English, Polish rose on dl sdes, as the view into the degp opposing
vdley caught the eye, and a shower of questions al ddivered a once, drew dtention from
himsdf. What scenery, what a sky, what masses of untrodden snow! Should they lunch on the
ridge or continue to the summit? What were the names of dl these pesks, and was the Danube



visble? How lucky there was no wind, and how they pitied the people who stayed behind in the
hotelss Sweaters and woollen waistcoats emerged from haf a dozen knapsacks, cooking
apparatus was produced, one chose a spot to make a fire, while another broke the dead branches
from a sunted pine, and in five minutes had made a blaze behind a little wal of piled-up snow.
The Polish girl came up and asked Tom for his Zess glases, examined the soaring dope
beyond, then obediently put on the extra swegter he held out for her. He hardly saw her face, and
cetainly did not notice the expresson in her eyes. All took off their ski and plunged them
upright in the nearest drift. The sun blazed everywhere, the snow crystals sparkled. They settled
down for lunch, a smdl dark clot of busy life upon the vast expanse of desolate snow . . . and
anything unusua about Tom Keverdon, muffled to the throat againg the freezing cold, his eyes,
moreover, concealed by green snow- spectacles, was certainly not noticed.

Another party, besdes, was discovered climbing upwards aong their own laborious track: in
the absorbing busness of saisfying big appetites, tending the fire, and speculating who these
other skiers might be, Tom's slence caused no comment. His sdf-control, for the rest, was soon
recovered. But his interest in the expedition had oddly waned; he was ill searching furioudy in
his thoughts for an explanaion of the unexpected ‘atack,’ waiting for the Sound, but chiefly
wondering why his boyhood' s nightmare had never reveded that the Wave was of show instead
of water—and, a the same time, oddly convinced that he had moved but one stage nearer to its
find eucidation. That it was solid he had adready discovered, but that it was actudly of snow left
acurious doubt in him.

Of dl this he was thinking as he devoured his eggs and sandwiches, something ill trembling
in him, nerves keenly sengtive, but not quite persuaded that this wave of snow was the sufficient
cause of what he had just experienced—when a length the other cdlimbers, moving swiftly, came
cose enough to be ingpected. The cusomary remarks and criticisms passed from mouth to
mouth, with warnings to lower voices since sound caried too essly in the rarefied ar. One of
the party was soon recognised as the hote doctor, and the other, first set down as a Norwegian
owing to his light har, shining hatless in the sunlight, proved on closer goproach to be an
Englishman—both men evidently experienced and accomplished ‘ runners.

In any other place the two parties would hardly have spoken, settling down into opposing
camps of hodile slence but in the londy winter mountains human relationship becomes more
naturd; the time of day was quickly passed, and detalls of the route exchanged; the doctor and
his friend mingled easly with the firg arivas, dl agreed spontaneoudy to teke the run home
together; and findly, when names were produced with laughing introductions, the Englishman—
by one of those coincidences people pretend to think strange, but that actually ought to occur
more often than they do—turned out to be known to Tom, and after consderable explanations
was proved to be more than that—a cousin.

Wedcoming the diverson making the most of it in fact, Keverdon presented Anthony
Windowe to his Polish companions with a certain zed to which the new ariva responded with
equa plessure. The light-haired blue-eyed Englishman, young and skilful on his ki, formed a
didinct addition to the party. He was tdl, with a dight stoop about the shoulders that suggested
study; he was gay and very easy-going too. It was ‘Tom’ and ‘Tony’ before lunch was over; they
recdled ther private school, a fight, an eternd friendship vowed after it, and the twenty
intervening years melted as though they had not been.

‘Of course’ Tom said, proud of his new-found cousin, ‘and I've read your bird books, what's
more. By Jove, you're quite an authority on naturd history, aren’'t you?



The other modestly denied any notoriety, but the girls, especialy Nagorsky’'s sgter, piqued by
Tom's want of notice, pressed for details in their pretty broken English. It became a merry and
familiar party, as the way is with eassy foreigners, particularly when they meat in such wild and
unconventional surroundings. Windowe had lantern dides in his trunk: that night he promised to
show them: they chattered and paid compliments and laughed, Tony explaining that he was on
his way to Egypt to study the bird-life dong the Nile. Naturd history was his passon; he talked
delightfully; he made the bird and animd life seem red and intereting there was imagination,
humour, lightness in him. There was a fascination, too, not due to looks done It was in his
atmosphere, what is currently, perhaps, called magnetism.

‘No animds here for you,” said agirl, pointing to the world of white death about them.

‘Theré's something better, he sad quickly in quite decent Polish. ‘Were dl in the animd
kingdom, you know.” And he glanced with a bow of admiration at the speaker, whom the others
ingtantly began to tease. It was Irena, Nagorsky's sigter; she flushed and laughed. ‘We thought,’
she said, ‘you were Norwegian, because of your light hair, and the way you moved on your ski.’

‘A great compliment, he rgoined, ‘but | saw you long ago on the ridge, and | knew a once
that you were—Polish.’

The girl returned his bow. ‘The largest compliment,” she answered galy, ‘I had ever in my
life’

Tom had only arived two days before, bringing a letter of introduction to the doctor, and that
night he changed his hotd, joining his new friends and his cousn a the Grand. An obvious
flirtation, possbly something more, sprung up spontaneoudy between him and the Polish girl,
but Kelverdon welcomed it and felt no jedousy. ‘Not trespassing, old chap, an I? Tony asked
jokingly, having divined on the mountains that the girl was piqued. ‘On the contrary, was the
honest assurance given frankly, ‘I'm rdieved. A ddightful girl, though, isn't she? And
fascinatingly pretty!’

For the exigence of Nagorsky's dgter had become suddenly to him of no importance
whatsoever. It was drange enough, but the vivid recurrence of long-forgotten symbols that
afternoon upon the heights had restored to him something he had curioudy forgotten, something
he had shamefully neglected, dmog,, it seemed, had been in danger of losng dtogether. It came
back upon him now. He clung desperately to it as to a red, a vitd, a necessary thing. It was a
genuine relief that the relationship between him and the girl might be ended thus. In any case, he
reflected, it would have ‘ended thus a little later—Iike dl the others. No trace or sgn of envy
gayed in him. Irena and Tony, anyhow, seemed admirably suited to one another; he noticed on
the long run home how naturdly they came together. And even his own indifference would not
bring her back to him. He felt quite pleased and stisfied. He had a long tak with Tony before
going to bed. He fdt drawn to him. There was a pontaneous innate sympathy between them.

They had many other talks together, and Tom liked his interesting, brilliant cousn. A week
passed dances, ski-ing trips, skating, and the usua programme of wintry enjoyments filled the
time too quickly; companionship became intimecy; dl sat a the same table Tony became a
generd favouritee He had just that combination of reserve and abandon which—provided
something genuine lies behind—attracts the mgority of people who, being dull, have neither.
Most are reserved, through emptiness, or ese abandoned—adso through emptiness. Tony
Windowe, full of experience and idess, vivid experience and origina ideas, combined the two in
rarest equipoise. It was spontaneous, and not caculated in him. There was a simulaing qudity
in his persondity. Like those tiny, exciting Japanese taes that lead to the edge of a precipice,
then end with unexpected abruptness that is ther purpose, he led dl who liked him to the brink



of a ddightful reveaion—then paused, stopped, vanished. And dl did like him. He was light
and gay, for dl the depth in him. Something of the child peeped out. He won Tom Keverdon's
confidence without an effort. He aso won the affectionate confidence of the Polish girl.

“You're not married, Tony, areyou? Tom asked him.

‘Married!” Tony answered with a flush—he flushed s0 easly when teased—'I love my wild
life and animas far too much! He sammered dightly. Then he looked up quickly into his
cousn's eyes with frankness. Tom, without knowing why, dmog fdt ashamed of having asked
it. ‘I—I never can go beyond a certain point, he sad, ‘with girls. Something dways holds me
back. Odd—isn't it? He hestated. Then this flashed from him: ‘Bees never gp the ladt, the
sweetest drop of honey from the rose, you know. The sunset dways leaves one golden cloud
adrift—eh? So there was poetry in him too!

And Tom, smpler, as wdl as more rigidly moulded, fdt a curious touch of passonate
sympathy as he heard it. His heart went out to the other suddenly with a burst of confidence.
Some barrier mdted in him and disgppeared. For the fird time in his life he knew the inclination,
even the desire, to pesk of things hidden deep within his heart. His cousin would understand.

And Tony's sudden, widtful slence invited the confesson. They had dready been taking of
their forgotten youthful days together. The ground was well prepared. They had even taked of
his sger, May, and her mariage. Tony remembered her diginctly. He spoke of it, leaning
forward and putting a hand on his cousn’'s knee. Tom noticed vagudly the sze of the pam, the
wrig, the fingers—they seemed disproportionate. They were ugly hands. But it was
subconscious notice. His mind was on another thing.

‘| say, Tom began with a sudden plunge, ‘you know a lot aout birds and natura history—
biology too, | suppose. Have you ever heard of the spird movement?

‘Spind, did you say? queried the other, turning the stem of his glass and looking up.

‘No—spiral,’ Tom repeated, laughing dryly in spite of himsdf. ‘I mean the idea—that
evolution, whether individudly in men and animds or with naions—higoricdly, that is—is not
in adraight line ahead, but moves upwards—in apird?

‘Is in the ar,’ replied Tony vaguely, yet somehow as if he knew a great ded more about it.
‘The movement of the race, you mean?

‘And of the individua too. We're here, | mean, for the purpose of development—whatever one
s paticular beief may be—and tha this devdopment, indead of going forwards in a draight
line, has akind of—spird movement—upwards?

Tony looked wonderfully wise. ‘I've heard of it; he sad. ‘The spird movement, as you sy, is
full of suggedtion. It's common among plants. But | don't think science—biology, a any rate—
takes much account of it

Tom interrupted esgerly, and with a cetain grave enthusasm tha evidently intrigued his
companion. ‘I mean—a movement that is dways upwards, dways getting higher, and dways
looking down upon what has gone before. That, if it's true, a soul can look back—Ilook down
upon whét it has been through before, but from a higher point—do you see?

Tony emptied his glass and then lit a cigarette. ‘1 see right enough,’ he sad at length, quick and
facile to appropriate any and every idea he came across, yet obvioudy astonished by his
companion’s sudden seriousness. ‘Only the other day | read that humanity, for ingance, is just
now above the superdtitious period—of the Middle Ages, say—going over it agan—but that the
recrudescence everywhere of psychic interests—fortune-telling, pamigry, magic, and the rest—
has become quas-scientific. It's going through the same period, but seeks to explan and
understand. It’'s above it—one stage or 0. Is that what you mean, perhaps?



Tom drew in his horns, though for the life of him he could not say why. Tony gppropriated his
own idea too easly somehow—had amost read his thoughts. Vagudly he resented it. Tony hed
golen from him—offended against some schoolboy meum and tuum standard.

‘That's it—the idea, & any rae’ he sad, wondering why confidence had frozen in him.
Interesting, rather, isn't it?

And then abruptly he found that he was gtaring a his cousin’'s hands, spread on the table pam
downwards. He had been daring at them for some time, but unconscioudy. Now he saw them.
And there was something about them that he did not like. Absurd as it seemed, his change of
mood had to do with those big, ungainly hands, tanned a deep brown-black by the sun. A faint
shiver ran through him. He looked away.

‘Extreordinary,’ Tony went chattering on. ‘It explans these new wild dances perhaps.
Anything more spiral and twisty than these modern gyrations | never saw!” He turned it off in his
light amusng way, yet as though quite familiar with the deeper aspects of the question—if he
cared. ‘ And what the body does,” he added, ‘the mind has dready done alittle time before!”

He laughed, but whether he was in earnest, or merdy playing with the idea, was uncertain.
What had stopped Tom was, perhaps, that they were not in the same key together; Tom had used
a word he rarely cared to use—soul—it had cost him a cetan effort—but his cousn had not
responded. That, and the hands, explained his change of mood. For the firgt time it occurred to
his honest, smple mind that Tony was of other stuff perhaps, than he had thought. That remark
about the bees and sunset jarred allittle. The lightness suggested insincerity dmodt.

He shook the notion off for it was disagreegble, ungenerous as well. This was holiday-time,
and serious discusson was out of place. The ary lightness in his cousn was just suited to the
conditions of a winter-sport hotel; it was what made him so attractive to al and sundry, so easy
to get on with. Yet Tom would have liked to confide in him, to have told him more, asked further
questions and heard the answers, stranger ill, he would have liked to lead from the spird to the
wave, to his own wavy feding, and, further even—amost to spesk of Lettice and his boyhood
nightmare. He had never met a nan in regard to whom he fet so forthcoming in this way. Tony
aurdy had seriousness and depth in him; this irrepongbility was on the surface only. . . . There
was a quesr confuson in his mind—savera incongruous things trying to combine. . . .

‘I knew a princess once—the widow of a Russan,” Tony was saying. He had been taking on,
galy, lightly, for some time, but Tom, busy with these reflections, had not lisened properly. He
now looked up sharply, something suddenly dert in him. ‘They're dl princes in Russa’ Tony
laughed; ‘it means less than Count in France or von in Germany.” He stopped and drained his
glass. ‘But you know, he went on, his thoughts haf esewhere, it seemed, ‘it's bad for a country
when titles are too common, it lowers the arigtocratic idedl. In the Caucasus—Batoum, for
indance—every Georgian is a noble, your hote porter a prince’” He broke off abruptly as though
reminded of something. ‘Of course’ he exclamed, ‘I was going to tdl you about the Russan
woman | knew who had something of that idea of yours’ He stopped as his eye caught his
cousn's empty glass. ‘Let’'s have another, he said, beckoning to the watress, ‘it's very light
stuff; this beer. These long ski-trips give one an endless thirgt, don’t they?

Tom didn't know whether he said yes or no. ‘What idea? he asked quickly. ‘What do you
mean exactly? A curious feding of familiarity gtirred in him. This conversation had happened
before.

‘Eh? Tony glanced up as though he had again forgotten what he was going to say. ‘Oh yes/’
he went on, ‘the Russan woman, the Princess | met in Egypt. She taked a bit like that once . . . |
remember now.’



‘Like what? Tom fdt a sudden, breathless curiosity in him: he was afrad the other would
change his mind, or pass to something else, or forget what he was going to say. It would prove
another Japanese tale—disappear before it satisfied.

But Tony went on at last, noticing, perhaps, his cousin’sinterest.

‘I was up a Edfu after birds,’ he sad, ‘and she had a dahabieh on the river. Some friends took
me there to tea, or something. It was nothing particular. Only it occurred to me just now when
you talked of spirds and things.’

‘You talked about the spird? Tom asked. ‘Taked with her about it, | mean? He was dow,
amog stupid compared to the other, who seemed to flash lightly and quickly over a dozen ideas
a once. But there was this red, naturd sympathy between them both again. It seemed he knew
exactly what his cousin was going to say.

Tony, blowing the foam off his beer glass, proceeded to quench his wholesome thirst. ‘Not
exactly,” he said a length, ‘but we taked, 1 remember, dong that line. | was explaining about the
flight of birds—that dl wild animd life moves in a goontaneous sort of naturd rhythm—with an
unconscious grace, | mean, we've logt because we think too much. Birds in particular rise and
fal with aswoop, the smplet, freest movement in the world—Ilike awave—"

‘Yes? interrupted Tom, leaning over the table a little and nearly upsetting his untouched glass.
‘I like that idea. It' strue’

‘And—oh, that dl the forces known to science move in a Smilar way—by wave-form, don't
you see? Something like that it was’” He took another draught of the nectar his day’s exertions
had certainly earned.

‘She sad that? asked Tom, watching his cousin's face buried in the enormous mug. Tony et it
down with a sgh of intense satisfaction. ‘I sad it he exclamed with a frank egoism. ‘You're
too tired after dl your fdls this afternoon to listen properly. | was the teacher on that occasion,
she the adoring listener! But if you want to know what she said too, I'll tell you.’

Tom waited; he raised his glass, pretending to drink; if he showed too much interest, the other
might swerve off agan to something ese. He knew what was coming, yet could not have
actually foretold it. He recognised it only the ingtant afterwards.

‘She taked about weter, Tony went on, as though he had difficulty in recaling what she redly
had sad, ‘and | think she had water on the brain, he added lightly. ‘The Nile had bewitched her
probably; it affects most of 'em out there—the women, that is. She said life moved in a stream—
that she moved down a dream, or something, and that only things going down the stream with
her were red. Anything on the banks—dationary, that is—was not red. Oh, she said a lot. I've
redly forgotten now—it was a year or two ago—but | remember her mentioning shells and the
soird twigt of shdls. In fact; he added, as if there was no more to tdl, ‘I suppose that's what
made me think of her just now—your mentioning the spird movement.’

The door of the room, haf café and hdf bar, where the peasants sat at wooden tables about
them, opened, and the pretty head of Irena Nagorsky appeared. A burst of nusc came in with
her. *We dance’ she said, a note of reproach as well as invitation in her voice—then vanished.
Tony, leaving his beer unfinished, laughed & his cousn and went after her. ‘My lagt night, he
sad cheerily. ‘Mugt be gay and jolly. I'm off to Trieste tomorrow for Alexandria. See you later,
Tom—unless you' re coming to dance too.’

But, though they saw each other many a time agan tha evening, there was no further
conversation. Next day the party broke up, Tom returning to the Water Works his firm was
condructing outsde Warsaw, and Tony teking the train for Budapesth en route for Trieste and
Egypt. He urged Tom to follow him as soon as his work was finished, gave the Turf Club, Cairo,



as his permanent address where letters would aways reach him sooner or later, waved his hat to
the assembled group upon the platform, and was gone. The last detall of him visble was the
hand that held the waving hat. It looked bigger, darker, thought Tom, than ever. It was dmost
didfiguring. It girred ahint of didike in him. He turned his eyes away.

But Tom Kelverdon remembered that last night in the hotel for another reason too. In the smdl
hours of the morning he woke up, hearing a sound close besde him in the room. He ligened a
moment, then turned on the light above the bed. The sound, of an unusud and peculiar character,
continued faintly. But it was not actudly in the room as he first supposed. It was outside.

More than ten years had passed since he had heard that sound. He had expected it tat day on
the mountains when the wavy feding and the Whiff had come to him. Sooner or later he felt
positive he would hear it. He heard it now. It had merely been delayed, postponed. Something
gathering dowly and steadily behind his life was drawing nearer—had come aready very close.
He heard the dry, rattling Sound that was associated with the Wave and with the Whiff. In it, too,
was avague familiarity.

And then he redised that the wind was risng. A frozen pine—branch, siff with little icides
was rattling and scraping faintly outsde the wooden framework of the double windows. It was
the icy branch that made the dry, ratling sound. He listened intently; the sound was repeated at
certan intervas, then ceased as the wind died down. And he turned over and fdl adeep agan,
aware that what he had heard was an imitation only, but an imitation strangdly accurate—of a
redity. Smilarly, the wave of show was but an imitation of a redity to come This redity lay
waiting gill beyond him. One day—one day soon—he would know it face to face. The Wave, he
fdt, was riang behind his life, and his life was rigng with it towards a climax. On the little leve
platform where the years had landed him for a temporary pause, he began to shuffle with his feet
in dream. And something deeper than his mind—Iooked back. . . .

The ingtinct, or by whatever name he cdled that postive, interior affirmation, proved curioudy
right. Life rose with the sweep and power of a wave, bearing him with it towards various
dimaxes. His powers, such as they were, seemed dl in the ascendant. He passed from that level
platform as with an upward rush, dl his enterprises, dl his energies, dl that he wanted and tried
to do, surging forward towards the crest of successful accomplishmen.

And a dozen times a least he caught himsdf asking mentdly for his cousn Tony; wishing he
had confided in him more, reveded more of this curious business to him, exchanged sympathies
with him about it dl. A kind of yeaning rose in him for his vanished friend. Almost be had
missed an opportunity. Tony would have understood and helped to clear things up; to no other
man of his acquaintance could he have fet smilarly. But Tony was now out of reach in Egypt,
chaang his birds among the temples of the haunted Nile, aready, doubtless, the centre of a circle
of new friends and acquaintances who found him as aitractive and fascinating as the little Zako-
pané group had found him. Tony must keep.

Tom Keverdon meanwhile, his brief’ holiday over, returned to his work a Warsaw, and
brought it to a successful concluson with a rapidity no one had foreseen, and he himsdf had
least of dl expected. The power of the risng wave was in dl he did. He could not fail. Out of the
success grew other cortracts highly profitéble to his firm. Some energy that overcame dl
obgacles, some darity of judgment that sdected unerringly the best ways and means, some Kill
and wisdom in him that mede al his powers work in unison till they became irresstible, declared
themsdves, yet naurdly and without adventitious aid. He seemed to have found himsdf anew.
He fet pleasad and satisfied with himsdf: dways sdf-confident, as a man of ability ought to be,
he now fet proud; and, though conceit had never been his faling, this new-born assurance



moved digtinctly towards pride. In a moment of impulsive pleasure he wrote to Tony, a the Turf
Club, Caro, and told him of his success. . . . The senior partner, his father's old friend, wrote and
asked his advice upon @rtan new proposds the firm had in view; it was a question of big docks
to be condructed at Salonica, and something to do with a barrage on the Nile as wel—there
were several juicy contracts to choose between, it seemed—and Sr William proposed a mesting
in Switzerland, on his way out to the Near East; he would bresk the journey before crossing the
Smplon for Milan and Triete. The find tdegram sad Montreux, and Keverdon hurried to
Viennaand caught the night express to Lausanne by way of Bde.

And a Montreux further evidence that the wave of life was risng then declared itsdf, when Sir
William, having discussed the various proposgtions with him, ligening with atention, even with
deference, to Keverdon's opinion, told him quietly that his rother’'s retirement left a vacancy in
the firm which—he and his co-directors hoped confidently—Keverdon might fill with benefit to
al concerned. A senior partnership was offered to him before he was thirty-fivel Sr William left
the same night for his seamer, and Tom was to wait a Montreux, perhaps a month, perhaps six
weeks, until a persond inspection of the severa dtes enabled the final decison to be made;, he
was then to follow and take charge of the work itsdlf.

Tom was immensdy pleased. He wrote to his married sister in her Surrey vicarage, told her the
news with a modesty he did not redly fed, and sent her a handsome cheque by way of
atonement for his bursting pride.

For dmple natures, devoid of a saving introspection and sdf-criticism, upon becoming
unexpectedly successful easily develop an honest yet none the less corroding pride. Tom fdt
himsdf rather a dedrable person suddenly; by no means negligible a any rate; pleased and
saisfied with himsdf, if not yet ovewhelmingly so. His native confidence took this exaggerated
turn and twist. His star was in the ascendant, a man to be counted with. . . .

The hidden weakness rose—as dl dse in him was rigng—with the Wave. But he did not cal it
pride, because he did not recognise it. It was akin, perhaps, to that fatuous complacency of the
bigoted religionis who, thinking he has discovered absolute truth, looks down from his narrow
cdl upon the rest of the world with a contemptuous pity that in itsdf is but the ignorance of crass
sdf-dduson. Tom fdt very sure of himsdf. For a risng wave drags up with it the mud and
rubbish that have hitherto lain hidden out of dght in the ground beow. Only with the fdl do
these undesirable dements return to their proper place again—where they belong and are of
vaue. Sense of proportion is recovered only with perspective, and Tom Kelverdon, risng too
rapidly, began to see himsdf in disproportionate relation to the rest of life. In his solid, perhaps
golid, way he conddered himsdf a Personality—indispensable to no smadl portion of the world
about him.



