PREFACE

Upsrrge (first published, 1934) was once described as
Australia’'s most forgotren novel. The story of the
book, however, is far trom forgertable, It is one of the
mast fascinating in modern Australian literarure, The
novel scored a number of firsts: it was the first Austra
lian novel to employ the literary technique of socialist
realism, the first to be banned under the guidelines of
the Commaonwealth Book Censorship Board and the
first to be the subject of police prosecution,

The search to find out about .M. Harcourt and his
nove] began for me 10 late 1981 while I was a student of
hastory at the University of Western Auvstralia, contem-
plating a topic for an honors dissertation. | had already
worked on the fiction of Katharine Susannah Prichard
and was interested in literary responses to the 1930
depression in Western Australia. Prichard’s Intimate
Strangers (1937) led me 1o the lesser known author and
Ulpswrge which had been collecting dust for almost Bifey
years. Since 1981 the search has taken me to Sydney,
Melbourne, Canberra and back to Perth.

Through Stephen Murray Smath in Melbourne, 1 was
able to trace Harcount's movements after he left Perth
in 1934, In lace 1984 | contacted Harcourt's widow,
Mrs DMana Harcourr, at Whale Beach in Mew Suur.h
Wales. Through her, [ was able to negotiare the re-issue
of Lpserge. Although Mrs Harcourt was unable 1o pro-
vide any information abour Harcourt's early life in
Western Australia or, indeed, about the navel, she was
able to paint me in The right direction. Through the
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Bawtye Library in Western Australia 1 was able to find
relevant newspaper «lippings abour the book and the
author. In Canberra, Mr Robert Darby helped enor-
mously with marerial he had collected on Harcourt. At
the Australian National Library and the Australian
Archives ar Canberra [ was able 10 stitch rogether man
of the derails about the novel, A grear deal maore nee
to he researched about Harcourt and Upswerge but it is
hoped this re-issue will go part the way rowards estab-
iis]fing author and nuw:Fru their rightful place in Aus-
tralian literature and cultural history,

Richannp & MNiE

INTRODLUCTION

John Harcouwrr was born in Melbourne in 1902, His
Methodist parents were from Western Australia where
he BLEW Up and spent much of his early adult life. For a
time Harcourt artended Wesley College ar Melbourne
but a cambination of homesickness and the desire 10
live adventurously resulted in him running away in
1916 10 hump a bluey through Vicroria and MNew South
Wales, lacer poining his facther on the Western Austra-
tian goldhelds. While waorking as an assistant surveyor
at Kalgoorhe, the notion of becoming an author oc-
curred to the young Harcourt. He left the security of
his job in the early towenties to pursue a writing career
in the city. Perth, however, hike other Australian cities
was in the midst of a crippling post-war recession and
there was lietle work, if plenty ta write abou, for an
aspiring author,

With rapidly diminishing funds, Harcourt decided to
leave Perth for Broome in the hope of making enough
maney as a pearler to later support his wrinng. After
two vears' as a shell opener, with livtle return for his
efforts, his fortune changed when he found a pearl
valued at thirteen thousand pounds. Harcourt's share
of this windfall was two thowsand pounds. His pockers
swollen and confidence sufficiently boosted by the
recent publication of two of his short storees in the
Svdney Treed, Harcourr was rempred back to the ciry.
Almost immediately he began working as a journalist,
writing fiction part-time,

With the publication of his first novel, The Paariers,
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in 1933 Harcourt essablished a reputation for himself as
a radical and angry young man. The Pearlers shocked
many readers wiru thought it followed too closely a
‘modern’ liverary tendency of reflecting the sordid side
of the human condition. A 1933 review remarked that
The Pearlers was ‘dangerously credible’, a label applied
with equal vigour 10 Harcourt's next novel, Upsurge,
billed as a “story of the world crisis’. Upsserge caused an
immediate sensation when it first appeared in March
1934, A review in the West Australian commented:

It would be hard 1o imagine a more thoroughly unplea-
samt set of people than are found in the pages of Mr Har-
court's immature parracive of ‘petting parties’, ﬂﬁ
girls’ strikes, steeet-rioting—where the police are m

to behave bke a loo r-lE Bashi-Bazooks—Communist
agitators, crede caricatures of magistrates and husirJlEﬂ
magnates—the whole extraordinary  conglomeration
being liberally spiced wich frankly erotic sitwations.

Rolley Hoffmann, a journalist and former colleague
from the author’s days on The Dialy News, wrote that
he ‘almost suspected’ Harcourt had written Lipsrge
"cherishing the fond hope of so many voung authors’
that it would be banned. The comment pre-empted the
ultimate fare of Upsurge and minimized the seriovsness
with which Harcourt approached the task of writing
his secend novel. Hoffmann's review disregarded Har-
court's political and sacial commentary, alluded 1o by
the West Awstralian, and his imention of writing a
novel about the state of flux in Western Australia
during the years of the great depression:

Upruerge, by .M. Harcourt (John Long Lrd., &jate
k

#s6d), the Western Awstralian novelist whose first
The Pravlers was published last vear, brings torward pri-
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marily, the question of the relationship of pormography
to art, Mr Harcourt is & voung writer, a new writer, He
i5 it might be added, a good writer with such qualitics of
promise that look well for his future. But his two
books—in Lpsurge pamicular—he has tzken the mis-
puidedly bold course of giving his story an overpower-
ing taint of the sexual—a course that has often reacted
unfavourably for the future of other voung novelists,

The sort of stuff in Lipserge may have provided excice
ment of some sort to the author in the writing of it &
may provide excitement for some of his readers— those
who carry prohibited TParisian picture cards in their
pocket wallets and scribble on walls ... Assuming that
the literary and social customs af this age demand some-
thing rather mere exciting than they did twenty years
ago there are still limits to sexual emphasis to which a
writer may go, and [ hardly think that any reader of L
sarpe will dissggree with me when [ say that Mr Harcoun
has here exceaded them,

Harcourt’s questioning of the political and social situ-
ation in Australia duning the 1930s, his manifess sym-
pathy with the huge numbers of unemployed and his
EHPFCIH fEIl' a Wﬂfkff‘bﬂfd l'l.'.'l-'!.'ljliti.ﬂl'l. d.thghtfd. -
tralia’s best known novelist and commumst of the
period, Katharine Susannah Prichard, whe immedi-
ately proclaimed Upsarge Australia's ficst wruly pro-
lerarian novel, Her claim on behalf of Uprge, ﬁ;u}ugh
a litle extravagant, has some merit. Upsierge preceded
other great 19305 depression novels including Kvlie
Tennant's Tebaron (1935) and Foveswx (1938}, and
Prichard’s own lntenaze Steangers (1937). Prichard's
praise for Upsurge stemmed from the fact thar it was the
first Australian novel to be written in the style of
socialist realism which she first learned abour in 1933
during a tour of the Sovier Union. In 1934 Lipsierge
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introduced socaalist realism as a new poiwnt of departure
in Australian lirerature and joined a growing rradition
of working-class novels which dared back ro the 18%0s
and William Lane's Working Man's Paradise.

The manifesto of Eﬂiilﬁit realism was firse pro-
claimed in the USSR, in 1934 at the first All-Soviet
Congress of Writers but its preceps of using literature
as a vehicle for encouraging the ‘ideclogical transforma-
tion and education of working people in the spint of
socialism', had been widely acknowledged since about
1932, Socialist realism required writers inside the Soviet
Union 10 write in a mood and manner behitting the
1917 revolution and the subsequent achievements of
communism, Chutside the US.5.R., writers were called
upan to be fellow travellers’ with the soviet cause
while helping to prepare a revolutionary sensibility in
their own countries, In an aricle written just before his
dearh Harcourt described Lpsirge as socialist realist and
himself as a fellow-araveller.

Harcourt believed thar Lipsurge recorded a side of the
depression in Western Australia which was ignored by
the tabloid press, He even went as far as 1o suggest thar
the lar press falsified the depression’s experience
by deliberately under estimaring the extent and degree
Drgenuine hardship it caused. His intention in writing
Upsrge was to redress the imbalance he saw inherent in
the existing records, He felt that fiction freed him from
the editorial and ideological constraints of newspaper
wournalism. It pravided him with the irm:“muaﬁ and
emotional range to recerd what he telt to be true.

Harcourt's claim that the papers fostered a false view
of the depression has far reaching implications for
historians who have written abowr cthe peniad. For
example, GeoHrey Bolvon's A Fine Cowrtry to Starve In
(1972) constructed a picture of the 1930 by relying
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heawily on the auchenticicy of newspaper reports. Lp-
swrpe offsets such widely accepted images as those found
in A Feee Country to Starve Jn, Taken as a serious
account of the depression expenence 1n Western Aus-
tralta, Upsurge challenges what Tom Stannage in 1978
called the ‘authorized version of owr past”. Given Har-
court’s poliicl bias, his accoun: is o be anticipated
but Epserge should not be dismissed because it was
palemical or because the author's observations were
cowched in fiction. As a contemporary account of the
depression it is made all the more valuable by rhese
factors. In 1935 Harcourt wrote that, although Upsurge
was "not o be regarded as an historical record’ it was,
nonetheless, ‘more than merely founded upon tace'™:

Maost af the main inodents and many of the minor ones
actually occurred, and neither the conditions the un-
employed pur up with in relief camps, nor the treatment
metered our 1o the demonstrators, have been in any way
exaggerated. In some cases details of acrual happenings
have bean altered for che purposes of the storyy that is
all. For instance the sirike of shop assistants that ocours
in the book was acrually a strike of catening emplovees,
and did not develop along quite the line the strike
develops in Dipserge. The relief workers” simke is 2 com-
posite picture of rwo acrual sirikes. The men in the reliet
camp | have deseribed srruck for the reasons srated, ot
after a4 few davs they went back 10 wock, At another
camp however, Frankhin River—where the men were en-
gaged in clearing timber, they siruck and marched out
en-enasse 35 they do in the book. From that point on-
wirds the story and actual fact wall hand in hand.

Thirty-five vears later Harcourt renterated the Pﬂi.l'll‘.
‘In conclusion, I may say of LUlpsaerge that, despite its
li::rﬂ:}' 5]'|l:u'n:u::'mirlg,s1 and God knows they were
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many, it was an honest hetional account of the Western
Australian Scate of Denmark ar the time’.

Lipsurge concerns itself primarily with the experi-
ences of three charscters: Theedors Luddon, a
nineteen-year-old daughter of a Collie coalminer
recently moved to the city in search of work; Peter
Groom, an idler who loses his twenty thousand pound
inheritance and later finds himself on ‘susso” in a reliet-
workers' camp and; James Riddle, the city magestrate.
The novel opens as Theodora stands before the mags-
trate charged with infrating 3 city by-law which
required bathers to wear bathing costumes extending
from the neck to the knees. The law clearly 15 archaie, 2
suggestion by Harcourt of the rapidity of social change
in Western Australia, particularly since the 1914-18
war and, in the fiction at least, since the 1917 revoluo-
tion in Russia. The by-law was antiquated, wrore Har-
court, 'It had lain in the statute books ... like a for-

tten bamb. The only bathing costumes which could
E:ve complied with it were in the historical museums’.

Harcourt believed that the increased rate of change in
general societal attitudes and the concomitant expecta-
tion created by that change could not be sccommodared
by existing social structures: *... so the bomb was
brought up from the cellar and tossed in the magis-
rate’s lap where 1t exploded silently'. Harcourt's
humour here sharpens an implied discontinuity in the
novel between law and reabivy; berween lawmakers/
administrators and realiey. It is suggestive of 2 more
severe discontinuity berween whar the author saw as
the expectations of working-class women and men and
the inability of the crisis-stricken capitalist society 1o
fulfil them. The discontinuity is taken up by a com-
munist friend of the magiserate. Signiticantly, the com-
munist is alse a chemist and belongs to the same class as
the magistrane:
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We're rapidly approaching the time when the rabble as
you call it will be the class in power ... You'd naturally
vegard it as ponsense, but thar's because your affiliations
make it impossible for vou o properly inrerpret what
you see, Every social and economic phenomenon of the
day points to it .- the girl you fined—even she 15 ane of
the straws in the revolutionary wind my fnend. You
Cerp Lht m-m.'fng and :r'uu |.'|:1d. SEMESE 1O kl'.ll:ll'w I:]'::Ir il:
wasn't moving without cause, so you came o the con-
clusion that modessy was disintegraving, But you didn't
ga far enoughs you neglected 1o ask yourself saby it was
ISINTEraring,

Theodora's defence, that everyone ar the beach in-
tracted the law by rolling down their swimming
costumes, i5 invalid in the official judgement of the
patriarchal magistrate who is, nonetheless, aware that
she is right, The magistrate finds himself extremely
artracted to the lithe Theodora and rwo sides of his
nature, that of his sexual desires and his desire to be
respected and respectable as an authory figure, are
seen to come into conflict. The meudent savirically sug-
gests thar legal insututions are the most concrete
example of a powerful idealogy looking after the
interests of the ruling class at the expense of the work-
ng ¢lass.

As a result of her court appearance, Theodora loses
her job as a receptionist at the Brazilian Consulate and
is forced to seek employment selling stockings ar
Kronen's Ltd, a large drapery store in the centre of
Perth. Her changed position is accompanied by a reduc-
tion in wages from four pound a week o rwo pound
seven pence. As a receptionist Theodora was deluded
into believing thar her opportunities for upward social
malnlity were far better than the majoricy of working-
class people. Harcaurt has her wrongly believing char
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she is higher on the social ladder than she acrually is.
The loss of her job over a trivial incident eventually
convinces her thar she will never be free from the heavy
load of ideology which bears down on her unless she
joins the struggle against oppression and injustice. Her
acknowledgement that she is without any real wealch,
power or status and, like other working-class peaple,
subject to the laws and whims of the bosses begin:ii:
on the path of revolutionary struggle. When her
already precarious economic situation 15 further threa-
tened L}r the Financial Emergency act of 1931, giving
employers the right to lower wages by 10%, her educa-
tion in working-class politics 18 accelerared. It is com-
Elc-_;t:d when she becomes party to strike action after

ing dismissed along with thirty other employees
working ar Kronen's.

Like the 19th century Luddites, Theodora Luddon
{metaphorically) begins smashing the machinery of
capitalism by refusing to adhere 1o one of its central
tenets of worker submission to ruling class authority,
At the conclusion of the novel she is martyred under
the whirling baten of 2 mounted policeman during a
demonstration of unemploved. The spiling of
working-class blood is suggestive of the historcal
patential of the period and the inevitability of class
war,

Theodora's story is balanced by that of the working-
¢lass Rumble family. Colin Rumble's decision 10
murder all members of his family before taking his own
life ar a small ramshackle house in the ?ﬂ:rrﬁin class
suburh of Maylands highlights Harcourts belief in the
absalute necessity of worker solidaricy. Rumble's deci-
ston s PFI'.'!I'I'IFI'[-I:JIEI'Y the sacking of his daughter, With
the removal of her wage all money ceases to come into
the Rumble houschald, The Rumble family are the
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mast violated victims of capitalism. They live in a hall
world of despair which results in senseless waste. Colin
Rumble blames himself because of his family's im-
poverished and worsening conditions. Unlike Theeo-
dara he cannot find rencwed vigour in a fight against
inequality, He fears the future:

Wen 1 avkare 5 got wo hope [Colin Rumble wrote], i mo
good hene going on fiving, and its no good ta iy wife amd
girls w0 o on living aither, so they are going with me. |
dan't want people 1o think that | wes wad, Thes ssr't the
firse ame Poe thonght abowt 13, and I've bad a sovt of prace
since | mude wp sy mind I mey dasgbaer badn't fose e
fode § mecghtnt 't hawe soke wp e whet 1 food o man s to go
on fizrng wiben be's certarn i {ife £ goteg fo be prst fike 5t
wurs before ... and | dan't like to think of vy girs geses
desperate—Erhel going on the stréeti or into 4 brosk
bcarnse she can'’t ger @ foby, and Clarry, I suppose on the
startee. T've tried to be a good farker to ther, It § reckor ehes
es the ot sensile thing [ ever done.

Because of its senselessness this scene 15 the most bru-
tally violent in the book.

Peter Groom is a member of the effete bourgemsie.
As a result of his continual philanderings and infideli-
ties his wife leaves him and takes the il'.lii.'ritﬂm'ﬂ' with
her. Groom is untrained for anything bue lewsure. The
depression compounds his problems: 'A cold swear of
fear broke out on him when he realized what 1t would
mean. He had pever worked in his hife, Whar work
could he do in an age when one in three of all who nor-
mally worked were unemployed.” Groom s forced 1o
go on the "sussa’. With a change in his sitwation comes a
change in attitude. He becomes aware of injustice and
ineguality for the first time. He begins to resent the city
and capital but, vnlike the increasingly class conscious
Theodora, his resentment is couched in personal rerms:
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As he gazed upon the wealth there he hated the city. Ir
was like his friends with their secres smilles, like his per-
fidious wife, like the trsolenr clerk behind the counters
of the Laboor Bureau.

He retraced bus way slowly

Ten days later the ersowhile idler, Peter Groom, with
vwenty two other men, was drafted to Bridesway River
relief works in the district of Wilmoet, about a hundred
miles south of the capizal,

When Groom reaches the relief camp at Bridesway
River he feels a sense of belonging with s newly
acquired compeers and an affinity with their struggle.
Although the men at the camp initially regard him
with suspicion, calling him a silvertal and a lounge-
lizard, they welcome him when he joing their plans tor
strike action. He joins the ‘rebellious suteasts” in their
plan to take their grisvances to the city, singing ‘songs
of revolution” as they march. However, Groom is more
impressed by the pageantry and spectacle of the protest,
particularly the number of red tlags which seemingly
appear from nowhere, than the cause itself. His sym-
bolic wedding with a social conscience (Groom./ Brides-
way River) is short lived, It is plagued by infidelity in a
manner reminiscent of his actual marnage. At the end
of the novel he i% reunited with his wife and the money.
We sense that his experiences at the camp will became a
conversation piece related as part of a persanal adven-
ture.

In his depictions ot Theodora and Groom, Harcourt
was implying that there were ¢lear class distincrions in
the so-called homogenous society of Western Australia
and that they were exacerbated by the depression. He
contended thar, although the depression was general, its
real victims were the working-class. {Perhaps he was
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ridiculing the federal government's 1931 call for
‘equality of sacrifice’.) His depictions of the working-
class are particularly enlightening in terms of un-
employment in Australia which ran at abour ten per
cent before 1929, Harcourt seemed to be saying that the
warking-class are always in fear of losing their jobs and
that before the depression sct in n earnest in 1930,
many had directly and indirectly (thro their
families, etc.) experienced its rancour; families were
broken up, people went hungry and domessic violence
was endemic, The workingclass in Upsserge are shown
10 be thrown onto the scrap-heap of industrial capital-
ism once the systemn begins to malfuncrion,

Upsirge depicts characters who, because of their
depression experiences, are forced 1o accept living stan-
dards below t which they had come 10 expect. The
exception is James Riddle who has a moral reassessment
rather than a financial one. In many ways the action in
the novel centres around decisions made by Riddle as
the city magistrate, This is significant because of the
implied discontinuity between law and reality alluded
to in the opening scenes. Although Riddle acknow-
ledges the need for particular changes in society, he
regards capitalism resilient enough vo overcome its own
problems. For example, he is unable 1o understand
Theodora when she tells him that they are on different
sides and that the chasm which separates them 1s im-
possible to bridge 4s long as he continues to be a custo-
dian and protector of existing legal and social structures
and she one of its victims,

Riddle presides over law as well as justice but, as the
communist has already told him, he doesn’t go far
enough. In many ways the magistrate sutters derision,
reinforced in :Ftc fiction by his nick-name 'Jimmy
Riddle, Lord of the Urinal’, Riddle has an appreciation
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for hmm}f and sees that |:|'L:|.ngn:5 to existing social
orders in the past were necessary in bringing forward
better systems. For example, he is aware of the postu-
lated change berween feudalism and capitalism and ex-

plains:

‘Mont’s my servant . .. His real name s Thomas Edward
Charles Montmorency and he s, | understand, 2
member of one of the oldest families in England, | dare
say my forebears watted on his. But he waits on me,
none the worse for thar,”

As a member of the petite bourgecisie, Riddle belongs
to the class which displaced the old aristocratic families
in the transition to capitalism, He is as reluctant to see
his elass authority eroded a3 the old feudal lords were in
their time. However, Harcourt suggests that another
l.lphfi"‘ij UIF T]':I': EUICiaJ ﬂJ-I‘Iif'..' :iE s i.l'l".'"i'!-tﬂ.l:']'.'. #5 tJ'It
previous change. At the conclusion of the novel, Har-
court added a pastscript:

Later in the same year, ar Berne, an inrernational confer-
ence of peasant and prolerarian organizarions ook place.
A revolutionary upsurge in every industrnal country of
the world was remarked. The Auscralion delepares
abserved thae thar even in Western Austealia, the
advaneed of the Auwseral Stares, there was a definie
revolutioniry upsurge.

The UpSUrge to which Harcourt referred was the strke
h}' men at the Franklin River relief works in 1932 and a
strike of catering staff organised by Celia Shell
Harcourt's atritude to history was both cyelic aJ and
linear. In one sense he depicted the depression as a
break with the devclupmenh of the 1920s. It was part
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of the cvele of boom and bust which characterizes
capitalism, 4 resull of over-production and increased
competition for markers. F'Ee term ‘depression’, for
:-xamplt as it is used in the novel, 15 synonymous with
*crisis’ and the two rerms are wsed interchangeably. On
a larger scale the depression is depicted as part nf the
overall crisis of capitalism. An allegorical play v.-'nm_-n
by the journalist, Noel Manning, a fictional projection
of Harcourt, traces developments leading up 1o and cul-
minating in the 1914-18 war. I lays the blame for war
squarely at the feer of those who produce goods for
profir, Harcourt compared the 18%0s depression wath
the current economic downturn and warned I:I'm the
world may be on the brink of anocher, more siniszer,
contlict, His target was the rise of fa.-an::sm. in Europe,
Fascism, he maintained, was the most dangerous mani-
festation yet of mdus::nai capitalism and an extreme
EXpression of worker false consciousness. Harcourts
postscript affirms the revolutionary ]:rmrntlali of the
working-class while simultaneously warning it against
fascism.

Harcourt’s unrepentant and consistent plea on behalf
of a workers' revolution made Upsurge one of the most
radical Australian books written during the interwar
period, The novel was of grave concern for common-
wealth and state censors because it challenged almost
every established social more of the period from the
status of the judicial system and existing legal practices
through te industrial and sexual relations. Afver contro-
versy raged for several months in the press Upsurge was
banned under Section 32{c) of the Trades and Customs
Act prohibiting the importation of *blasphemous, in-
decent or ohscene’ publications, making it only the
second Australian novel 10 incur the wrath of the
censor, the first 1o be banned by the Commonwealth
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Book Censorship Board which was set up in 1933, Lip-
surge was the first Auvsrralian novel 1o be the subject of
police prosecutions. Before being prohibited federally,
stare detectives in both Western Australia and New
South Wales seized copies of the book under local legis-
lation prohibiting the sale of ‘indecent” publications.

The banning of Upsurge sent wemors running
through Australian literary circles on both sides of the
continent. A direct resulc was the formation in Mel-
bourne of the Book Censorship Abolition League in
early 1935 and the election of Harcourt as its first presi-
dent, Earlier Harcourt had fled from his home i F{r[h
amidst fears that he was 1o be prosecuted tor slander by
a prominent Western Australian businessman who was
convinced he had been used libelously as a prototype
for one of the characters in Upsurge. Katharine Prichard
followed Harcourr to Melbourne and established him
there as the president of the shorclived "Revolutionary
Writers' League’, a group of lehi-wing authors prepar-
ing to welcome the Ezn:n:FT communist and writer, Egon
Fasch, 10 Australia. Kisch had been disparched by the
Third Internazional to tour, lecturing and advising
socialiss writers on the techniques of socalist realism,
The controversy surrounding the proposed tour,
Kisch’s dramatic leap from his ship after being retused
entry to Australia and his subsequent depomation are
now legendary in Australian history. The writing and
banning of Upserge belong o the same legend.

Uipsnrge was banned during a period of severe repres-
sion of all sorts of liverature, but particularly that from
the left. Before 1928 only four books were banned in
Australia, In April 1929, beginning with James Jovee's
Ulysses, the Trades and Customs Department launched
itself into & campaign which n:suln:n:ll:;n the prohibition
of an estimated 2,000 publications within ten vears.
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Seditious pamphlets were séized at the rate of about one
per week at various ports around the country and an
unprecedented number of novels were banned under
Section 52(c) including Aldous Huxley's Brave New
World, Ernest Hemingway's 4 Farewell to Arms and
D.H. Lawrences Lady Chatterley: Lover. These
classics were prohibited along with others sporting
such salacious titles as Rowens Goes too Far, Replenish-
ing Jessica and The Spankirig Diary of Rose Evans. The
banning of Daniel Diefoe’s Mol Flanders {first published
in 1722} and a ministerial decision rejectng a2 1936
Censorship Board recommendation o free the book
for sale 15 a poignamt example of the ironical and
anomalous state ch-&nmr&hip in Auvstralia in the 1930s,

Lipsserge was allegedly banned because of its explicit
use of sexual detasls, However, it does not appear 10
rrear sexual matters more explicitly than, for example,
Brian Penton’s The Landtakers or Eleanor Dark's
Prelude to Christopber, two prize-winning Australian
novels published i the same year. It seems likely thar
Uipsserge was banned because of its support for a radical
political programme and its marxian analysis of the
depression. Tts style was aimed at a working-class audi-
ence which may have proved alienating for middieclass
readers. The Landiakers and Prelude to Christophber were
intended for an educared middle-class audience and did
not question directly the underlying basis of capiralism.
Uipsearrge was considered extremely Ea.ngcmus because it
encouraged rebellion against authority during a period
when there were unprecedented levels of LIJ'I-tn'I]:IluFI'y"
ment. The combination of sex and subversion in the
same book was too politically potent 1o allow Upswrge
to pass uncensored.

The saga of the banning of Upserge began in July 1934

when a group of Western Awstralian derectives re-
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moved eight copies of the book from leading Perth
booksellers and asked thar five other copies held in
lending libraries be handed in. In the same month, the
Investigation Branch of the Federal Arorney-General s
Department, the forerunner of AS5.1.0., opened a file
on Harcourt. [The file is listed m the Federal Archives
in Canberra under ASLO, but s unavailable, pre-
sumed lost. My enquiries with the Federal Police led to
a sumilar dead end.) Until this time Upsarge had been
freely available and was selling quite well. Following
the July raid, the secretary of the Western Australian
police, Inspector C. Treadgold, phoned the Common-
wealth Custams and  Excise CHbce ar Fremantle,
requesting the novel be placed on the prohibitive im-
ports list. {The move i significant because the Trades
and Customs Department only had juristiction over
what was officially termed 'Blasphemous, Indécent or
Obscene’ literature. The Attorney-General's Office
was responsible for seditious liverature.) Acting on the
request, the Controller of Customs asked the Clerk in
Charge of Correspondence and Records, C.]. Carne,
tor a preliminary report on the novel. On 14 July
Carne purchased 2 copy of Upsirge from the Book-
lovers’ Library in Perth.

Presumably independent of the Trades and Cusioms
D:Pa.rt ment, Western Auvustraban  detectives  agaim
visited Perth booksellers on 15 Auogust and removed
remaining copies of the novel, effectively banning 1t
from sale in Western Australia, Harcourt, who had by
this time moved o Melbourne, was furlous ac the
police action which presempred any decision by the
Book Censorship Board, It 1s not known whether Har-
court knew that the book had been forwarded to the
Censorship Board. It had recemly been passed by the
Customs authority m Melbourne and Adelaide. Har-
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court appeared in a defiant mood when interviewed in
Melbourne on 17th August: "While | did not expect the
West Australian police to rake action it is not really
surprising. The theme of the novel is the modern
economic crisis with its accompanying decay in the
manners and morals of sociery.” Harcourt defended his
novel saying that it deale with the contemporary situ-
ation in a ‘realistic way', His suspicion thar Upsirge was
being treated unfairly in Australia was tested the
following day when news arrived that the novel had
been banned 1n Ireland.

In Sydney on Auvgest 31 Upsurge became the subjecy

a court case in which action was brought against
Dymock's for selling an indecent publicanon, No de-
fence was offered and the case was settled with the
defendants paying costs. Accordingly the police offered
no evidence that the novel was indecent or obscene.
The prosecuting sergeant merely held up a copy in
court and stated: ‘Tt is grossly indecent. If le of the

cunger generation ger hold of this book it will have a
Ead effect on their minds.” Dymock's forwarded all
remaining copies of Upsurge in their possession to the
police, As in Western Australia, Upsurge was now effec-
tively banned in New South Wales,

Meanwhile in Perth, Carne had prepared his report
for the Controller of Customs. He was of the opinion
that [psurge was “indecent’. In particular he drew atten-
tion 10 pages: &4, 66, 68, 101, 106, 110, 111, 112, 184,
189, 190, These s included a threat by a communist
to ram a ‘plu 1;-:ruzfg?ga:]ign.'m:‘ up the ‘arse’ of the city
magistrate and blow him ‘1o hell'; a love scene between
Riddle and Theodora; a beach scene where sexual vagar-
ies and infidelities are played our; the predatory gaze of
Paul Kronen fixed on a female secretary in t;is com-
pany, his desire 1o ‘slip his hand up under her shirts and
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pat her firm thighs'; a description of the boss's "girl-
friend” as a “lircle wanton' with a slim “boy-girl's body”;
the seduction of Ethel Rumble and Theodora E_’f
Kronen and Groom at the beach one night; a meetin
berween Theodora and a young commumise, s it}:uﬁ
frustrasion concluding with a resolve to visit the oity's
brothels to rid himselt of the thought of her.

Carne also believed that Upswrge contravened the
Commaonwealth’s Literature Proclamation of 1932
concerning seditious licerature. This 15 significant for
no novel had ever been banned in Australia because it
was considered seditious. The 1932 proclamation de-
fined seditious literarure as that which advocated:

ial the overthrow by force or violence of the esab-
lished povernment of the Commonwealth or any
state ar any orber crlized ooty

fb) the overthrow by force or vinlence ot all forms o
law;

(e} the abalition of ergarized povernmens;

(d} the assasination of public officials;

(e} the unlawiul destruction of property;

(F)  whereds o wditous satention s expreied or @ seditions

£ i 5 exprresied of @ seditions exterprie o adio.

Laled.

According to a report from the Amorney-General's
Department, paragraphs {(b), (c} and {d) had been origin-
ally aimed ar anarchism, {e) at 1.W.W.ism which was
rigin Australia at the end of the Firse World War. By
1934 the department believed thar the anarchists and
the 'wobblies' had been “superseded by Communism’.
Although there was a fear thar the Induscrial Workers
of the Waorld might regroup the Armcorney-General
identified Communism and ‘Communistic literature’
a5 the principle source of sedition in Australia
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Carne believed rhar Upserge was °. . thinly disguised
rmpﬁgmdﬂ on behalf of Communism and m:u:ia]E reva-
urion’. He perceived, rightly, a link in the fiction be-
rween sexual promiscuity and the inevitable decay of
capiralism. Carne wrote thart, apart from two ‘avowed
communists’ all characters in Upswrge led “immoral
lives'. He protested that parliament was held up for
‘contempt and ridicule’ and that the police were
depicted as acting ‘with wanton brutality”; ‘Pracrically
all the women in the book are wanrons,” he continued
and “the state is depicred as possessing thousands of un-
amp]ﬂi'n:-d who are rife for revolution’. For Carne, and
passibly athers in the Trades and Customs Depart-
ment, there was moch to be feared by a lack of sexual
morality given its political potencial as rebellion against
the broader social mores.

Om 30 August heavy pressure was brought to bear on
the Trades and Customs Department in the form of the
elitist Mational Council of Women of Australia, wheose
patrons were Lady Isaacs and Mrs |, A, Lyons, The
Council of Women asked thar Lipsurge and The Pearlers
be *banned’ because both were ‘extremely objection-
able”. The Minister for Customs Colonel, T, W, White,
replied that he would laok into the mawer, He sent a
mema to the Comperoller of Customs at Canberra
who forwarded a copy of The Pearlers to the Censor-
ship Board which was already reviewing Upsurge.

On Movember 14 and 19 cwo reports by members of
the Censorship Board were handed 1o the chairman.
The first judged Upsurge A crude book of “revalution-
ary upsurge” ' and drew artention to ‘disfigured’ and
"gross passages” including the brothel scene and a refer-
ence to the cicy magistrate, ‘Jimmy Riddle’, a5 'Lord of
the Urinal’. The report concluded thar the novel had
brought the banning upon itself: “If a writer chooses to
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introduce obscenities like these, [ should ban'. The
second report suggested that Up:-:tgc( was 'not without
good points’ but should be ban ause it was obe
scene. It wenr on 1o add that Harcourt was 'manifestly
in sympathy with cemain acts of lawlessness” and dis-
played a ‘marked tendency to hold up established
authority te contempt and ridicule’. On 20 November
1934 Upsurge was banned federally. Significantly, the
chairman’s report made no mention of the book's
political programme or the fact that Harcourt had writ-
ten in the style of socialist realism. It concluded:

Thiz book s por withour mert, though somewhat
crude. Bur it is disfigured by some grossly indecent
passapes, withour any excuse of being necessary 1o the
story. A book cannor be “cut’ like a film; and if an
author chooses to offend in this way, he must take the
consequences, The Board recommends that the book be
prohibited on the grounds of indecericy.

Upssrge was banned because of its mix of sexual and
social descriptions and the author's intention of usinj
both as a political weapon against accepted soci

values. Although some readers were genuinely otfended
by what they considered "mdecent’, the authorities were
equally concerned at the radical political programme
espoused by Harcourt. In the turbulent thirties when
one in three of Australia’s workforce was unemployed,
Ulgsierge presumed to question existing secial mores,
Harcourt’s message cut oo ¢lose to the sensitive nerve
of social responsibility and secial comrol. Four manths
after Upswrge was banned, in February 1935, the
C:nmrsﬁ; Board voted on The Pearlers, recommend-
ing that, although the book had some objectionable
passages, it be passed. In one of the reports there was a
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suggestion that many of the copies had now been sold
and a ban would be ineffective.

After the banning of Upsurge Harcourt seemed to
decide to abandon earlier ambitions of being an author.
In 1937, he wrote a romantic novel entitled, ft Never
Fagls. Tt was 2 monumental failure with none of the
social commentary that characterized his first two
novels, In the carly forties Harcourt wrote a half com-
pleted draft of a biography of |, Jorgensen and the artis.
tic community at Monsalvar near Melbourne. In 1946
he retired to build mud-brick houses in the outer
Melbourne suburb of Eltham durine the post-war b
ing shortage, He later shifted 1w Wﬁ"alr Beach in New
South Wales where he died in 1971,

RicHarn A, Mo

School of History

The University of New South Wales
Movember 1985,
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A3 was shown in his first povel, “"The
Pearlers”, Mr. Harcowrt has the gift
of telling dromathe stories  full of
atrong atmedphere.  ““The Pearlars
E'W ua i hGoe pictare of life io &

estern Anstralinn Pearling station.

In "1 " the Anthor takes us
ta - capital of Western
Australia, and paints for u:n::rn'rﬂ-
ful pacture of postowar ftioms.
There are strikes, lock-pots, riots, apd
sudden death, for o change b taking
pl.m:e—i.n Exrrt, HUFIIII'EH'F.‘

He shows ws the sodermining of
merals, boose-living amd o forth
among the apper nod middle cloass,
and the retribation which fellows in
thalr waki,

T characters are baldly drawa,
afd isclivds an eminent judge, 8 Com-
munist sgitator. an sver-fongiving wife
whose patience was trisd too far, a hig
business man eaten wp with conceit,
and a mi::r of u-tJJmud 4

These is tragedy comedy, an
tha book grips from start to Gnish,
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UPSURGE

CHAFTER ONE

N Perth, the capital city of the state of Western

Australia, on the T3th day of February, 103-, a
young civil-servant named Herbert Knight, and a
girl of twenty named Theodora Luddon, who was
employed as a confidential secretary by the Brazilian
Consul, wers charged in the Police Court, hefore the
magistrate, James Riddle—"the Lord of the Urinal"
—with a breach of a City Council by-law which
reguired bathers on beaches under the control of the
Council to wear costumes extending from their necks
to their knees,

This by-law was antiquated. It had lain for decades
in the statute-books of the Council, accumulating dust
like a forgotten bomb in a cellar.  The only bathing
costumes in Australia which would have complied
with it were in the historical museums. But the per-
turbed city fathers could find no other by-law under
which to prosecute, so the bomb was brought up from
the cellar and tossed into the lap of the magistrate,
James Riddle, where it exploded silently. . . .

Riddle had not been so perturbed in eight years,
He wondered if he showed it, and thinking grimly
that he probably did, shot a furtive glance at his
colleagues on the Bench—Justices of the Peace who
sat from sheer vanity—the Jew, Meyer, on his right,
the Prohibitionist, Lalor, on his left.

Since the felicitous death of his wife eight years ago,
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Riddle had gone little into society, preferring the
solicitude of his villa in the hills, and the companion-
ship of the philosophers and poets on his shelves, and
an occasional gay little lady, to promiscuous social
contacts other than those imposed upon him by his
work. He had believed that his work kept him
sufficiently in touch with the changing temper of the
times, but this case made him doubt, made him
wonder if he had not Tost contact.

Surely the bathing-suits of the day—he had =een
them depicted on the advertisement hoardings—gaily
coloured, clozely fitting, backless and legless ; surely
they exposed enough of their wearers without it being
necessary to voll them down to the waist | Thers
was not moch wrong with a2 man stripped to the buff,
of course, but when it came toa girl . . . For the girl
the charge amounted to one of indecent exposure |  She
had been holding up the front of her costume to con-
ceal her breasts, to be sure, but . . .

Her face fascinated him, It was strong and definitely
beautiful. It was tanned an even golden brown by
the sun but was otherwise colourless, Her brow was
lerwr and broad above wide-open grey eves,  Her nose
was short and straight, her lips full and definite, She
caught him watching her and lowered her eves, and
the magistrate noticed that her lids were deeper in
eolour than the smooth surrounding skin, There was
4 strange qualily of serenity about her—nothing at
all of the wanton, Heow could a girl like that shame
hersell on 4 public beach ? And how could she =it
there in the dock as unmoved as if she were attending
a4 curate's tea-party 7

"Well 7' he asked her when the inspector prose-
cuting had finished, '"Havent you anything to
say "’
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The man chargad with her began to speak, but
Riddle checked him.

"I don't want to hear you. I may say that in your
case I don't regard this case as wery serious, There
is nothing indecent about a man stripped to the bufi.
But T want to hear what the girl has to say. Why
did she do it "

The girl sad: “Simply because . . . well, the sun
i nice on your skin," Her voice was a rich contralto.
She added as if it were an afterthought ©: " Besides, if
you den't slip off the shoulder-straps you have white
marks where they keep the sun off and . ., . and it
looks unsightly in ewvening dress. And everybody
does it."”

“Everybody ™

"Well, lots, anvhow."

"That's handly truoe, your worship,” began the

tor. "There are 3 few, bot . . .7

“Wever mind,"” said Riddle.

True. Of course it was true. It had to be troe to
account for this girl and her conduect. Modesty was
not an instinct, he reflected, as he supposed he was
expected to believe, but a taboo which drew its strength
from popular sentiment. That sentiment was weaken-
ing or the gitl would never have dared . . . She was
not a trollop |

The ingpector said that he was instructed to ask for
the maximum penalty the law provided to deter others
from similar conduct. It was becoming far too

t.

"So Iots of people do do it 7" Riddle asked him.

"Er . .. no, your worship, not lots. But a few.
It's becoming increasingly common,

"All right. That will do.”

Eiddle conferred with his colleagues,  The maxinnm
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penalty the archaic by-law provided was a fine of two
pounds,

"Two poends is all right for the man,” the prohi-
bitionist Lalor whispered. “But the woman—she
ought to be imprisoned."

“She can't be," Riddle said curtly, then raised his
voice and addressed the delinguents : "'You are each
fined in the sum of two pounds, with three shillings
costs,  The court will adjourn for five minutes.”

He rose abruptly, pushing back his heavy chair, and
left the court by the door which led into his chambers.
He was annoyed with himself for his own obscure
feelings, and for the absurd physiclogical weakness
which made it pecessary for him to relieve himself
after any strong accession of emotion

His chambers had their own privy. .

Yes, he was out of touch. His pﬂet.'i- and philo-
sophers were dead. Thatgirl. .

An image of herhungiuh'nsmjnﬂ and would not be
dismissed.

CHAFPTER TWO

I

T was only a short walk from Riddle’s villa to the

black bitumen highway along which the buses ran
to Perth. The magistrute reflected as he waited at
the roadside that this was the first occasion for a very
long time that he had left the hillz on a Sunday. He
wondered how long he would have to wait for 4 buos.
He had neglected to look up a time-table before
sefting out. Om week-momings he caught a bus at
nine-thirty, reaching his chambers at ten-fifteen, which
was only fifteen minutes after the first case was sup-
posed to be ealled in court ; or if he missed that bus he
caught another at ten-thirty—they ran every hour on
week-days. But they ran differently on Sundays and
holidays.

The moming sun was hot. The magistrate was
beginping to feel uncomfortable, standing at  the
roadside waiting for the bus, For occasions like this,
he thought, a car would be useful. He had not
owned a car since the death of his wife. In the
possession of a car it was less easy to escape from
social obligations. James: Riddle did not visit his
friends ; his friends wisited him. 5o satisfactory an
arrangement would not have been possible if he had
had a car.

The bus came at last.

The bus drew up in 5t. George's Terrace by a green
oasis of gardens. Riddle got out and gazed about him
I3
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at the unfamiliar city. The city he knew was a city
at work, living, significant: a city of two hundred
thouwsand souls @ with crowded narmow footpaths, and
wide busy streets ; with clanging electric trams, painted
a dull grey-green and decorated with advertisemnents,
with red diamonds painted on either end from which the
head-lamps looked out like Cyclopean eyes; with a
morming, and evening, and four important weekly
newspapers ; with fine public buildings ; with bronze
gnd stope and marble memorials to the War and
others of the great and noble deeds of men ; with green
parks and public gardens ; with Chambers of Commerce
and of Industry ; with wealth amounting to hundreds
of millions of pounds sterling deposited in bills and
deeds and currency in a dozen banks ; and with
thousands of unemployed who huddled in the shade of
the trees in the parks, their shabby clothes and drawn,
want-marked faces spoiling the pleasant prospects for
the more fortunate,

But the city lay now in an exhaosted sleep, empty
and meaningless, sprawling like a dead monster among
preen living things., A few leisurely pedestrians, clad
in loose, comfortable garments, passed to and fro over
the paverments. The clangor of a tram, two blocks
awady, wad the death-rattle of a robot. Under the
trees in the parks the vnemployed lay gasping in their
gwisit-aoaked rags ; the ordure of the city. In the hot
Sabbath sun the city slept amidst its ordure, amidst
the excrement passed from its concrete bowels ; and
the church-bells pealed slowly, echoing meaninglessky
through the empty streeis.

Riddle walked several blocks to the point from which
the Scarborough buses departed, A bus was waiting.
He entered and szt down on the shady side. The bus
filled up slowly. The passengers were chiefly young
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men in blazers and open shirts and flannel trousers,
their feet throst into canvas shoes, and girls in light
loose frocks: A party of four, wearing only wrappers

over bathing suits, came running as the vehicle began
to move, amd clambered aboard with much gasping
and gigzling. Only two seats were vacant, 50 the
girls of the party sat uwpon the knees of the men. The
magistrate noticed that they did so without self-con-
SCIOUSIESS OT COVIESS.

The bus gathered speed and left the city and ran
through smiling garden suburbs for several miles.
Then the pretty cottages with their lawns and shrubs
and flower-beds gave place to primal bushland, The
bus Inmbered on over the narrow black road, followed
by a little cloud of grey dest.

Clad in the dull grey-green of encalypt and banksia,
this antipodean terrain fell in slow undulations of
limestone hills to the sea.  The fall was checked by a
tumbled ridge of dunes, then the land spilled itself in
a spate of shining white sand into the Indian Ocean,

For a space the dunes were levelled into & Broad
esplanade. The bus turned into the esplanade and
stopped. The passengers poored out, and the magis-
trate James Riddle stood for 2 moment blinking in the
incandescent glare of the sun, and absorbing details
of a scene more animated than any in his memory.
Across the wide bitumen expanse of the esplanade a
score of little shops and cafés, gay beneath roofs of
multi-coloured  tiles, looked out upon & sea of tur-
quoise and sapphire. Shops and cafés were thronged
with half-naked customers, young men and girls in
bright, scanty bathing-suits, in loose gay gowns, in
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jazz-patterned pyjamas. Up and down the wide
flights of steps which led down from the esplanade
through a wall of yellow sandstone to the beach, and
acrogs the esplanade itself, was a coming and going
that was vital with colour.

The magistrate descended to the beach. From the.

white sand great umbrellas of red, green, blue, yellow,
roge like a crop of gigantic toadstools. Bathers
crowded in their shade. Others lay in the full glare
of the sun, stretched supine upon the sand, drunk
with the fierce heat. The crowds ebbed and fowed
The ocean laved the sands with three rolling white
lines of gurf. Half-naked bathers rode upon the
breakers on their painted boards, or laopghed and
shouted in the clear green water, their cries merging
with the slow, ceaseless roar of the surf.

The beach stretched away to the north till it was
lost in a rocky outcrop behind which rose low, black
cliffs, and to the south in a curving white hine that
grew smudged with distance, to City Beach, Ocean
Beach, Cottesloe, Buckland Hill, Leighton, to
where, very dimly through the heat-haze, could be
seen the stone mole which guarded the harbour of
Fremantle, and the masts and funnels of the ships m
the pert,

In the public dressing-shed Riddle changed into a
new sky-bloe bathing-suit, and emerged feeling con-
scious of the whiteness of his limbs, grotesquely naked
in the presence of the people about him in their coats
of tan, Stepping over the bodies of sun-drunken
bathers he reached the water and plunged nto the
gurf.,

The water surged about his waist and he dived,
coming up refreshed, washed clean of discomtort and
gell-consciousness and incipient bad temper. Dodging
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the plunging surf-boards he struggled out beyond
the surf, luxuriating in the cool caress of the
waler,

In a-while, howewer, it grew chill, and he retumed to
the beach to get his towel from the dressing-shed, dry
his arms and shoulders and face, amd deop down on the
hot sand.

Then he heard someone hailing him by name, and
gazed about him in surprise, for he had not expected
to encounter anyongs he knew on the beach. At last
he espied his friend the chemist John Graham, beckon-
ing to him from under a sunshade. e moved over
gladly. Graham was a man after his own kind, a
man of intellect and intelligence, for all that he some-
times kept dubious company, Riddle had not seen
him for more than two months Bending from his
ercct height he shook hands with the big thick-set man
who wore always the same still smile on hiz broad
serene countenance. Graham preeted the magistrate
with friendly irony :

"Has wour soul rebelled against wyour poets and
philosophers at last, James, that you should join this
orgy of sensuality

“sSensuality ¢ Riddle repeated questioningly. "Is
that what it is ¥**

“Eimon pure sensuality,” said the chemist. “"Look
at it—a pagan bacchanal I He made a gesture which
embraced the whole beach, “They're drunk with the
wind and the surf and the sun—egpecially the sun. A
thousand half-nude men and women luxuriating in

sensation. Bare backs, bare shoulders, bare
thighs, And half of them not content with costumes
cut away almost to the waist must slip off the shoulder-
straps and roll them wholly down, Ewven the women,
Look: at them, balf of them concealing their breasts
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only with their cupped hands, making barely a pretence
at holding up their costumes. . . "

Startled, the magistrate looked about him, remem-
bering suddenly the primary purpose of this unwanted
excursion of his. He thought again of the girl,
Theodora Luddon, sitting mm the dock on a charge
that amounted to one of indecent exposure, yet seermn-
ingly unembarrassed and serene. 5She had told the
truth, of course she had! Here 1t was written in
wirm, sun-tanned flesh upon the beach. . . .

The chemist went on: “Next wear, perhaps, they
won't even bother to make a pretence.”  He paused
for a moment, then added with rehish @ "This cult of
the Beaches and the sun, James, is sabotaging the idea
of modesty,”

“That's my impression,'’ observed Riddle. "There
was 4 case in court last week—a young man and a girl.
The ¢ouncil inspector canght them with their costumes
rolled down. The girl | .. remarkable | What amazed
me moest was her self-possession.  In my ignorance of
all this , . .” He gestured as & moment before Graham
had gestured. *. . . it stemed to me that the charge
amounted to one of mndecent exposure.  Yet she was
wholly unaffected. I fined her two pounds.,  This . . .
makes me feel rather foolish. I came . . . to see for
myself.”

“And you've seen I Grabam chuckled. T take it
she was & good-looking girl 7

“She was," the magistrate admitted. "Extremely
good-looking.  An altogether remarkable girl.”

Chuckling again, the chemist observed ; "Her
charms, it seems, impressed you a3 much as her self-
poesession. I suppose it wasn't, by any chance, the
hope of seetng her that brought you out to-day

“Wo,” Riddle said brusquely, "it wasn't,”
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Yet even as he spoke he was conscious of a stirring
of hope that he would see her, and his glance began to
wander uncbtrusively about the beach, searching
group after group of the bathers,

3

On the edge of a group a few feet away a young
woman lay upon her stomach with her head buried in
her arms.  About the straight black hair, drawn back
from her small head in two plaits and cotled low behind
each ear, and the shm, firm, obive-white limbs that
seemed impervious to the sun, there was something
which impressed the magistrate as vaguely familiar.
The shoulder-straps of her costume had been slipped
off, and agrinst the sand her young breast swelled
deliciously, A fair-haired young man lay with his
head pillowed on her thighs.

"I seem to know that girl," Riddle said in @ puzzled
way. "Ican't see her face, but . . "

Graham answered lazily : “That's my wife and her
latest admirer. Of conrse you seemed to kmow her.™
He called to her : “Gerda I

She raised her head in a dazed way.

"Here's a friend of yours,” Graham said to her.

Pushing the young men’s heed off her legs, Gerda
Graham sat up, the dazed expression still on her face.
But in a moment she appeared to recognize the megis-
trate, and smiled, shooting him a languishing glance
from her yellow eyes.  Slipping her arms into the loops
of her costume, she crawled over.  Riddle said that
he had been trying to recognize her.

"Had you forgotten me /' she inquired reproach-
Tully.

He shook his head, ""¥You are much too striking a
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person to forget. But your face was hidden in your
arms."

She rewarded him with ancther long glance, and
they began to chat of enimportant matters:  the last
occasion they had met, a play, & divorce case then
before the Supreme Court of the State. At last she
said :

"Come and meet the others. Afterwards we are all
going to the Grooms' at Cottesloe to hawve a party.
You must come too.”

“But I don't know your Grooms. "

“I'm going to introduce you. Come on."

She took his hand and led him somewhat against his
inclination to the group she had left.

They acknowledged the introductions vaguely. too
subtly conscious of the semsuous air, the hot white
sand, the hazy symphony of heat and colour and
movement of which they were part, to stram their
manners. The young columnist and paragraphist,
Noel Manning, whom Riddle already knew shightly,
leaned against the recumbent body of his fiancée, Joyce
Mealing. Paul Kronen, the young managing director of
the greet drapery firm of Kronen's Limited, was lowly
burying the long slim legs of Fanchon Follower, the
daughter of & wealthy timber-merchant, under 2 pile of
sand, The handsome young idler, Peter Groom, dis-
turbed when Gerda went to greet the magistrate, now
supported his head wpon his hand.  In the centre of the
group his pretty, brown-haired, young wilfe Cynthia
squatted on her heels and accused him of infidelities.
Her clear voice flowed on resentfully like a thread
through the vital harmony :

“And only yesterday— Joyce and Noel had come to
tea—Peter and Noel went out to get some bread, and
just when we were beginning to think they'd had an
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accident, or gone to the hotel and got drunk, they came
back with two girls. , , "

Groom interrupted his wife ; “How could we know
they'd come.  We picled them up for a lark, and drove
them round in the car for a while, and couldn't think
of any polite way of getting rid of them. So I asked
them to come along home with us and meet our wives.
How could we know they'd accept an invitation like
that

"That do=sn't explain why you stopped out till foor
o'clock in the moming,™ said Cynthia.

Joyce Mealing sat up suddenly and said: “Noel
didn't.”

"But Peter did—after he'd taken them home. Joyce
and I refused to meet them—we simply Ieft the flat.
They sat down and ate the meal we'd got ready, while
we had to go to the hotel. I choke when I think of
it—those raddled little hussies sitting down to our tea
with Peter and Noel. And when we came back the
lights in the flat were out. They were lying in the
bedroom with them—DNoel, too—he was just as bad
as Peter up to that time.”

Joyvce Mealing bit her lip.

"INoel wouldn't have done a thing like that if it
hadn't been for Peter.” Noel Manning smiled
dreamily, but his fiancée went on unnoticing : I don't
know why you put up with it,"”

“He...he...always gets round me,” Cynthia said,
throwing the young scapegrace she had married a look
of angry adoration. “Some day I'1l leave him and
take his money with me. You could have driven those
croatures home in half or three-quarters of an hour,”
she declared addressing her husband directly, “But
you didn't get home till four in the moming. [ don't
know what you did. . . "
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“I told you,” Groom' said. “'One of them was an
interesting girl, 'We sat talking and didn’t notice the
time going.”

“What did you talk about "

“Oh, Lord ! About a bundred and one things |

“How do I know vou're telling the truth 2"

“Have I ever lied to you, Cynthia darling #**

His woice was laughing and tender, and his wife
made no Answer,

Paul Kronen said : “"Ha, ha, ha 1™

Jovee Mealing protested : “You don't believe him,
de you 1

“I don't know,” said Cynthia. “I don't know what
to believe.™

“Why, he even makes love to your friends [

“They encourage me,” said Groom, rising easily to
his feet.

Six feet high, he stood for a moment gazing at the
welter of youth about him ; vonth supine wpon the
sand ; revelling in the surf ; the gay colours of bathing
suits and pyjamas, coatees, tall beach sombreros
rioting like a jazz harmony in the shimmering heat |
young men and women as beautiful as gods, as thooght-
less and care-free as monkeys. The young idler shook
the sand from his limbs like & dog, and the long, lithe
muscles rippled onder the sun-tanned skin.  Watching
him with reluctant admiration, the magistrate saw his
glance wander from one to another of the group at his
feet, resting for an instant on Gerda GGraham with her
almost-yellow eyes, her olive-white skin and black
hair - on the slim Fanchon Follower, half buried in the
gand, who might have been a boy but for the Little
twin apples that pressed out her bathing suit, and lips
so reddened with salve that her mouth locked like a
bleeding gash ; on his wife with her charming, sun-
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tinted face in its frame of brown hair; on the classic,
dark-brown beauty of Joyce Mealing. PBending, the
young idler caught hold of Joyce, and, ignoring her
protests, swung her to her feet with easy strength ; and
calling to Cynthia to bring the surf-boards, hustled her
shrieking into the surf.

4

The group broke up. Fanchon Follower erupted
from her mound of sand, crying that she was tired of
sun-bathing. Seizing their surf-boards, she and Faul
Kronen dashed into the water. The others followed
leisurely, with the magistrate and the chemist and his
wife bringing up the rear.

Gerda moved languidly, lethargically, as though the
sun had drained the vitality from her. But the swirl
of the water about her knees revived her,

She cried out: "Wait for me I"—and pushed out
after those ahead.

But they failed to hear her or ignored her and she
fell back again to Riddle and her husband.

Joyce Mealing and Peter Groom came in fast on 2
breaker, riding their boards in a smother of foam.
They would have passed ten yards away, but they
altered the course of their shoreward flight slightly and
came straight for Gerda and Riddle and Craham.
Riddle braced himself nervously, expecting to be
struck, Gerda cried out in alarm, At the last
moment the two swung their boards breadside to the
girf and found their feet beside the others. They
were laughing.

“Come on out where they're breaking,” Groom
shouted to Gerda,

She =nubbed him with a look, and turped to the

magistrate.
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“You take me out, Mr. Riddle "

Riddle remembered that his friend, Graham, had
referred to the young idler as his wife's lateat admirer,
He suspected that he was being played off against
Groom, but he did not mind. He smiled assent, and
he and the chemist's wife pressed oot together,

A breaker surged towards them and they went under
to come wp in the bubbling wake. They thrust out
till the water was shoulder-high and they had to
struggle desperately to make headway against the
onslaught of the surf Breakers reared green and
sheer above them. They dived under the toppling
crests and at last won their way to the clear deep
water beyond the surf.

A strong swimmer in his youth, the magistrate was
yet unused to such vielent exertion, and trod water,
gasping, The woman watched him in a caleulating
provocative way though she, too, was a little out of
breath. Looking back at the shore, they seemed to
be a long way out,

The magistrate remarked on the distance,

Gerda smiled : “"We're only about sixty yards out.”

"More than that, surely #"'

She shook her wel head, still smiling.

"You don't want to go back already, do you 2

"Mao," he sid, apswering her smile.

As she trod water she moved close to him, so that
now and then their legs touched.,

Riddle thought: “The minx!"—but the contact
excited him a little, and he wondered if he should
suggest to Graham that he brong his wife out to his
villa in the hills one day.

"Let's dive together to the bottom,” Gerde sug-
gested.  ""Put your arm round me."’

The warmth of her body reached the magistrate

UPFSURGE 25

through the cool film of water that was all that seemed
to separate her from him, and he bit his lip gently
from pleasure and cxcitement, Gerda smiled at him
in an intimate way.

Then the smile faded and was replaced by a frown,
Riddle observed that she was gazing at something
over hiz shoulder, and he turned has head to see the
young idler, Peter Groom, swimming towards them.

The young man called out : “Eh, Gerda I

The chemist's wife did not reply. With an sten-
tations gesture she drew Hiddie's arm more closely
aroungd her and said ; “Come on.  Let's dive,”

They dived till they were groping on the white
bottom,

Then,' simultaneously, they siw, approaching them
out of the green depths, a dark moving shape.

With a single desperate movement the woman
releazed the man, and they shot separately fo the
surface.

Gerda screamed @ A shark ! Oh, God, a shark 1"
—and fainted.

An icy chill of fear passed through Riddle, Six
feet away the young idler, Peter Groom, gazed about
Tim with a look of frank and hopeless tervor on his face,

3

A shrill whistle sounded from the watch-tower on
the beach. A tenseness ran through the crowd on
the sands like an clectric current.  Like a wave
they rose and crowded to the water’s edge to mix
irt confusion with the bathers struggling out from the
gurf. A solid wall of humanity stood on the edge of
the surf and gazed out beyond the breakers to where
two men supported between them an unconscious girl
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Close beside them something black came up out of
the water and sank again: a fin.

"It's Gerda and Riddle," John Graham said in a
curiously impassive volce, “—and young Groom, I
think.”

He had become slightly pale, and his eyes were
fixed intently on the sea.

Cynthia Groom screamed and dropped to her knees
on the edge of the surl in a fit of wild weeping. Fan-
chon Follower gazed with the fascinated expression of
a bird hypnotized by a smake. Joyce Mealing sud-
denly hid her face on the shoulder of Noel Manning,
Paul Kromen, very pale, looked steadily out to
sed.

Another fin, and another, then one, two, three
ghining black backs . . . a school of porpoises. | . .

From the crowd on the beach came a gasp of relief
that sounded like a newly-awakened wind sighing
through trees.

“Cynthia! Cynthia darling " Joyce Mealing cried
hysterically, throwing herself down beside Cynthia.
“Cynthia, look, look | It's mot a shark, it's por-
poises ! She dashed some tears from her eyes.
"Cynthia, they're safe. It's nothing. Look ["

Cynthia looked up vacantly. ““What "

“Cynthia, it's not a shark, only porpoises.”

" Porpoises " echoed Cynthia. “Porpoises 7"

“TE| Fi:lrp-l:l-i!iﬂﬁ-."

Cynthia stopped crying and rose to her feet. She
looked out to where her husband and the magistrate
still supported Gerda Graham. Tweaty yards from
them the rolling black backs broke the water again
and disappeared. Porpoises | Cynthia began to laugh.
She laughed while the tears still streamed from her
eyes and comtinued as though she could not stop.

UTPEURGE 7

She clutched at her side, at her throat, but the hys-
terical langhter went on.  She laughed till the others
became frightened for her, then stopped as suddenly
g% she had begun. She sank down on her haunches
on the sand, and a queer sob rose out of her throat.

“There, there!” Joyce Mealing was crooning.
“There, there ! There, there, darling, they're going
out for them., They're going out for them with the
life-fine."

People crowded round asking guestions.

A brown young athlete in the skull-cap and costume
af the Scarborough Surf Life Saving Club was making
his way out through the surf. A life-belt with a line
attached was fastened round his waist. Behind him
the life-savers paid out the line above their heads with
the precision of machines.

The belt-man dived through the last line of surf and
syam out to where Groom and the magistrate trod
water, supporting the unconscious gir. With one
hand the young jdler clung to his sor{-board.

“Take her,”” Groom said, thrusting the chemist's
wifie into the hands of the belt-man. “I'm all right.
Got a bit of a scare, that’s all, Are you all right 2"
he inguired of Riddle,

Yo"

The belt-man began to abuse them : "Bloody fools
o M—buat his comrades on the beach began to haul
in the line and his abuse ended in an angry splutier
ag his head dipped under.

RKiddte and Groom struck oot for the shore, and in
& few strokes were in the breaking surf,  Shouting to
the magistrate to get on behind, Groom caught &
breaker with his surf-board, and they reached the
shore not long after the belt-man.

As they waded through the last few yards of surf,
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Cynthia Groom came running to meet them. She
clutched her young husband's hand, crying :

“Peter, oh, Peter, you don't know what a relief it
wasl . . .

There were tears in her eves,

The young man replied gaily = “Why, yoo've been
erying | Did vou think your faithless husband had
gone then, Cinny 2"

He put an arm round her shoulders and shook her
gently, She said nothing but squeezed his hand and
locked up at him through her wet lashes in a humble,
dog-like way.

The magistrate James Riddle hung behind as they
mounted the wet slope to the beach, He was touched.
So pitiful and so charming in her love, he thought.
Were the women who came before him on Friday
mornings, seeking separations from their husbands,
once like that ¥

When he reached the beach he hurried along to
where Graham's wife had been brought ashore by the
life-savers. She had recovered consciousness on the
way-in in the arms of the beli-man and had swallowed
no water, but they had laid her face downwards on
the sand notwithstanding, and were applying resus-
citation methods, Gerda protested weakly, but they
would not desist till Graham and Riddle interfered.

The hushand and his friend supported Gerda back
to the sunshades, They put her down im the shade,
and Paul Kronen madeé a pillow of beach-coats and
slipped it under her head.

"%he's all right," Riddle said. "A little fright,
that's all.”

Ome of her coiled plaits had come undone in the surf
and hung from her head now like a dead black snake,

She emid weakly: "Oh, T feel so ashamed I
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“Nothing to feel ashamed about,” the magistrate
said cheerfully, and the others chorused : "Nonsense |
Ashamed, indeed [

"Nevertheless," seid Gerda, “I'm ashamed. To
faint like a schoolgirl at the sight of a porpedse | But
coming through the water as it did, it ded look like a
shark."

She recovered quickly, and in a little the scare was
forgotiten,

(]

An orgy of sensuality. . . . Riddle lay inert on the
sand with his face buried in his arms. His flesh was in
the grip of a tingling lethargy. Even his thoughts
flowed slowly.  He thought of the phrase of his friend
the chemist - an orgy of sensuality. The enervating,
vitalizing heat of the sun, and the cool effervescence
of the surf . . . then the sun again and the surf again
—a sort of multi-layered sensual sandwich, Slices of
sand with sea between, fierce heat and bubbling
cold. . . .

The sun, the magistrate reflected, was a drug and
an intoxicant, and was becoming unpleasantly hot
again on his back and fegs. It was time to cool off

in in the surf, Hre sat up.

The sun had sunken half-way down the westem
sky and was reflected in splashes of incandescence
from the waves, which were msing under the influence
of a breeze from the west.

Groom and Gerda Graham came up from the surf
with water dripping from them. The young idler
grinned cheerfully at the magistrate,

*“We're thinking of going,'” he said. “It's less
plessant when the sea breeze gets up.  You're coming
with us, of course ?"
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II“’EH_ o -IJ

“0f course he's coming,’" Gerda said. 5 )

““That settles it,” Groom remarked, gnoning agaimn,

A little surprised at himsell, Riddle said: "I'd be
glad to come. I'll have a dip first though., Where's
John #*

He looked round for the chemist but could not see
him.

Gerda said ¢+ "1 think he's in the water. Hurry up,
You've got to dress, ‘We came like this."”

She approached close to Riddle and wrung IEP:
water from the bottom of her costume so that it
dripped over him. He flinched from the cold contact
and scrambled to his feet while she smiled at him with
her yellow eyes.

As he made his way down the wet slope to the
water he was ctill surprised at himseli He had met
these people that moming—all save John Graham
and his wife, perhaps—with a sense of detachment,
of belonging to a sphere and a life apart from them.
Now he seemed to be of them, Tt was as though the
fright he had shared with the young idler, Peter Groom,
and Gerda Graham had admitted him to intimacy
with them without his own voliion, He was prone
to avoid new acquaintanceships, being unwilling to
accept the obligations they imposed ; he was jealous
of his own self-sufficiency ; yet he had acquiesced in
the evening's mrrangements without reluctance and
almost with pleasure. . . .

The surf roared in his ears as he dived. The roots
of his being seemed to bathe in a sensation of effer-
vescent coolness, . . . This elemental semsmality, he
thought, was a philosophy ; it made him remember
that he was an animal. . . - :

He saw John Graham and struggled over to him.
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“Hullo,” said the chemist. *I thought you were
aslerp in the sun."

“I think I must have been”

“It’s touched you up a bit," observed Graham,
regarding Riddle's shoulders, no longer white but a
deep pink. "You should have kept in the shade with
that livid hide of yours. You get bumnt quite encugh
even in the shade.”

He slapped his friend lightly on the shoulder and
the magistrate Ainched.

“I expect you're right,” he said roefully.

“You'll be taking it out of the poor devils in the
dock to-morrow,

“H'm. I'll have to make allowances by imposing
lighter penalties than I think are warranted."

“Dwear old James! You take your job sericusly,
don't wom "

“I do,” said Riddle gravely.

A breaking wawve interrupted their talk. They
plunged about together inm the surf till they were
chilled then returned to the beach. The others were
gathering up their belongings, their rubber beach-
bags and caps, their cloaks and sunshades.

Gerda Graham said reproachfully to the magistrate :
"0Oh, T asked you to hurry. We want to get away
before we pget hot again.'

Her husband said @ “You go oo then, I'll bring
Riddie with me."

As they mounted the wide flight of steps to the
esplanade, Jowee Mealing said to her fiancé :

"Riddle"s the police magistrate, 1sn't he 7

“Yes,” replied Noel Manning.

"Why do they call him the Lord of the Urnal 2™

“Becanse of his name—Jimmy Riddle. "
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“"But 1 don't see how that . , . /"

"Rhyming slang, Jimmy Riddle means , . . er

. . to make water. They call his court the Urinal.”

"Oh! How . . . ribald!"

“Yes. They also say he suffers from some biadder
trouble, but I don’t know how true that 15"

7

In the crowded dressing-shed the magistrate donned
his clothes and ascended to the esplanade, where
Graham awaited him in his battered little two-seater
=18
"Here endeth the orgy,” remarked the chemist. “1
don’t know what you're to expect to-night, James.
Something in the nature of a party I imagine.”

The Jittle car moved off with a jerk.

"What sort of party 2"

“Oh , . . & gramophone, too much liquor, a little
huddied dancing as a preliminary to copulation on the
beach at three o'clock in the morning.”

"Oh " said the magistrate.

"Doesn't it appeal to you, James "

Riddle could not have said whether it appealed to
him or not.  He did not understand himself. He was
unsettled : he had a sense of having been jolted ocut
of a rut. He felt as though he were standing at the
edge of a forest of new expeniences and was free to
wander therein. It was feeling at once pleasurable
and disturbing.

“Tell me something about these people,” he said.
*I find it a little difficult to imagine them as your
friends.”

The chemist shrugged. “They're not my fnends;
they're Gerda's. They don't altogether approve of me.”
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“Why ? Because of your political affiliations "'

*Yes, I'm not 4 right-thinking citizen, They con-
gider many of my asgociations are unbecoming to a

entleman,”

"Well, T don't blame them for that,” =said the
magistrate. "I you must side openly with the rabble
in politics wou must take the consequences.™

The bulky chemist smiled. "“We're rapidly
approaching the time when the rabble, as you call
it, will be the class in power,” he said equably,

*Nonsense [

You'd naturally regard it 28 nonsense, but that's
becanse yowr affiliations make it impossible for you
properly to intérpret what you see.  Ewery social and
economic phenomenon of the day points to it. That
girl who impressed you so much, for instance—the
girl you fined—even she was ope of the straws in the
revolutionary wind, my friend. You saw the moving
straw and you had sense enough to know that it
wasn't moving without cause, so you came to the
conclusion that modesty was disintegrating. But you
didn't go far enough ; you neglected to ask yourself
why it was disintegrating.™

“Well, are you going to tell me that it's becanse a
revolotion's approaching

“Yes," said Graham.

“In all my life," declared the magistrate, “I've never
heard a greater piece of absurdity I'

“MNo "

..ann

"The morality of a civilization,” said Graham, “is
an ethical reflection of the economic organization of
that civilization. A breakdown of morality neces-
sarily implies a breakdown of the economic machinery
behind it."

-
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The magistrate shook his head irritably. "Some-
times you annoy me, John " he said.  "You attempt
to solve every problem you éncounter by reference to
Karl Marx. His theories deminate your whole out-
look."

“Marx made the obvious discovery that the frst
task of the human species is #arning a living." Graham
oheerved, "and that that task is sufficiently important
to colour all our other activities, our art, morality,
philosophy, religion and all the rest, and he went on
to draw the secessary conclusion that the forms these
other activities take depends upon the manner in
which we earn a living, that is to say, upon our coonamic
organization.”

“If he'd stopped there . . " began Fiddle.

The chemist interrupted : “For the purpose of our
argument he does stop there. But you won't accept
the logical implications of the theory.”

The magistrate snorted. "Il accept them when
they are logical ; but when I'm asked to regard a few
youthful irresponsibles peeling off their bathing suits
as foreshadowing a revolution! . . .7

“You'd be willing enough to regard a small ¢lond
on the horizon as presaging a storm,” said the other,

"I thers were other indications as well, perhaps.”

“aAnd are there no other indications ! They are not
difficult to find. Art forms are changing, architeciural
forms are changing, philesophy is falling in to dis-
repute, the churches ¢ty aloud of empty péws and
none hear, the sacred institutions of martage and the
home are threatened by the rising tide of immorality,
crime is increasing, and commerce and industry are
floundering in an eccomomic cnsis that is without
parallel in history ! Or as a magistrate are you
officially unaware of these indications 2"
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"NWo. Naturally I'm aware of them, bot T don't
regard them as indications of an impending revolu-
Eiom.”"

“Perhaps vou regard them as meaningless 7 How
are they to be interpreted if not as reflections of an
impending change in the organization of socety 7"

T don't know,"” said Riddle, "but T'm not prepared
to attach that interpretation o them.™

The chemist shregged. "All right, all right| Tf
vou won'd be convinced . . "

For a while they drove on in silence. The magis-
trate felt tired ;: the day on the beach had draimed
him of energy. The jolting of the little car over the
irregularities of the road was cauzding him to chafe
where the sun kad burned him.

"In any case,"” he said, "when I asked vou to tell
me about these frtends of yours it was not in anti-
cipation of an argament in which peither of as has
the least hope of comavincing the other. What does
young Groom do, for instance

"He's an idler,” said Graham. “"His mother left
himm  twenty thousand pounds, T onderstand. I'm
also informed that he made a present of i to hiz wife
—when some pet-rich-quick scheme in which he was
interested threatened to go wrong. My wile finds
him peculiarly attractive,™

"H'm, yes, s0 I've noticed I

"Ehe makes no secret of it, The conventions, as
we have observed, are changing. [ think you know
Noel Manning, den’t o 7

"T've met him."

"Paul Kronen is the son of old James Kronen—
Kronen’s Limited, A member of the council of the
Chamber of Commerce, the Council of Industries, the
Eotary Club, amd hall a dozen other institutions—an
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important young man. In fact, he's one of those
higher products of civilization that we revolutionaries
shall have such great pleasure in shooting when the
time comes,"

“You don't like him #*

“l do not ! 1 doubt if he's ever yielded to a dis-
interested impulse in his life "

“len't he the head of the business ? He must have
ability"

“Oh, he has ability | The type always has. Do
you know, James, sometimes I wonder if that type's
quite sane.  When I talk to Kronen I get the impres-
sion of a fine mind bound in infancy, as it were, like
the feet of a Chinese woman—swathed in bandages of
prejudice and tradition so that it grew up crippled and
twisted and deformed. His vanity is inordinate.”

“Prejudice and  tradition 7" repeated Riddle
euripusly. T should not have thought he had very
much tradition behind him. I understand that his
father wag the son of a convict.™

I don't think old James is responsible ; T think
it's his mather."”

“Clueer that a woman like that should marry the
gon of a conviet,”

Graham langhed. James was presumably a wealthy
man. His origin was probably forgotten. It doesn’t
do to inguire too closely intd the origins of any of our
great commercial famihes™

“H'm, no. I suppose not."

Again a silence fell upon them. Presently they
entered the suburbs of the ity

“Where are we going 7' the magistrate asked

“To Cottesloe, Absurd that we should have to go
right back to town to get there! There should be a
road along the coast.™
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“Yes. I'd like a wash, John. I feel damnably hot
and dry,"

“You can get one when you get there, You'll find
they don't stand on ceremony, Incidentally, when
T've dropped you, I'll have to get back to the shop ;
1 have to open between six and eight on Sundays,
But Gerda will look after you, and T'll be back later,”™



CHAPTER THREE

T

HE chemist turned his shabby little car into a

I street which was a magnificent avenne of pines,
The street ran over the crest of a hill and down towards
the sea ; and so great were the pines that their branches
almost met everhead, so that one looked westward at
waves, golden in the lowering sun, as through a dark
tunnel

The flat in which the young idler, Peter Groom, lived
with his wife was in a single-storied biock on the crest
of the hill. The windows opened beneath the great
branches of the pines. Now, as John Graham stopped
his car by the narrow, gravelled footpath, jazz strains
floated through the open windows of the flag, and
Riddle caught a glimpse of Paul Kronen and the girl,
Fanchen Follower, still in their bathing suits, dancing
to the music.

Following Graham, he entered the tiny square hall
of the flat and passed under an arch into the room
where they were dancing. It was a long room with a
floor of oiled jarrah, bare save for a rug or two, and
comfortably furnished with deep chairs and lounges.
At the far end & door was open upon a narrow hall-
way, and through it came the gound of a Tunning
shower and the voices of Cynthia Groom, and Gerda
Graham and Joyce Meating, mingled with the clatter
of spoons and dishes in the kitchen.

The dancers stopped as Graham and Riddle entered
and greeted them without warmth.  Riddle allowed

i
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himself to sink down apon one of the lounges, sighing
gratefully as the soft upholstery yielded to his weight.
He was tired.

“You have to change, tos, do wou?” Kronen
remarked to Graham, obasrving that the latter was
still in his bathing suit, "Noel's a long time with the
shower, Yon'll have to wait your turn, Fanchon's
next, then me. There's not room for more than one
at a time in that cupboard of a bathroom.™

Graham answered curtly: “Thanks for warning
me, but I've no time for a shower. Tl get into my
clothes in Groom's bedroom,  I've got to get back to
my shop.”

With & shrug Krenen turned his back on the chemist
and began to talk to Fanchon. Then the sonnd of
the shower ceased, and a little later Manning appeared
in the hall doorwiay and asaid that the bathroom was
vacnt.

Fanchon said: "Thank goodness |"—and hurried
ot

Kronen seated himseld on the lounge beside the
magistrabe,

“Sun touched vou up a bit, did it ?"" he remarked,
looking &t Riddle's burning face.  “"Well, it won't last
mare than three or four days I always have a hell
of a time myself at the beginning of a season.”

The record on the gramophone came (o an end and
Kronen get up to stop it.  Returning, he said:

“We've been glad to see shoplifiers getting heavier
sentences in your court lately, Mr. Riddle. Shop-
Lifting's ¢ne of the biggest difficulties we have to
eontend with. If [ told you how much Kromen's
Limited lose annually through sheplifting you'd hardly
believe it

He smiled. His smile was intelligent and merry,
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but it failed to expose his teeth ; his lips opened like
a gish in his smooth face.

“Ar a matter of fact,” answered the magistrate,
“heavy sentences have been imposed only in a few
special cases—where the position was uncomplicated.
Shoplifters belong to & class of offenders which has
always been something of a problem. Many of them
can't pay fines, and when they've small children and
homes to take care of, as so many of them have, to
gend them to gaol is to punish not only them but their
dependants.”™

“But that's not yewr look-out, surely 2

The magistrate felt suddenly that he disliked Paul
Kronen.

He eaid smavely: "I am under the unfortunate
necessity of administering justice as well as the law.™

“But ig it necessary to concern yourself with their
private lives 1"

Tt is necessary to take all circomstances into con-
gideration,” replied Riddle. *Justice is a commodity
that cannot be dispensed ss easily as silk or butter,
Mr. Kronen.™

Kronen langhed in & contemptuous way,

“No, I suppose not.  ¥ou've got to disentangle it
from governmental red tape, eh? ‘Well, it's only
natural. I think it's generally admitted that all state
enterprises suffer from red tape. If the enforcement
of the law was placed in the hands of responsible
private enterprise it conid be freed from red tape and
sentimentality. Shoplifters and others would be
taught a proper respect for property, and everybody
would get justice at about half the cost to the state.™

Riddle did not know whether to be angry or amused.
Glancing up, he canght the concerned gaze of Peter
Groom, who had entered the room while they were
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talking. Out of deference to his host, he decided to
seem amused, and uwttered a short langh.
"Don't you think so 7" exclaimed Kronen in sur-

The unquenched spark of anger in the magistrate
flared up. This young oligarch was either a fool or
he was tryving to make a fool of him, Riddle,

"I don't appreciate your joke, Mr. Kronen,” he said
coldly,

"I was not jolang,” retorted Kronen, his face
becoming expressionless,

“1 langhed in emmor then. It did not occor to me
that anyone could make such a ridicolons statement
seriously 1

Kronen's eyes flashed, but he did not reply, He
rose slowly to his feet. In a curicosly indifferent
voice he said to Groom :

"I'm going, Peter. I'm not going to stay here to
be insulted."

“"Good Lord, Paul [V Groom exclaimed. "You
haven't been insulted 1"

"I prefer to be the jodge of that,"

“But . . . Good God, man! Yoo brought it on
yourself. If anyone has grounds for complaint it's
Mr. Riddle . . ."

Krongn did not reply directly. He said: *Tel
Fanchon I'll be waiting for her in the car, will you "

“Don't be so bloody childish [ eried Groom,

"When I said 1 wouldn®t stay here to be insulted,"
said Kronen celdly, “that went for you, too, Peter.”

He stalked out of the flat as he spoke,

Groom spread his hands in a despairing way. “I'm
sorry, Mr. Riddle. 1. .. I don't know what to say,
Paul . he's such a queer swine, You never know
how to take him."
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"Hiz manters,” remarked the magisirate, who was
gtill angry, “certainly leave room for improvement 1™

“1 think it’s because he was spoiled as a kid,” the
voung idler said apologetically. ""And he's never had
a chance to get it knocked out of him.™

Hot and uncomfortable and angry, the magistrate
grunted, He was remembering a remark of his friend,
the chemist, that had seemied merely rhetorical at the
time : that sometimes he wondered if men like Kronen
were sahe, . . . Kronen's inordnate vanity, . - .

The sea-galt was still stiff and sticky in his greying
hair, and powdered dryly on his face. He was thirsty
and utitomfortable, He wished he had not come.

"Here's the tea,” Groom said with relief,

Cynthia handed Riddle & cup of tea, smiling at him
charmingly, and lLe began to feel better. He drank
the tea thirstily, When he had washed, his annoyance
and incipient depression were gone.

Retuming to the living-room he was conscious again
of a pleasant sense of anticipation. Manning engaged
him in conversation.

The women seemed to resent their clothes after ther
day in bathing-suits. Gerda Graham alone waore
stockings. They sat shout carelessly, frequently
expuosing their legs to mid-thigh without coguetry or
self-consciousness. They talked together in a hap-
hazard, careless fashion, rising now and then to dance
to the music of the gramophone,

Az the rich yeflow light of late afternoon changed to
twilight, Cynthia and Joyce buosied themselves again
in the kitchen, and, as the grey light faded, served a
meal of crayfish, and salads, and omelettes.

When the meal wag over the aimless chatter snd
dancing began again, but was enlivened now by
drinking. They drank avidly. Temperate by long
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habit, Riddle became a little perturbed. The last
bus by which he could reach his home in the hills left
the city at nine o'clock. It was too late now to cateh
it. He was glad when Graham arrived again.

The bulky chemist threw himsell willingly enough
inta the spirit of the party, but in his usual, tronical
fazhion, Riddle watched him dancing—gracehilly
despite his bulk—with Joyce Mealing, and envied lim
hiz apparent faculty of participating without, as it
were, surrendering  himself. Graham possessed a
quality that he, Riddle, found impossible to analyse,
difficult even to define : a strange quality of invicl-
ahility, of serenity, of cold yet unrepellent detachment.
He could not imagine Graham in a state of anger, or
being swayed by any emotion, Yet the man was
sepsitive to all those things which were commonly
supposed to appeal to the emotions, to visual beauty,
to music, to poetry, to soulpture—particulariy to
soulpture, The magistrate had secen his friend tun
his fingers over & small marble Yenus as though the
very touch induced an ecstasy. .

Gerda Graham was dancing with Peter Groom, and
they were whispering together in an intimate way.

That afiair didn't appear to worry Graham, Riddle
thought, perhaps he wes too sure of his wife; what
young Groom's wife thought about it was another
matter, however,

Cynthia and the journalist, Manning, stood close by
the chair in which the magistrate was seated. He
glanced up at her.

No, she was not as complacent as Graham. Her
face revealed nothing, bot her eyes followed her grace-
less young husband.  And she was charming, charming,
he thought. That air of innocence and nafveté | . .
It was a shame !
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The record on the gramophone came to an end, and
Cynthia: moved to replace it. In the momentary
gilence a elight commotion sounded outside: the
crunching of feet on gravel, and a woman's wvoice
raised suddenly on a note of dismay: “0Oh! Is this
where we're going!"

The voice was & tich contralto to which some sl
merged memory in the magistrate responded imper-
fectly but instantly.

2

A moment later several people appeared in the hall
archway ; two men and three girls, With a cry of
surprise and pleasure, Cynthia hurried to meet them,
cutting off the magistrate's view.

"Why, Sylvia! And Gwen! Tom Rogers ! Stanley
Eell | Oh, how do you de |" she cried.

Eiddle watched with interest, but from his chair
he could see the faces only of the two men. Cymthia
stood between him and the rest of the party.

One of the girls said: "We've brought a friend,
Cynthia, She didn’t want to come but we told her
vou wouldn't mind."

“Of course not,” Cynthia began, then added hesi-
tantly: "But . .. have we? , , "

“We . .. we didn't really have a chence to.”
Again the rich contralto angled in the memory of the
magistrate, ""When your husband brought us in, you
o you didn't wait L LY

Riddle heard Noel Manning say softly : “'Good God |

"Oh " exclaimed Cynthia. "You're one of the
girls Peter and Neel | , . ."

“Cynthia | Theo! Whatever is the matter ' cried
one of the newcomers. Do you know each other "

The girl with the contralto voice answered : “In
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. . . yes, in asort of & way, But [ didn't know we
were coming here. You see, I didn't know your
pname.  Your hushand . . 7

"For heaven's sake! Theo, whatre . . "

“I'll explain. It's so ridiculons, . . . Olive Porchess
and | met two men. The fools! They invited us to
their flat to meet their wives, . . . Oh, we thought
they were joking, and . . . and . . . Well, they
brought us here, . . .7

"It was Peter and Moel Maniing,” said Cynthia
briefly.

An interval of silence was broken suddenly by
shrieks of laughter,

"What a joke " they cried.

"What a gorgeons joke |

“Peter and Noel |

“But Cynthia, you don't bear any grudge 7 There
gre no il-feelings, are there, Cynthia ™

“Wo," said Cynthia shyly, She, too, had joined in
the laughter.

“Then let me introduce you | this is Theo Luddon.™

Theo Ludden 7 Thee Leddon P Cynthia stepped
aside, and in stupefaction Riddle recognized the girl
whose face and bearing had madeé so profound an
impression on him in court |

The recognition was mutpal | The smile faded from
Theodora's face. The magistrate was appalled | Had
he not been invelved in enongh ridiculous situations
that day without enduring another 7 He had been
used as a foil by the wife of a friend in her side-play
with a probable lover; he had been scared out of his
wits by a school of porpoises; he bhad been reduced
to physical torment by the sun ; he had been involved
in an embarrassing sceme by the imbecile wanity of
Panl Kronen ; was there yet another impossible scene
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to face ? And the girl, too—had not she endured
enough ?

With a swift, careless gesturs, he pressed a finger to
his lips. He did not dare to make the action too
abvious lest it be overseen.  Buat she understond.  The
dismay in her grey eyes was replaced by an impersonal,
friendly look. A moment later, in the train of her
companions, she followed Cynthia out of the room,

3

“I suppose you don't often meet your . . . yoor
what do you call them—clients? . . . meet them
socially after theyve appeared before you in court,
do wou "

Theodora sat upright on the lounge beside the
magistrate—as upright as the yielding upholstery per-
mitted—and yet contrived to conwvey an impression of
utter relaxation. She sipped slowly at a glass of sweet
wine.

“MWot often,” Hiddle admitted with a gmile.

“You were a little . . . unfair."

“In the administration of justice one 1 sometimes
more than a little anfair”

“That's what's called a paradox, isn't i 2"

In the low, rich, contralte svoice there was no sug-
gestion of reproach, nor in the calm gaze of her grey
eyes, She spoke as if she were simply slating a fact.

"Perhaps,” said Riddle carefully, “the word “justice’
ghould not be used in connpection with our courts, Tt
is too ambiguous o term. The justice I administer is
the law.”

“Doeven magistrates recognize a difference between
justice and the law 7" she asked in a surprised way.

Riddle looked at her sharply,
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“It may interest you to know, young lady," he
oheerved, "that if justice had resided in the discretion
of the Bench, vou'd have received about three months'
hard labour as a result of a majority decision. Appar-
ently you've no idea how you shocked my colleagues.”

Theodoma lavghed.

“Fortunately for you,” Riddle went on, "the by-law
under which you were charged provided for a maximum
penalty of two pounds,™

In a puzzled way she said : “But that only means,
doesn’t 1t, that the law isn’t quite so unjust as it might
have been ?"

The Lord of the Urinal was startled. He gazed at
her in surprise. Was this girl who had inveigled him
into a debate on justice now going to tum the Socratic
dialectic upon him !—pgoing to force upon him the
defence of a notion whose only strength lay in offence :
the identity of law and justice ¥ Was there more in
her than her curioes serens charm, her flawless, golden-
brown beauty 7

"My dear voung lady, surely you realize the neces-
gity for Jow ?"

"1 suppose s0,"" she said slowly. “Everybody says
g0, . ., ., But . . . it wasn't only the fine, vou see. 1
lost my job, toeo. I had a job at the Brazilian con-
gulate, 1 was paid four pounds a week, and 1 had
hardly anything to do. But I lost it because of that
case, and pow I have to sell stockings and things at
Kronen's. [ have to work from nine to six, and I only
get two pounds and sevenpence a week."

Riddle exclaimed: "Oh! I'm Sorry!..." He
added gently : "But you don't blame me for that, do

}JJ
“For a little I did,” the girl admitted. "Moot now,”
“Why not now "
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“Oh , , I realized . . . that you couldn't hawve
done anything else, It was simply that silly regula-

tion, . . . And the council inspector—the beast |
“But he, too, had his duty to do.™
“I suppose so, But it all seems so . . . so silly,

Why should it be anyone's duty to do silly things?
Everything that is called duty seems to be silly.”

To the magistrale’s annoyance, at this point in
their conversition Peter Groom approached and asked
Theodora to dance, Setting down her hali-finished
glass of wine she rose and surrendered herself to the
young idler's arms. Watching her dance, Hiddle
remarked the strange grace of her movements. She
was like a cat, he thought, in her curious self-con-
tainedness, in her slow, effortless grace, Impatiently
he waited for her to return,

But when ghe returned she seemed to have receded
from him in gome indefinable way, 5She finished her
wine. Groom pressed more upon her.  She protested
that more than one glass went to her head, but when
he persisted she accepted it.

“That's foolish, if you den't want it," Riddle said.

She did not answer, but smiled at him, and began
sipping the wine. Groom settled himself on the arm
of the lounge and divided her attention.

The wine brought a Qush to her cheeks and an unreal
brightness to her eyes. A voluptuous note appeared
in her low-pitched laughter.

Presently Gerda Graham claiimed the young idler,
but Riddle found that Theodora now baffed him as
she had when he first saw her.  Though she was mani-
festly getting drunk, the quality of serenity, of acquies-
cence, persisted.  She no longer supported his efforts
at conversation, but seemed content to sit in smaling
silence while he talked. Like a cat | Unapproachable.
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Her personality eluded him, seemed to retreat the
further into that mist of serenity the nearer his under-
standing approached. At last, in despair, he asked
her to dance.

In his arms she was warm and yielding, and . . .
heavy. He was surprized. His eyes questiomed her,

“T'm . . . drunk I' she said, laughing quietly. "I
I have more than one glass it always goes to my head.”

He resisted an impulse to laugh himeelf, fecling
again on firm ground. If it were simply the fumes of
wine behind which she had been hiding - . .

“Wonld you like to go home 7" he asked her.

"Oh, I can'tt No. ... The others . . . they're
enjoving themselves."

“1'll take you if you'd like to go."

“1 couldn't. No. ...

He felt that she wantéd to go, that there was really
no mere inclination in her to resist his proposal than
there had been to the wine young Groom pressed upon
het.

“Of course you can,” he said “Have you any-
thing to get ¢ A coat?"

She acquiesced.

"Yes_ a-coat."”

He stopped dancing and released her.

“Go and get it then, 1'll make apologies for you."

Both Groom and Cynthia protested.

"1 say, you can’'t go yet 1" the yoang idler exclaimed
reproachfully, ""Why, we've hardly got to know you.
And after nearly being eaten by sharks together . . .

"Porpeises,’” said Cynthia,

Gmoom chuckled.  *Yes, porpoises.  Can't help won-
dering what I'd be feeling like now if they'd really
been sharks |

o
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“Certainly not wondering what you'd have been
feeling like if they'd been porpoises,” said Riddle.

"No," agreed Groom a little vacantly, “No. . . .
But I say, don't go. Have another drink. It's not
twelve yet.  It's early.”

“For you, perhaps,” said the magistrate smiling,
"but mot for me. At my age one muost lemper ong’s
dissipations with a little discretion.  And I live in the
hills. T've a long way to go."

“Oh, well, if yon most. . . "

Theodora appeared with her coat.

"Good-bye,"” said Riddie.

Half drunk, they all msisted on shaking his hand.
Jokn Groham eaid in a mocking undertone @ “Good
lack | Confound the fellow |

Riddle and Theadora walked down the hill beneath
the branches of the pines. The esplatiade was flooded
with light. The wind had fallen away. Under the
beach floodlights a few people still lingered in the slow,
short surf.

They found 2 taxi. The magistrate gave the address
Theodora told him.

While ke lay back against the upholstery she sat
upright as she had on the lounge in Groom's flat, con-
veying still that uncanny impression of utter ease. In
& fatherly way he put his arm round her shoulders and
drew her back beside him, and thus, in silence, they
covered most of the distapce to Perth.

In an unobtrusive way the magistrate begin to
guestion her about herself, She answered him bricfly,
easily, seeming to withhold nothing, yet volunteering
nothing. He discovered that she was the daughter of
a Collie coal-miner : that she had been borm in a
cottage on the coalfields. Incredible ! She had two
younger brothers and one younger sister. Omne of her
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brothers—the eldér—was & miner like her father; or
he had been; now he was out of work, The other
was not yet old enough to work, Her sister still went
to school—she was only thirteen, her sister. She,
Theodora, had grown tired of her habitat, of the
dreary routine of housework, 5o she had come away,
and when she reached Perth ope of the directors of
the colliery company which employed her father found
her a job in the company's office, and, later, her post
at the Brazilian consufate.

What she told Riddle served merely to whet his
curicsity in her, but he was réluctant to question her
too closely.  Becoming silent, he was content to watch
her in the changing darkness,

The taxi swung in to the kerhb between the boles of
two plane trees, and stopped before a brick and con-
crete residential

"This is where I live," she informed him.

Riddle laughed.

“That," he remarked, "is the first voluntary state-
ment you've made since we left Cottesloa™  He hesi-
tated for a moment, then said = ""Will you show me
your quarters #*'

She nodded, and he followed her owt of the tawi
He hoped that her personal surroundings would afford
some clue to the énigma of her personality, and he
was warmed by a pleasant feeling of anticipation.

“We'll have to be quiet,” she warned him.

The warning wits unnecessary.. The hush of sleep
lay upon the house, and he moved quietly involun-
tarily.

4

She led him up a narmow, dimly-lit stair to a square
landing, and unlocked a door and switched on a light,
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and Riddle beheld a spacious, uncrowded room, A
threadbare carpet covered the floor, and a broad
strefcher bed, beneath a brocade coverlet and cushions,
disguised 1tzelf as a couch,  The mantel over the wide
fireplace was loaded with books, and Riddle, examining
the titles, experienced o shock of surprise.

Between novels by Henri Barbiusse, Romain Rofland,
Jehn dos Passos, Jack London, Upton Sinclait, were
sandwiched swch works as the "Capital™ of Karl Mary,
the "Socialism" of Engels, the "'State and Revolution'
of Lenin, the “Communist Programme®™ of Bucharin,
The mante]l was loaded with the literature of class-war
and revolution !

“Is this the sort of stuff vou read #** Riddle demanded
in astonishment.

She answered evasively : ""They belong to a friend
of mine—I used to go to school with him.  He comes
here when he wants to be quiet.”

“Then I'm afraid your friend doesn't show wvery
much concern for you,” said the magistrate quietly.
"Don't you know that it's dangerous, particularly at
a time like this, to have books like this in your pos-
session ¢ Half of them are actually illegal publica-
tions. Their circulation 15 forbidden, You could get
into sericus trouble for having them in vour room.
Did your friend tell you that #*

She nodded, smiling,

“That’s why he keeps them here.  He was afraid of
them being confiscated if he kept them in his own
room. You see, the police know all the Communists.
They watch him.™

“Are you.a Communist 7

Theodora shook her head slowly.

“I don't know., Sometimes [ think it's something
I don’t understand. Some of the others come here
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with him sometimes, and they talk, But they seem
to . . . their point of view _ . . I hardly know how
to explan . . . it's as though they weee on the other
gide of everything, . . .7

The magistrate did not pursue the subject, He felt,
somehow, that it would be better not to,

Theodora offered him eoffes, and went behind a
]apanusr;: sereen int & corner of the room to make it
Riddle took the "Communist Manifesto™ from its place
en the mantel, and dropped with it on to a couch by
the freplace, opening it af random,

"I gvery Rslorical gpock” [he read], “lhe prevailing
mode of ecomontic production and exchangs, and  the
social prgavisation wecessarily Jollmeing frew i, form
the basds apose whick 45 Busll wp, and from which alowe
can be explained, the political and fxtelechual history of
that spock, . . 7

Curios, he thought, that the first passage to cafch
his eye should be the proposition from which John
Gralam had been arguing that afternoon, Graham
gaw its implications. He read it again. It was
obacure, be thought. He was not sure that Graham
didn't draw more far-reaching conchesions from it than
were justified.  Did it necessanly imply that morality,
religion, art, philosophy, were all simply products of
the prevailing mode of production and exchange, s
Graham believed ?—that great leaders, great intellects,
were not the causes of social movements, but the
affectz ., .

With a shock the magistrate realized that his reflac-
tions were based on the assumption that the proposition
wis troe !

It was nonsense, of course.  The amazing thing was
that men like Graham could take it seriously. The
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mass of those who subseribed to it didn't understasd
it . . . socepted it with a sort of blind, religions faith,
as some people still accepted Christianity. - . . Come
munism was not a philosophy, or a political ere-ad Tt
a religion. . . .

That, thought Riddle, was what the Archbishop had
gaid. TJ:L-E Archbishop had been indiscreet. In the
course of & sermon he had observed that the Come
munist doctrine might conceivably be a new revelation
from on high. The magistrate chuckled. What the
Archbizshop had said was probably not what he meant,
but the papers had reported what he said, and a
hundred thousand people had been shocked out of
their breakfast appetites. A storm in a Holy Com-
municn wine cup! . . . If the Archbishop was ever

in =0 unforfunate in his choice of words, thers
wounld be those who asked themselves whether 1t was
not time that his high office was filled by one who
had no doubts of the rnght-mindedness of God. . . .

5

Theodora came from behind the japa:lese SCTEET
bearing on o tray two cops of hot water m which
lumps of condensed coffee and milk and sugar dis-
solved muddily. Riddle tock his cup dubiouwsly, but
when he had stirred in the thick compost found it
palatable enough. Theodora seated herself beside him
on the couch, sipping at her cup in silence.

The silence irked him, baffled him Az though
acknowledging defeat, imperceptibly his interest in her
underwent & change. His consciousness of her phy-
sical desirability increased.

How many men had made love to her ¥ How had
they fared ?
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A little, excited polse began to beat in his throat.
By way of experiment, he covered one of her hands
with hiz, and when she did not withdraw it, took it
up and began to fondle it

She looked at him, smiling faintly.

Releasing her hand, he took her by the shoulders
and turned her slowly till she faced him. Her grey
eyes seemed darker. Was it the light, or desie
awakening in her ¥ He approached her mouth with
his' own. An cxpression blent of reluctance and
hunger passed over her face like a shadow, then she
parted her lips for his kiss, and he felt her body grow
limp and heavy as she leaned against him. . . .

When he began to fumble with her clothes, she
whispered : “No | Nol! Nol!"—bot made no move
to check him, and presently surrendered herself with
a little shudder of ecstasy.

It was two o'clock when Riddle left herr The
driver of the taxa had fallen asleep. He chook the
man awake, and told him to drive fast,

The car lurched and jolted as it sped over the uneven
roads bBut the magistrate was not conscous of dis-
comfort. Hiz mind was still preoccupied with the
enigma of the persopality of Theodora Luddon, and
still ravished by the memory of an ecstasy.

Theodora sank into sleep through a misty aftermath
of pleasure. The events of the evening, and the other
events out of which they were born, passed before her
apain a5 in 4 dream.  The young man, Peter Groom,
with his fair hair and his irresistible, bovish smile . .
be and his companion . . . and the absurd manner of
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their meeting. She had not believed that he had a
wife—not even when they reached the flat, and
Cynthia and Joyce had fled in outrage. She had
thought it just another summer médnage to which he

had wished {o put an end. . . . Cynthia was sweet to
have taken it so, but Cynthia could not know the
whale of it. . . . Peter Groom . . . and the man who

had eat in judgment on her, the magistrate, James
Riddle. How different on the Bench and in her arms
cold-eyed and stern, then smiling rarely, murmuring
that ghe was adorable. . . . She could never resist
Ah, she was weak, weak, when desire impertuned her !
There was no resistance in her. Her will went out of
her and her reloctant flesh responded with fuates and

viols, . ..

CHAPTER FOUR

HE iron grille which guarded the portals of the

Treasury Building was drawn-to and locked,
and the deputation of uwnemploved heeded against it
like baffled animals, some of them shaling the metal
laths of the grille and cursing in their fige. Behind
thetn & crowd spread across the street, blocking all
trafhic.

The crowd talked together in little groups, most of
them in low, indifferent voices, but some with fory and
gesticulation.  The faces of most of them were drawn
with under-nourishment and lax with apathy, but
some were angry and threatening.

To and fro between the groups moved police in
uniform, with batons swinging idly in their hands.
The police were discreet and courteous. Ewven the
troopers on their gentle, magnificently trained horses,
who edged into the large and angry groops, gently
brezking them up, preventing anything in the way of
concerted action, were equable and courteous.  They
ignored the occagional imgunits hurled at them. They
were watting for reinforcements.

Swelled by curious pewcomers, the crowd zeethed
like a slow whirlpaol in the stream of the city's traffic,
The occasional shouts of the unemployved and the low
murmir of their talk mingled with the clamour of
scores of impatient motor-homs.

The deputation was trying {o 2ee the Premier, but
peither in the hearts or minds of the twelve men who
composed it, nor in the thowsands they represented,
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was redl hope or real parpose.  The deputation was a
pesture of rebellion against the Juggernaul which
crushed them, aguinst the system which lay dying,
choked byv its own plenty. The people starved while
the wealth of the land rotted inm the glutted ware-
hiouses. Of the workers who lived heneatlh the
Southern Cross, more than one in three were iinem-
ployed. There were over four huondred thousand
unemployed, and the number increased daily. They
lived on the meagre unemployment dole, or on the
charity of their relatives and friends. And in the
warechomses of the land the wealth these four hundred
thouwsand had credted by their past labours lay
rotting. . . .

An official from the Premier’s Department appeared
on the other side of the grille with a message from his
chief. The Premier, he said, would see the deputation
provided that certain of its members were excluded.
He read three names from a slip of paper. The
Premier, he said curtly, had every sympathy with the
unemployed, and was prepared to do everything in
his power to assist them, bot he would have no dealings
with Commumists.

The deputation held a low-voiced consultation.

"Tell the Premiet the unemployed appointed this
deputation,” said the leader at last. "Tell him he
can gee the lot of ve o none of 65, And tell him we'll
bloody well camp on his door-step until he does [

The official retarned to the Premier with the answer
of the deputation,  The Premier, Alexander Campbell,
the head of a Labour Government, and an ex-teades-
union secretary, et down his empty teacup on his vast,
polished desk, and shrugged his heavy shoulders,

et i touch with the police, then,”” he said
abruptly,

UPSURGE 59

If he had been the leader of a Nationalist govern-
ment, he reflected, he could have seen them ; but the
Press pretended to believe that the Labour party had
radical sympathies, and he couldn't afford to provide
his political opponents with ammunition by seeing &
deputation which meluded known Commumsts. . . .

(O the edges of the crowd the traffic grew impatient.
A pretty girl in a smart two-seater began to cdge her
car inte the slowly-seething crowd, sounding her horn
almost continuously, The crowd would not malke
way. A slatternly woman against whose knees the
bumper-bar of the car pressed uncomfortably, spat
and swore at her for a pampered doll. A voice in the
crowd began to sing the “International"’, and presently
a hundred voices took it wp, The girl in the car
frowned with impatient rage and said sharply to her
male companion :

“All these lazy, unemployable hrutes | Where are
the police 2"

"No good getting impatient,” her companion
returned, but she comtinued to sound her horn,

The crowd grew steadily larger.

At last came the clatter of iron-shod horses’ hoots,
and the tramp of marching feet. The police reinforce-
ments ran in amongst the crowd, their batons wharling
above their heads. The "International™ chorus ceased
suddenly. Little eddies of panic ran through the
mass of humanity wedged in the street. The edges
of it began to digintegrate. Thud, thod, thud went
the batons, Men went down. The troopers rode
over them. The air was filled with the sound of
blows, and cries of fear and pain and rage.

In front of the girl in the car a trooper struck & man
in the face with his baton. The man’s mouth dis-

appeared in a bloody pulp through which the jagged
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edges of broken teeth gleamed whitely., The pgird
blanched end covered her face with her hands.

There was no resistance i this half-starved mob of
unemployed. In five minutes the crowd was dispersed.
The great black police van arrived, and the heavily
breathing police hustled in half a dozen captives, and
lifted mm two more who were too huart to climb the
gteps. A moment later the street was clear. The
interrupted traffic flowed on, erasing the blood from
the black, tyre-polished pavemnent.

2

In the moming six of the arrested men were brought
before  the megistrate, James Riddle, im the Police
Court, charged with creating a disturbance, with
hindering the police in the execution of their duty,
with resisting arrest.  The other two were in hospital.

Their comrades had come to court to gee how they
fared, and were packed in the public enclosure at the
back of the court as tHghtly as sheep in a sheanng-pen.
They talked together in barely audible whispers, which
echoed throughout the court-foom Gl it seemed Alled
with a caged wind, A sour, dank smell arose from
thern and spread through the court—a gmell of un-
washed bodies, of carious (eeth, of flthy, sweat-soaked
clothing,

The nostrils of the magistrate twitched, and his thin
lips curled back in a fixed expression of disgust. He
surveved the packed enclosure with distaste, Intent,
sullen faces looked back at him, in which the eyes
gleamed dully with misery or despair, or sparkled
brightly with hate. The whispering went on ; eddies
of sibilant sound swirled about among the recesses of
the ceiling.
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"Cilemee 1" excliimed Riddle coldly.

The court usher repeated the order and the whisper-
myy ceased.

There was a slight movement in the enclosure a8 a
late-comer thrust bis way forward.  Then the front
rank parted and Kiddle beheld his friend John Graham.
He stared for a moment, then sheugged.,  The chemist
wiotlld be there to po bond for the men in case the
cases wore adjourned,  That seemed 1o be his official

gition with the Communist party ; bail Bondsman,

Riddle read the charges,

"Well, how do you plead 7" he said to the men in
the dock.

“"Not guailty.”

That meant, confound it, that the court seouldn’t
rise before hall-past twelve |

Ome after another policemen took the witness stand
Riddle took down their evidence resentfully, One of
them had a black eye.  He had Iost his feet in the crowd,
be said, and bad been trampled under,  As he struggled
to regain his feet the man Steven Riley, one of the
accused, bad kicked him in the eve, Riley was the
ring-leader of the trouble-makers,  All the way back
to the police station he had abused the police obscenely,
From his note-book the constable extracted a grubby
scrap of paper. A sample of the abuse was written on
it, he zaid.

Riddle glanced at the slip indiflerently and passed
it on Lo the man Hiley,

“Diid you uge this language to the witness 7™

T uged worse than that” said the acewsed man
harshly.

The court usher made a threatening movement
towards the dock. The lips of the man Riley curled back
in & snarl, He muttered something beneath his breath,
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The case dragged on.

At last the police evidence was finished.

“Do you want to give evidence on oath " Riddle
asked the men in the dock,

Riley spoke for them @ “Yes I™

He was a wiry man in his early thirties, with a strong,

face, and thick, blend hair. His clothes were
ill-fitting but fairly new. In his gait, as he crossed
the court from the dock to the witness stand, was a
springy, feline grace. A man who might be dangerous,
the magistrate thought. He addressed him :

“Hold up your hand and repeat after me : 'l swear
by almighty God .. * ™

The other angwered with a snarl : “I've no use for
almighty God | I affirm that T will speak the truth,
the whole trath, and nothing but the troth I

“All right," eaid Riddle impatiently. . “If vou're an
atheist, that will do. Now, what have you got to
sa -:|H'

Ii-[is voice harsh with anger, the man gave his evi-
dence, flatly contradicting everything the police had
said, mccusing them of wanton and unnecessary
brutality.

The prosecuting sergeant began to cross-examine him.

“You're a Communist, aren’t you 2"

“What does it matter whether he's a Commumist or
not, sergeant " Riddle said irmitably. “He's not
charged with being a Communist."

The sergeant replied patiently : “I want to show the
character this man bears, your worship.”

"The court can see what character he bears, Con-
fine yourselfl to his evidence."

Swallowing his anger the sergeant asked a few
guestions and sat down. HRiddle arranged his notes,
thinking quickly,
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“There is only one aspect of this case which appears
to me to call for comment,” he said at last. "Ino times
like the pressnt, the police, the appointed custodians
of law and order, are faced with a more than ordinarily
difficult task. It is not remarkable that onder the
gtress of provocation they are sometimes a little rough
in the discharge of their duty. If I believed the evi-
dence of the accused in this case, however, I should be
forced to the conclusion thaet the constables and
troopers who affected these arrests were not bt to be
in the force. Such a conclosion would be palpably
ahsurd. I cannot therefore place any credence in the
statements of the accused. [ find the charges proved.
Hawe thess men any records "

A low, threatening murmur rose from the back of
the court.

I'I'Si'lEm !'F

*There’s a record in Riley's case, your worship.”

The prosecuting sergeant passed up a cand,

Riddle named five of the men in the dock.  "'On the
charge of creating a disturbance, you will each of you
be fined in the sum of one pound, with sixpence costs,
in default or distress three days' imprisonment. On
the charge of hindering the police in the execution of
their doty you will be fined in the sum of two pounds,
with sixpence costs, in default or distress six days®
imprisonment. On the charge of resisting arrest yoo
will be fined in the sum of two pounds, with sixpence
costs, in default or distress six days' imprisonment.
Steven Riley, yon have a record. You have two
previous convictions for similar offences,  You will be
sentenced to six weeks' imprisonment with hard
labour I

“That,"” said Riley n a hard, jeering voice, “i5 what
& called ‘justice’, comrades |
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“"Take them away,” said Riddle to the usher.

“As for you [ Riley snarled, shaking his fist al the
magistrate, "'as for you, Mr. Lord of the bloody Usinal,
the day'll come when we judge you ! - Then one of ug'll
have the pleasure of ramming a plug of gelignite up
your arse and blowing wvou to hell | You and others
like you 1"

In the court-room for a moment there was a silence
broken only by the franzied scratching of the reporters’
pens.  Then a gasp escaped from the packed enclosure,
and someone raised a feebls chear.

“Silence 1"

"Would you like six months” imprisonment instead
of six weeks #"' Riddle inquired coldly of Riley.

"“Twelve if you like, damn you!" the Communist
retorted through his clenched teeth.

“Yes," eaid Riddle, "I suppose vou would, But I've
no intention of moking a martyr of you” He
motioned to the vsher: “Take 'em pway."”

Then he rose. The day’s court was over.

3

In the street outside the court were gethered the
hundreds who had been unable to find room in the
public enclosure. Now those who had been inside
streamed out to join the erowd in the street.  Ques-
tions were shouted at them. Inan alley-way between
the couri-house and the lock-up a cordon of mounted
troopers was drawn up, and foot police moved through
the ergand.  From the shoulders of one of his fellows a
man attemnpted o make a speech,

"There afe thousandz of us,” he shouted, "and
there are only five hundred police in the whole State.
Let's rescie our comrades | We ean if we will [
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Two policemen pulled him down and hustled him
into the station,

There was some angry shouting, but the crowd was
unotganized and leaderless. Two more men were
arrested.

“"Move on! Mowve on!” the pl:-lil:e kept urging,
shouldering men along the footpaths,

Omee a movement was started the erowd streamed
away through the city to the open reserve on the bank
of the river—the Esplanade—where it was permissible
to copgrégate, The croel sunm beat down upon the
reserve, withering the grass, but they crowded in one
corner under the shade of giant Moretom Bay fig
trees. Lacking a stump, their orators spoke from the
Fﬂtlﬁpfﬂdiﬂg branches, making angry, futile speeches.

The crowd, which had seemed large in the street,
seemned #mall in the great reserve which would have
held all the people in Perth.  Slowly the immensity of
the reserve insinpated itself into their consciousness,
reducing them to insignificance.

O three sides the Moreton Hays spread their shade.
Their bark was the colour and texturo of elephant's
gkin, and in the forks of the branches were folds of
grey bark, like folds of skin. On the fourth side the
estuary shone through the cotton palms which raised
their tall fronds in front of the wooden premises of the
yacht clubs, with their slips for launches and yachts
and dmghw-a. For a hundred yards from the shore
the blue waters were dotted with small white pleasure
craft at anchor. Beyond lay Seuth Perth, its banks
of lawn and trees and its red-tiled roofs rising from
the further bank of the estuary. Land and water
drowsed mn the hot sun . . .

Touched by the sun or pethaps maddened by despair,
& man broke from the crowd of unemployed and reeled

E
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away, pressing his clenched fists to his temples and
crying :

“Futile! Futile! Oh, God! Oh, God1”

A sudden light breeze from the north bore the roar
of the city's trafic to the ears of the unemployed.
Through the roar the voices of their orators sounded
as thin cries . . .

4

In Riddles chambers the chemist, John Graham,
was seated comfortably before the magistrate’s desk.
He was saying :

“Vour judgment, James, was one of the fnest
pieces of sophistry I"ve ever listened to. I congratu-
late you. Not only the evidence those poor devils
gave, but the admissions of the police themselves,
went to show that your forces of law and order behaved
themselves like wild beasts, The evidence against
the police was so strong that & Supreme Court judge
would have been hard put to it to explan it away,
vet you managed it in a few words. As you know,
1 distrust emoticn, but when I heard you give judgment,
James, I almost gave way to it, For a moment, in
fact, 1 did. For a moment I wished you the fate
Riley proposed for you ; I could have taken pleasure
in shoving a stick of dynamite up your arse
myself. . . Y

Riddle glared impatiently : it was twenty minutes
past noon ; at one he was to meet Theodora, When
the chemist fell silent he said :

““Are you sure that's all you've got to say 2

“That's all,”" said Graham,

“Wwell, I've got little time to spare, so I'll say all 've
got to say, and I'll say it quickly. The windows of my
court-room are plain, but some of those in the supreme
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eourt are of stained glass and depict Justice with her
eyes bandaged, with & sword in one hand and scales
in the other, And above the altam of some of oor
churches Christ hangs on a cross. If the chuarch
tanght and practised the precepts of Christ, my [riend,
it would not be long before it ceased to exist in any
fiorm rl:l:uign[:a.blt as g church. And if magistrates and
judges dispensed justice as you and a lew other
dreamers understand it, our civilization woald topple
about our ears like a hoose of cards, Both religion
and justice must be subservient to the ends of civiliz-
ation and the well-being of the state."

“Well,” retorted the chemist, rising, "it's some
consolation to know that you don’t deceive yourself.
That's the first time I've heard you logically define

your position. "



CHAPTER FIVE

1

WINGING his stick the magistrate James Hiddle
walked leisnrely into the city. There was yet some
time to kill before he called for Theodora. None of
the Perth shops closed before one o'clock on Saturdays,
and it would take her ten minutes or so to reach her
reom from Kronen's Limited. T he went there before
she arrived he would have to hang aboot on the pave-
ment, and that would look bad. He needed some tes
and socks.  He might call in at his mercer's shop and
gel them now as well as later, he reflected.

He was halted for @ moment at an intersection
while vehicular traffic passed, amd noticed that the
constable on point duty was one of those who had
given evidence in the unemploved cases,

A living bomb ! . . . As he continued on his way he
reflected idly on the tirade of the man Hiley. Dan-
gerous ! Yes, any man whose lust for revenge on
gociety expressed itself in wvisions of such appalling
ferocity as that was dangerous | ., . . But was he?
It was curious that the idea of simple violence should
goinetimes seem more shocking than the idea of torture,
It wouldn't stand examination. Swill, annihilating
violence, Instantaneous oblivion.  Nothing wvery
ghocking about that when one thought about it,
yet , .. Riddle remembered the queer chill that had
passed through him. Was a notion that arose from
feeling the less valid because reason seemed to contra-
dict it? John Graham would say: ""Yes”., He,

T
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Riddle, was dubious. One rensoned aboot it and
reduced the notion to absurdity, vet failed to dissipate
the uneasy feeling it induced. The mentality that
could accept the idea of wviolence withoul uneasiness
was not the ordinary mentality. A new ideology was
required, # new consciousness almost, . . . Was that
what these Marxists were breeding P—actvally a new
consciousness P 1t occurred to the magistrate suddenky
that Marxism induced the same feeling of uneasiness
as the idea of instantanecusly annihilating violence.
But that, he reflected, was probably the result of a
simple association of ideas, revolutionanes and bombs,
and lacked objective significance, 'Well, it was of no
importance.

His attention was attracted to a jeweller’'s window
in which was a display of seed pearl necklets, white and
goftly luminous ageinst their background of black
velvet. Hestopped and looked at them,  The jeweller
was having a “sale”. The nacklets were marked with
tiny tickets, fifteen, twenty, thirty pounds. Pretty,
gilly, expensive baubles, yet capable, incredibly, of
giving pleasure commensurate with their cost, or none
would ever buy them.  What was the wvalue of
pleasure ¥ If the pleasure those necklets would give
was worth fifteen, twenty, thirty pounds, what was
the value, for instance, of the pleasure Theodora gave
to him ?  Impulsively he entered the shop.  Theodora
should have a string of pearls, not in payment for the
pleasure she gave him, but in recognition of it,

There seemed little difierence between the
apart from their price, but he lingered over his choice,
chatting with the obsequious chopman. It was as
picasant to kill time in the selection of pearls as in
strolling through the streets. e made a choice at last,
and wrote a cheque in payment with the thought that
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it was fortunate he did not depend whaolly on his salary
for the gratification of his impulses. Then it was time
to call for Theodora., With the pearls in a black-velvet-
lined ease in his pocket, he set dut for her room, leisurely
swinging his stick, and humming, beneath his breath,
il e,

He knocked en her door end she bade him enter.
She was clad in a kimono and was standing in front of
her dressing-table with a powder puff in her hand. She
amiled slowly in greeting, then turmed back to the
mirrar, resuming her foilet.

Laying down his hat and stick, Riddle went and
stood beside her,

The mimor threw back its reflection of her golden-
brown face, without wrinkle, without blemish. She
did not need powder. He took the pearls from his
pocket and laid them on the dressing-table beside
her.

“I've brought you a present.”

Theodora gave him a swift glance of surprise.

“0h, you shouldn't have |" she exclaimed.

"Open it," he suggested.

She stripped off the wrapping and opened the case,
then exclaimed agaim—and, to Riddle's astonishment,
in tones of dismay :

", you shouldn't have bought them | Oh, they're
lowvely, but they must have cost . . . "—she broke off.

"Don't you like them ?° he asked gently.

"They're lovely, but . . "

"Take them, my dear,” Riddle said maore gently still.
"1 shouldn't have bought them if I hadn't been able
to afford it. And if they'd cost ten times what they
did I should still be as far from discharging the debt 1
owe to your unspoiled youth and beanty as I am
now."
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“But that's foolish,"” Theodora protested. “"How
can vou owe me anything

“Every man with whom yon've ever come in contact
owes you g debt of gratitude for simply existing,” said
Riddie, and felt that he was speaking the literal truth.
“And I have been privileged to Anow vou,"”

She langhed, “That's nice, but it’s foolish, too. . . "

“Wear them," he pleaded.

He took the pearls from her fimgers and clasped them
round her neck,

She pulled down his head and kissed him.

“all right. Thowgh wvou shouldn'd have bought
them. How can I thank you 7

“By hurrying up with your unnecessary powdering
so that we shan’t miss the bus,” he retorted gaily.
“Have vou packed your case

She modded. "I packed it this moming before 1
went to the shop. 1 only have to put on a frock™

She slipped off her kimeno and folded it and stoffed
it fnto her case. Riddle sighed as he watched her
moving about in her brief under-garments, - She mowved
as though she were unconscious of an audience, That,
he thought, was the half of her beauty—her utter
unself-consciousness.  She put on 4 linen frock, pulled
on & hat, and was ready.

z

The bus bore them away from the city, jolting them
up and down in their seats. Used to his companion's
easy silences mow, the magistrate did not strugele to
make comversation.

As they teached the hills the heat increased. Un-
tempered by the thinper air, the sun's rays poured
down upen parched fields and sweating forest. The
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bus groaned om in a lower gear. Sweat broke from
the faces of the passengers.

After the oven-like heat of the bus the mnferno of
sunshine into which Kiddle and Theodora descended
was conl and sweet.  The air was laden with the odours
of the bush. The path which led from the road to the
magistrate’s villa wandered down a hillside which
commanded a view of the coastal plain, stretching away
from the vine-clad foothills to the sea.  The cify and
its environs, smudged by a thin pall of smoke, was
merged in the level immensity. The magistrate’s villa
wias built on the hillside, surrounded by an acre of
original bush-land, patches of which, here and there,
were cleared to make room for lawns and Bower-beds.
A wide veranda ran round the villa.

“From here, on a clear day," sid Riddie, "you can
see the sea, and Garden Island, and Rottoest, To-day
the heat-haze conceals everything.™

He put his arm round her shoulders, and for a moment
they stood gazing out over the plain,

“How level it looks,” said Theodora,

He laughed. *“We are nearly a thousand feet above
it. From a ‘plane & couple of thousand feet higher
even these hills would Iock level.™

An old man, dressed in a khaki shirt and trousers,
came out on to the veranda and said :

“Your lunch is ready, Mr. Riddle, in the library."

“All right, Mont. This is Miss Luddon."

The old man inclined his head without speak-
ing, and, taking Theodera’s case, went inside with
it

“Mont's my servant,” Riddle explained. “His real
name {5 Thomas Edward Charles Montmerency, and
he is, I onderstand, a member of one of the oldest
feudal families in England, 1 dare say my forbears
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waited on hiz, But he waits on me none the worse for
that."

Taking her arm, he conducted her into his library.
The spacions, low-ceilinged room gave her pleasure.
Save where they were pierced by rows of casement win-
dows, the walls, for six feet from the floor, were
concedled by shelves laden with books: Jarrah
pedestals upheld small statues of marble or bronze.
A glass cabinet contained rolls of parchment, and
miniatures painted om ivory. There were Persian
rugs, and deep leather chairs, and in a corner which
was itself a casement, & small table was spread with
white damask, and laid with silver and glass.

The old servant waited on them uwnobirusively,
bringing them food cooled on jce brought from the city
by the bus. Riddle began to talk of his books, naming
his favourites amongst philosophers and poets, and
singing their praises. To Theodora they were as
remnate a§ myths.

“Don‘t you read at all #** he asked her, puzzled.

"Not your sort of books.™

“What sort of books do you read 7

“Books that . . . give information . . . when I read
at all.”

“Don"t you read fiction 7

*T hawe, but . . . &ll the stosies I've read seem anreal,
somehow, [ don't know how to explain.  The people
in books never - . . seem to be real | . . as though they
never had anything to concern themselves with but
the things they think and feel.”

“But people do think and feel, you lknow,” said
Riddle.

“Yes, 1 know. Bat not all the time. Most of the
time they‘re carning their livings.”

“H'm,” he said, interested. “If%s true that not many
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writers have found inspiration in work. Theres a
reason, I suppose, A book that dealt as largely with
the business of sarning a living es life does would be
no mare interesting than life itself, and there would be
no incentive to anyone to read it.”

"But life's not always uninteresting,” Theodora

ed.

“Of course not ! But the pleasant moments in life
are transient, while in literature they are captured, as
it were, and fixed, so that they can be enjoyed vicar-
iousky."

She laoghed, perplexed.

“I can't argue with you,"

“It wasn't fair of me, o jurist, to make you," Riddle
said, smiling. “But if you don't care for fiction you
might like poetry—the imagery, the rhythm of it, and
the rhyme.”

Theodora shook her head.

“Or essays—ideas "

Wi, not those either.  Somehow they always seem
either obvious or silly. It doesn't give me any pleasure
to read them.”

“Amaring " exclaimed the magistrate. "“"What
does give you pleasure 1"

“Facts,” Theodora answered, "and . . . ohl. .. real
things. All sorts of things: bathing, Iying in the
gun, eating, sleeping—or falling to sleep, rather.”

In a word, thought the magistrate, an animal | For
all her beauty, for all her charm, just an animal! But
with the natuoral, onafiected manners of an animal,
carnal and unspoiled.

The long, hot afterncon passed more quickly than he
could have wished. In the cooling twilight they dined
on the veranda which overlooked the panorama of
city and plain, stretched beneath the paling yellow
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canopy of the afterglow. The short twilight dissolved,
The stars appeared, and on the plain below appeared
points of light as the electric switches were turned.  As
the last effulgence faded the plain shone back at the
aky like a vast mirror, reflecting meddily the remote
stars,

They sat smoking, Thecdora a cigarctte and the
magistrate a cigar, on the darkening veranda. The old
sopvant came out and switched on the lights, He
carried a fray.

He =aid : “Is there anything more you want, Mr.
Riddle 1"

“No, Mont.”

The scattered dishes were gathered on to the tray
and the servant departed. For a while they heard him
moving ebouot inside, then, save for the faint droning
of insects, there was silence.

At last, es though animated by a mutual impulse, &
congciousness of appetites yet unappeased, they rose
and went indoors.

Riddle was not old, but this girl renewed the ardours
of an earlier yvouth, An animal, he thought; an
unaffected animal, . . .

3

In the morning they rose early, and while the air was
yet cool, set out, on Riddle's suggestion, on a ramble
through the hills to the niver, two miles away, The
way was rough and devious, and when they reached
their destination the sun was half-way up the sky,
bathing the hills with heat. They were hot and tired.
The river was a series of pools in the rocks, shaded by
trees, They sat for a while in the shade by a pool,
then Riddle suggested that they bathe.
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Theodora protested that they had no bathing
costumes.

“Does it matter #'° he ingquired.

She gazed at him curiously for a moment, then said
thoughtfully ¢ "N, it doesnt matter"—and proceeded
to take off her clothes.

A little later, as she stood in the pool like & nabad,
with the water laving her young breasts and dripping
from her face and hair, she began suddenly 1o laugh.

“"What are you laughing at "

She continued to laugh for a while without replying,
then answered !

“Less than a month ago you fined me two pounds
and made me lose my job for Ellpplng off the shonlders
straps of my bathers. Now | .

The ]'.I'.IEI.g'I.Elt'd.tl: Was Eml:-a.rmastd.

“T had heped,” he said, 'that you'd forgotten that.™

"“How could I forget 2"

"I hoped at least that you'd forgiven me.”

"Oh, I"ve forgiven you. [ suppose yoo couldn't do
anything else.”

He came to her over the slippery rocks of the river
bed.

"Really, Theodora !

II&rﬁlll

She laughed, and putting her hands on his shoulders,
Teaned forward and kissed him.

“T didn't mean to rub it in,'" she said

He was towched, and for the first time genuinely
remorseful for the part his magisteral duty had com-
p=lled him to play

And the cool contact with her naked body thrilled
him. Idespite the exhausting ardours of the previows
night, desire welled up in him again.  The girl became
aware of the emotion he was unable to conceal, and
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smiting a little, yielded hersell to his arms and kissed
him. Her own flesh respemded, They climbed out
of the pool and took their pleasure on the carpet of
dead leaves and grass at its bank, while flics and ants
erawled over them unnoticed.

When the short tumult of their passion was over, they
contineed to lie for a Little. But a growing sense of
discomfort pierced the pleasint lethargy, and presently
they scrambled to their feet, scratching at the insect
bites and langhing ruchully, They plunged again into
the pool, and when, for the secend time the cool water
had assnaged their discomfort, donned their clothes and
returned slowly to the villa.

They lunched again in the casement corner of the
library, drinking iced beer with their foed. The
magistrate smiled at the girl’s good appetite.

"Yon said it was one of your pleasures—eating—
didn’t your 7'

The telephone bell rang in the hall, It was answered
by the old servant, who presently came and whispered
in his master's ear.

Kiddle shot an embarraszed glance at his companion.

“If you will excuse me ¥ ...~

She heard him speaking in the hall : “Ah, yes? . .,
Yes? , . . What? No, no! My dear lady, no!
You mustn‘'t. 1 have people here. . . , Yes, people
who know your husband, It's quite impossible !
Yes... Ofcoursel.., Howcan youdoabtit? .,
Yes . .. TGood-bye [”

She smiled at him quizzically as he returned,

“I suppose I'm the people 1™

“Yes. I told a lie in the interests of peace,” he
assured her. '"What the consequences would have
been had I confessed to entertaining a charming young
woman 1 hate to think I
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*Oh I”

"She also is a charming woman,” he explained,
“but her charm’s tempered by a disposition to
jealousy.”

Theodora said hesitantly : “That . . . sounds like a
warning, You needn't worry. I'm not . . . jealous."”

Riddle regarded her thoughtfully.

“Aren't you ? Are you sure !V

“I'm not . . . jeslous,” she said again.

"It distresses me,” he informed her, "“Yet . . .
somehow, my dear, [ don't know that I should find it
very distressing in you."

The girl was silent, and he went on : "'I'm no saint,
my dear. I never have been a saint. A life of
austerity doesn’t suit me. I've loved many women
in the past, but will you believe me if I tell yon that
since T've known yvon I've had no inclination towards
any other woman ?**

“No,” she retorted smiling, "1 won't.”

"Newertheless, it's true.”

She looked at him curiously, and the smile faded
from her face.

“You say that because you think it will please me,"
she said at last, seriously, “Ewven if it's true . . . you
say it for that reason. It . . . it doesn’t please me,
really, Ifit's trueit's. . . silly, T think I must be
different from other girls. When I'm with you 1. . .
love you. You'readear|... Butnot when I'm not
with you. And I'd rather you . . . didnt feel any
differently about me."

"Is that true #** asked the magistrate wonderingly

She said © "Yes"—nodding gravely.

Riddle laughed.

"Very well | You can trust me not to fall in love
with you I”
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But he was conscions of a vague, emotional dis-
gatisfaction in himsell, He attnbuted it to his inability
to understand this girl ; the more he knew of her the
less he secmed to understand.  She seemed to retreat
within herself as he approached. Her personality
gladed him, Omly her sensoality seemed real.  'With
a sigh and a smile he shook his head.

“Well,” he said, "at least we understand each

other,"

%o the week-end passed.

Early on Monday morning the old servant brought
theém tep and thin bread-and-butter and froit to eat
as they still lay in bed, for Theodora had to be at work
by nine, With their breakfast Mont alse brought the
mOrning paper.

Finishing his tea quickly, Riddle swung himself out
of bed and went to the bathroom to shave, leaving
Theodora the paper to read as she still sipped at her
tea and bit into her fruit.

When he returned she gazed at him in a queer way,
and he noticed tears in her eyes and the marks of them
down her checks.

*You're crying ! he exclaimed. “What's the
matter 2"

For answer she extended the paper to him, indicating
an item. He took it and read :

UNEMFLOYED DEMONSTRATORS
SCENE IN COURT
MAGISTRATE'S FORDEARANCE

In the letter-press below was an account of the wild
putburst of the man Riley, set forth briefly ; then
Riddle's own remarks and the sentences imposed, Tt
was & Conservative report, such as was to be expected
in the Conservative paper in which it appeared.
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Puzzled, Riddle looked from the paper to Theodora.
She had dried her tears with a handkerchiel which
she still held in her hand, and her grey eyes looked
hard.

*That man you sent to gaol was my frend,” she
zaid.
"Riley " he exclaimed, remembering suddenly the
books on the mantel in her room.

She nodded.

“But, my dear girl . . "

She interrupted him : T know what you're going to
say-—that you only did what you had to do, that Steve
had broken the law and had to be punished. [ kmow.
But it seemed strange that 1. . . when I'm his friend . . .
that I should be friendly with you . ... who sent him
to gaol,”

"Does that mean,” he asked quietly, “that we can't
be friends any longer ™

“Ni, I don’t mean that,” she answered in a low voice.
“"But . . . perhaps I'm being silly, but it seems =o
unjust . . . that you should send him to gaol and I
should be your friend when , . .

Riddle was thinking : this man Riley i= her friend ;
is he also her lover? And the magistrate James
Riddle, whom jealousy distressed, was too afraid of
what the enswer might be to ask !

CHAPTER 35IX

¥ the beach a few miles from the waterng-place

of Rockingham lay the wreck of the Kevnana.

The rusty iron shell served as a landmark for motorists

passing to and fro along the road to the watering-place,

and as a playground for holiday-makers whe,
symmer time, came to camp on the nearby reserve.

An iron ship of about six thousand tons, the Kwinasa
had been & prize of war. She was captured from the
enemy during the Imperialist war of 1g14-1919, and
pnder her mew articles, plied for a time between
Fremantle and the north-west ports and Batavia and
Singapore, carrying passengers and freight. Then &
violent storm piled her up on a sandbank in the
narrows between Garden Island and the mainland, and
ghe was sold for a song to a firm of scrap-iron merchants
who dispased of the coal in bher bunkers for five times
the emount they had paid for her, and her brass fittings
for as much more, and let her lie.

A wyear or 50 later the Commonwealth Naval Depart-
ment served notice upon her owners to remove her
from the passage, as she constituted & danger to passing
shipping, that was to say, to the sevemal scores of
sixteen and twenty-foot yachts which sometimes beat
out to the island for week-ends.

The scrap-iron merchants were in a dilemma. To
have obeyed the instructions of the Naval Department
would certainly have swallowed up all the profit they
had made on their transaction, and would probably
have involved them in a loss. But their problem was
solved for them by another storm. A gale from the

L] ¥
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notth-west lifted the wreck from the sand-bar and
deposited it in shallow weter sgainst the mainland
beach.

Against the beach she lay for hall a dozen years,
her tall masts, which the storms had failed to unship,
pointing forlornly to the sky. The action of the tides
formed a spit of sand betwesn her iron side and the
beach. Campers from the nearby reserve cut into her
woodwork with axes to obtain firewood. Vandals lit
a fire in her innards and gutted her. Gulls and shags
covered her with their droppings, and rust ate into
her plates.

The young idler Peter Groom had motored past the
Ewinana a dozen times, and had bathed as often in
the calm, clear sea which lapped at her iron sides
before it occurred to him that commercial possibilities
lay, with the spilure of shags and gulls, and the sand,
in her gaping holds,

Groom was wealthy, and he was also impulsive.
AL this time, too, he was fired to a gpift of commercial
Napoleonism by the success of his friend Paul Kronen
who, since his recent sppointment to the managing-
directorship of the great retail firm of Kronen's
Limited had, it was said, increased the turcover by
half despite the crisis, the armival of which had more
or less coincided with his appointment, Bathing in
eompany with a number of friends beside the Kwinana
one day, Peter Groom was seized suddenly by inspira-
tion. At one moment his mind was filied with a mild
and envious admiration tor his friend Paul Kronen,
amd at the next with & vision of the Kwinana as she
might be.

Torches flared at the mast-heads of the Kuinang
and in her rigging, and the whole vessel was muddy
with their dim, smoky light. Jazz music oozed out of
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her into the night. High up in the sides equare gun-
ports were cut, and, peeping through the gun-ports,
the mozzles of painted wooden replicas of seventeenth
century cannon, Within her, covering her iron decking,
waz a floor of polished wood with staing upon it as
though it had known mutinies and battle, and had
drunken human blood. Around the floor were low
tahbles and green wicker chairs, piled with gay cushions,
get hers and there between huge rum-casks and the
painted wooden cannon. Stag-hom ferns grew upon
the rum-casks, A gay crowd sat at the tables, waited
upon expertly by attendants clad in ragged shirts and
breeches, with bright kerchiefs tied round their heads
and pistols and cotlastes stock in their waist-bands.
The Captain Kidd Cabaret |

Outside on the calm surface of the ocean, Groom
gaw torch-lit gomdolas rocking gently at anchor. The
torches burned smokily, splashes of flame in the
darkness. In the gondola® amorous couples were
maldng love., . . .

He saw the successful opening night of the Captain
Kidd Cabaret. . . . The mutic grew wilder and
wilder, louder and louder . . . then the clock struck
midnight | On the instant a volley of pistol shots
rang out, and & band of shouting pirates, with flashing
knives and whirling cutlasses, charged im upon the
dancers., The dancers screamed and cowered back, A
few looked indignant and angry, but they were taken
captive and hurried below, where their relieved and
delighted eyes beheld a magnificent supper spread
before them. . . .

That was the inspiration of the young idler Peter
Groom, and he did not allow the grass to grow under
his feet. It was the second year of the crisis. Wages
were being forced down and unemployment was
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Increasing.  Thousands were already out of work, and
each day added hundreds te their mumber.  The
national income hed already fallen by & quarter, from
Bou to 450 millions, and was still [alling. Ewven the
intimates of Peter Groom wers affected.  Some of
them had hed their incomes halved, and the young
idler himself drew less from his stocks than had besn
his wont. 5o pleasing and vivid was his vision of the
Captain Kidd Cabaret, however, that he coold not
believe that the crisis would affect its suocess, and,
approaching the owners, he took an option of purchase
owver the wreck.

He never exercised the option. He sct a score of
men at work cleaning cut the hulk. He ordered a
hundred torches from a firm of indent agents. He
allowed his friend Paul Kronen to gell him two hundred
yvards of black welvet with which to make coshions
for the gondolag, It was not until he had spent, or
had committed himself to spend, over a thousamnd
pounds that the scepticism of his friends made any
impression upon him, Once the seeds of doubt were
planted in his mind, however, he became frightened
and immediately abandoned the whole project. Dioubt
took possession of his mind as absolotely as had the
ingpiration, I became o doubt of himself ; then a
panic distrugt of himseH. He had lost a thonsand
pounds : how much might he not lose if another such
ingpiration seized him, another such Napoleonic
impulse ¥ Bankruptey loomed before him as & serious
and likely contingency, and while the mood of panic
was still upon him he executed o decd of gift of all
he possessed to his wife Cynthin. Only when he had
done that did his old, irresponsible gaiety of soul
return to him.

CHAPTER SEVEN

I

LMOST every Sunday throughout the summer
young Groom and Cynthia, Joyee Mealing,
Fanchon Follower, Noel Manning, Paul Kronen, John
Graham and Gerda found themselves together on one
of the beaches, When they arrived, singly or together,
they found a hundred friends to whom Lo cry greetings,
a score of other groups to which they might attach
themselves for a bittle while ; but sooner or later they
drifted together as in obedience to a habit, like the other
ps within the same class.

Cmly one of them was not a member of that class ;
the chemist John Giabam. He put himself outside it
by his associations and by his beliefs. But they
accepted him on acceunt of his wife, and treated him
with relactant respect.

Fanchon was not amongst them on this day. Fan-
chon had her "pains' ; it made her feel ill to bathe in
that condition, and she could not lie in the sun and
enjoy it unless she could also bathe.

In Fanchon's absence Paul Kronen was prey to a
vague discontent, He had no deep regard for her, but
the plain admiration with which she regarded him
nourished his colossal vanity. There were other women
who admired him, and he scrutinized group after group
om the sands in hope of discovering one of them.  Every
attractive girl he knew seemed to have a man with her.
His gaze returned morosely to his own companions.

n
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Groom and Gerda Graham lay on their bellies on the
sand, with their heads together, whispering, Graham
had surrendered himself to the benison of the sun
Joyce Mealing nursed Noel Manning's head on her lap
while she chatted with Cynthia.

It had occurred to Kronen before that Cynthia
Groom was a wery attractive woman, Now his gage
wandered from her warm, animated face to her young
husband, wheo still whispered in Gerda’s ear, and back
again. He found 2 small shell and threw it at her to
attract her attention to himself. She smiled at him,
He raised his evebrows significantly, glancing again at
her husband, She followed the direction of his glance,
and anderstood,  He was asking her to take cognizance
of her husband's preoccupation with another woman,
The smile on her face wavered, but did not disappear.
She wounld not give Paul Kromen that satisfaction |
For his benefit she shrugged her shoulders.

Kronen beckoned to her and called ; “Come over
here 1™

“What for ?" she asked.

"T've got something to tell you.™

She crawled over the intervening six or seven feet
of sand, and said ;

"What have you got to tell me "

"D you stand for that, Cynthia 2" he inguired in a
low, surprised tome, indicating her busband and
Gerda Graham,

"He can't help it,"” she retorted. “Anyway, I can
trust Gerda."”

Kronen made a noncommittal sound.

"You know, I just cam't imagine why any man
should want to play round with anyone else when he's
got a nice wife like you, Cynthia"

“Well, he does,” said Cynthia.
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“Iisten, why shouldn't you and I get together,
E_j.m\‘hi-ﬂ- ?u

Cynthia layghed. "What about Fanchon "

“You lmow Fanchon doesn't really cut any ice with
me, Cynthia. But you're lovely. You know that,
don't you ?"

She cried, laughing, but fattered and pleased never-
theless 1 “You fool, Paul "

“No, seriously, Cynthia."

“Don't be silly."

“Cynthia," he persisted, “let's go out and play one
night. We'll drive out somewhere and have a good
time. Maybe Peter would appreciate you a bit better
if you did. Try his own medicine on him,"

“You're only fooling,'” she said.

“I'm not. I'm dead serious, Cynthia. Wil
Fﬂu .:p'l'

..Hu_',

“Oh, come on [

“*No. I know you, Paunl. You're like Peter.”

He took her hand, but she disengaged it say-

EI:I‘E‘It's nogood talking, Faul. Twon'tgoe, I[twouldn't
make Peter jealous. He isn't jealons.”

“He says he isn't. But wouldn't you like to come
youwrsalf, Cynthia #*

"Ma, 1 wouldn't."

“All right I He goimaced with simulated resigna-
tion. “Anyway, stay and talk to me.”

He took her hand again and she did not withdraw it,
as 1t did not now seem to commit her to anything,

Caressing her hand, the conviction of her charm
grew upon Kronen.  Again he glanced at her husband
and Gerda Graham, and back to Cynthia, Mo woman
had ever resisted Paul Kronen for long. He could
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have Cynthia like the others if he went after her, he
thought. Caressing her hand, he allowed his admire-
tion for her to shew plainly in his eyes.

Cynthia Groom's love for her husband was fierce
and passionate and possessive. His gay wrmesponsi-
bility humiliated and maddened her. She guessed
that he was unfaithful to her, but if she taxed him with
it his blithe cajolery always broke her certainty. always
weakened her till she found herself in tears and in his
arms.  Several times she had left him, but she could
only stay away as long as she was upheld by anger.
When her anger left her, her will to stay away from
him left her. She bad to return.  She was his slave,
so completely did he dominate her heart.

“Some day," she told him, "1 won't come back "

Groom played the gallant as naturally as a moth
flies to the light. He made love to one woman as
readily as to the next, He made love to his wife's
friends if they would let him, and most of them did,
for few women were proof against his charm.

His wife's jealousy irked him, made him stubborn,
He chafed against the barbaric possessiveness of Cyn-
thia's love, feeling that he could yield to it only at the
cost of some essential part of his own ego, and as her
jealousy became more insistent, his philanderings
becarne less incomsequential and more deliberate.
Cynthia's hife became an alternation of fierce delight,
misery and despair. Nor with all his philandenngs
wes CGiroom happy, for loving his wife unbeknown to
himself, he shared her misery. He sought to reason
with her.
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What harm does it do you if T play round a bit with
other women !

“Vou belong bto me” she would retort, "not to
them."

“T'm damned if T befong to youn! Do you think
becanse @ damm fool with a collar turned the wrong
way round muottered a few silly words over us yoa
acquired 2 property night in me 7"

*You promised to love me 1™

well, T do love you"

*If you loved me"” she would say, “you wouldn't
want anyone clse "

“Hut that's nonsense, Cynthial T like besl better
then T like mutton of pork, but if T had to live on beei
alome I'd get tired of it.  After a little mutton or pork
I can go back to the beef liking it all the better,”

“You compare me o mutton or pork | Oh

“No, you're the beef. Swrely you see, Cynthia?
The fact that T like to play roond a bit doesn't mean
that I don't lowe you.  If you'd only be reasonable
it'd probably make me love you more, Tf you only
knew it, you're doing vour best to kill my love for you
with your silly jealousy 1™

And then, as like as not, Cynthia would burst into
tears, cTying :

“(h, 1t's not the same ! Tt's not the same | —and
her husband would swallow his rising irritation and
eomfort her, telling her that she had got her idea of
lowve and marriage oot of romantic novels, that she
thought of marriage as a sort of imprisonment instead
of a comradeship.

“Tf you were living with another girl instead of with
me,"” lie argued, “vou wouldn't think she was injuring
you and humiliating you simply because she went out
with & man now and then.”
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“But it's different, it's different I Cynthis would
protest, still sobbing,

"It shouldn't be, though. What difference does it
make that T"m a man insteed of 2 woman ¢ You've
been hypnotized by the momantic novels, darling.
They say that if you catch a hen and draw an imaginary
line from its beak to the ground and then release it, it
will stay put, believing itself to be tied to the ground.
That's the way yoo want me to be, Cinny. But, dar.
ling, T escaped being hypnotized, so I can’t believe it
myself,"

S0 he would argwe with her, and by and by she
would dry her eyes and confess to being foolish, feeling
for the moment indeed that she was foolish. They
would exchange kisses and become recomciled. Finally
she would agk him : 1

"Peter, kave you ever been unfaithful to me 7"

And he would reply with a laugh : “No, darling, [

hawven't 1"

CHAPTER EIGHT

“ 0 this i3 where you are I" exclaimed Groom,
S From behind the counter Theodora smiled at
hirn in her serene way.

“This is where I am."

“Selling stockings in Kronen's 1"

A woman customer approached the counter and the
young idler kicked his heels while the girl attended to
her. When the woman had gone he said untrothfully ;

“I've been trying to find you everywhere. "

“Trye been here all the time,” she assared him,

“Well, since I've found you at last, when are you
poming out with me again i

“Not again,” she answered gravely, shaking her
head.

Another customer interrupted. Excited by the
memory of his first encounter with Theodora, Groom
waited patiently. He did not doubt that he counld

g her if only he was not interrapted for a fow
minutes, But customer after customer came to the
counter.

"Listen,"” he zaid to her in a moment of respite.
*Where do you live 7'

EZhe smiled and shook her head. “I'm oot going
to tell you. I don't want to go out with yoa."”

“But why 7 You didn't mind before I

"I didn't know voar wife then. It wouldn't be
iairlll
He was vexed.

gL
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“0h, now, hsten, Theodora |
be doing Cynthia ¢

“It would hurt hee."

She left him to dmag down more boxes of goods from
the shelves behind the counter, and spread out their
contents befoere vet anothér buyer,

At hiz next opportunity Groom asked her again for
her address, but again she réfused,

"T'll fnd it out for myszelf, then.”

The girl glanced round quickly to see if she could be
gverteard, then zaid :

"Oh, why muast you be o persistent ¢ T liked son 50
much before, but now . . . Don't vou see that it
woukdn't be fair 1

He grinned and retorted @ "Moo, I don't.
change your mind 7'

”H‘:l,"

"T'I find 0wt where you live,”

"TE yo can [™

She was thinking that she would have to get in
towch with Sylvia and Gwen and a2k them to withhold
her address if Groom approdched them, She could
think of oo other friends that she and Groom had n
common, except perbaps James Riddle. But Groom
would not ask the magistrate,

She smiled confidently.

"Aw revair,’ he said, grinning widely,

He doffed his hat and tumed and walked away
without a backward glance, leaving his grin impressed
upon her mind like a light that still lngers after a
reom is plunged in darkness, His young charm was
doubly evident when he grinned. It was almost in her
to regret . . .

As Groom disappeared a shop-walker appreached
and said coldly

What harm would it

Won't you

‘F—'
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“Tt's against the rules to talk to customers.™

“T'm sorry,” she answered, “But it wasn’t my
faelt. I..."

'"You know the rulés and you know the penalty.
you'll find the fine deducted from your next pay.”

The shop-walker moved on. A customer rapped on
the counter for attention,  Theodora's wages were Ewo

5 and sevenpence a week, and the fine was five

shillings. Young Groom forgotten in the dull rage
that filled her, she turned to serve the customer,

2

When she returned to her room after work that day
she was puzzled to find the door ajar, though she had
left it locked. She pushed it open and entered, and
found Groom lying on her bed, grinning up at her
gaily. Shr emitted an exclamation of startled dis-
may.

"You! How did you get hera 7™

“1 got your address from your union secretary ten
minutes after T left you," he told her coolly, “and I
told your landbady that T was your brother from Collie,
sa she let me in,"”’

“0h 1" she cried. ""You're impossible £

“Now you're not really annoyed," he said getting up
from the bed. “Don't pretend now | Theodora . . "

He took her shoulders and smiled into her face, and
though her annoyance was genuine she was impelled to
smile with him. He said

“I know you're not. Confess now! You really
wanted to see me again, didn't you 2"

She answered @ "No. I told you the truth. It's
not fair to your wife"—but she knew as she spoke what
the end would be. His smile turned her will to water.
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It was always the same : she could not resist. What
was the uze of pretending 7

At least,” he said, "you'll Iet me take wou to
immver,"

What was the use of predending, of resisting ?  She
wanted to go. She laughed.

"You will, Theodora ?"

She nodded, saying helplessly : "It doesn't seem
much use saying ‘ne’, does it 7"

"Mot a bt 1

Ehe went behind the screen in the corner fo change
the black freck that she wore during the working day—
that Kronen's Limited required her to wear—for one
of green voile,

Groom lay back on the bed, He wondered whether
Cynthia would be very unpleasant s a consequence of
his failure to return (oo dinner,  Just now he was feeling
too well pleased with himself o care very miuch, He
planved the evening after their dinner: a motor run
to one of the beaches, a bottle of wine in one of the sly-
grog shanties, then erotics on the beach, Thoogh
summer was drawing to a close it was still warm enoogh
to lie on the beach at night . . .

As they sat at dinner Theodora shattered his hopes,
ahe gaid :

"I forgot to tell you before; I've got to go to a
meeting to-night.”

She had herself forgotten until that moment.

“0Oh, T say [" he protested. “You don't Aswe to go,
do you 7"

"Yes, I do. It's a meeting of the union. There's
talk of a srike.”

"A strike ! Good Lord, why "

"Some of the girls say they can't live on their wages
since the last cut, and there's gomg to be another,”
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"But to go on strike |  With thousands out of work |
I say, doo't you be silly. I know Paul Kronen, If
voir went on strike you'd pever get your jobs back
E.Eajn !I--

I was fined five shillings for tallking to you to-day,”
Theodora answered irrelevantly,

"What ! Five shillings just for talking to me [Y"—he
was genuinely indignant.

"It's the rule,  We're not allowed to talk to anyone
except the other assistants when it's necessary, or to
customers."”

“Well, I say! If that's the way you're treated I
don't wonder you want to go on strike 1™

She did not reply.

“But, [ say, if you can’t come anywher to-night,
you'll come out some other might, won't you ™ ha
asked her.

Theodora laughed, “I suppose it wouldn't be any
use saying ‘ne'."

3

"That's the position,” the secretary explained.
“The proprietors haven't vet definitely decided whether
theres to be apother cut or not,  To talk of threaten-
ing them with a strike is the height of stupidity |
Thirty-five per cent of our members aré already out
of work, The propriefors wonld immediately call our
bluff and Gl our jobs with scabs-—and yvou know as
well as 1 do that most of the scabs would probably be
our cwn unemployved members.  It's no use deceiving
yourselves ; in times like this we can’t afford to talk
strikes, If there was a strike there'd be no strike pay ;
it'd be a caze of everybody paddling their own canoe,
Our strike fund has been swallowed up by current
expenses since the depression began, and we hawven’t
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been able to collect subscriptions from everybody.
Still, you called this mecting, and called it for the
purpose of the motion, and you've got to decide for
yourselves. The motion is that the proprietors be
informed that any further reduction in the wages of
members of the Department Store Employees” Indus-
trial Union of Workers will be opposed by direct action,
To adopt it as & resolution is simply asking for troubles,
but it's up to you |

He sat down, mopping his face.

"It there any more discussion 7" the president of
the wnion asked from behimd the table on the platform,
“If not, I'll put the motion, You all know what it is.
Those in favoor "

With the memory of the fine still rankling in her
mind, Theodora rajzed hér hand, Other hands went
up about her. Hands went up all over the hall. The
chairman did not trouble to count them,

“Those against ¢

Uther hands were raized.

“I'declare the metion lost,” said the chairman, and
added : "I think vou're wise. We weren't ready for
a stnke which we should cerfainly have had on our
hands . . ."

He was interrupted by a big, raw-boned girl named
Olive Curnow, who worked in the haberdashery depart-
ment at Kronen's Limited. In a loud, rough wvoice
that was heard clearly all over the hall, she said ;

“The vobe looked too close to me to say off-hand
whether the motion was lost or carried, Mr. President |

“Count the votes ' a vojce cried.

The vry was taken up at several points : "Yes, count
the votes |

“There could be no purpose in counting the votes,”
gaid the chairman.
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“Defeatists [ a girl's wvoice screamed angrily.
“That's what they are | I've told you our executive’s
no good ! They're working hand in hand with the
bosses | Take & count [

A hundred voices cried : *“We want a count "' —and
the chairman gave way.

The count took a long time.

“Three hundred and twenty-six in favour, and four
hundred and one against,” the chairman announced
at last. “'As [ said before, the motion is lost [

Theodora walked home feeling queerly miserable.
She was wishing she had not attended the meeting,
wishing that she had gone out with young Groom.

When she got home she had a shower. She slipped
a kimeno over her cool flesh and lay down on her bed.
A lethargy, an aftermath of resentment, settled on her.
There had been many such aftermaths since she began
working behind a counter at Kronen's Limited.
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an infuitive way Cynthia Groom sensed that a new

and stronger interest had faken possession of her
husband, and a recklessness born of despair entered
inte her, She threatened to pay him out in his own
coin, but he had lavghed at her, and said ;

"T wish to God vou would]  Then yvou'd find ouk
that it doesn't matter [

She had thowght of doing so-a score of times ; now
the thought was insistent, Paul Kronen was pestering
ber in an uncbirusive way, whispering to her that her
husband’s indifference was a pose, that put to the test
he would prove as jealous as she,  With a sure instinct
Kronen saw that the way to Cynthia lay through her
obsessing passion for her husband. In the past she
had always been deterred by her own uncertainty of
Groom's reaction, She would no sooner make up her
mind to make the experiment than she would be
stricken with a fear that he would see in it only an
excuse for franker, more fagrant infidelities of his own,
Now she did not care.

The party on the beach was geyer than usual. [t
was colder. The summer was drawing to an end ;
there was a stimulating chill in the wind and & milder
sun shone down. Socon the season would be over for
all save the few who plungtd inte the surf each mom-
ing, summer and winter. Comimg out of the surf,
Cynth'a towelled herself vigorously. Kronen, wrapped
in a towelling gown, lay on the sand at her feet,
upraised on onc elbow, smiling at her. She smiled
back at him provocatively and continued so to smile
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until he reached up and caught her hand and drew her
down beside him.

"When are you going to come out and play,
Cynthia?™ he asked her.

She anawered recklessly © "Any time you like, I've
made up my mind."”

In delight he exclaimed: “Cynthia! Do you
mean it 2"

“Yeg ['ve decided it's time Peter had a dose of his
own medicine,"

“You have! Cynthia, I never believed you'd have
the sense 1™

“ywell, I have,” said Cynthia,

He sat up and cried ! "Splendid ! Listen, I live with
my people, but Ive got a little private flat in town where
we can go. What about Wednesday night? We'll
hawve dinner in town, and then maybe go for a spin, or to
a show, or anything we feel like. And we'll have
supper at the flat afterwards, I'll drive you home in
the early hours.  What do you say 2

"All right.” said Cynthia, and tarned away from him
abrupily.

On Tuesday she told her husband that on the follow-
ing day she was going out in the afterncon and would
not be home &ifl late at night,

“Where are you going " be asked her.

“¥You den't tell me where you go,” she retorted.
“Why should I tell you "

“Well . . . theres no reason why you should if you
don't want to,"” Groom said, a little taken abacl.

He was not displeased. It gave him an evening to
himself which would be free of all unpleasaniness
when he returned, When an opportunity occurred,
he rang up Theodora, who, he discovered, had an
engagement for Wednesday night with a girl whe
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worked with her at Eronen's Limited., They had
intended to go to a picture show, Groom gaid that
he would get another man and make a foursorme of it
They would pick up Theodora and her friend at her
room at seven-thirty.

"You won't insist on going to the pictures, will
yvou 1" he asked her,

"Probably not,"” she answered, laughing.

Hoel Manning would come, Groom reflected.  Man-
ning's fancée, Jovee Mealing, was a proprietorial little
bitch, like Cynthia ; Manning should be glad of an
evening's change, He dialled the number of the
journalist’s apartment, and for a few moments listened
to the burr-burr, arr-buwrr of the call signal.  Manning
was ont. He tried the office of the newspaper for
which Manning did most of his work, nor was the
journalist there, and he replaced the car-piece of the
instrument with a mental resolve to ring up lter, He
forgot about it till the following moming, however,
when he was on his way into town and his club, He
might as well call on Manning as ring him up from the
chub, he thooght.

Manning was at home, but he shook hiz head to
Groom's proposal.

*1'd like to, Peter, but I"ve got to do a job to-night."

Whom else could he get, Groom wondered. He
thought of Paul Kronen and grinned. It would be a
lark to get Kronen cut with & couple of his own shop
girls ¢

CHAFTER TEN

HE managing director of Kronen's Limited dis-

missed his secretary and tilted back his comfort-
able office chair. The secretary was new,  She had
not been in the employ of Kronen's Limited for more
than two months. She was young and competent and
pretty, and had a good figure. Paul Kronen watched
her appreciatively as she went through the office door.
Her light dress moulded itzell to her hips and thighs,
and clung cleanly to her legs behind the knees.  He
wold have liked to slip his hand up under her skirts
and pat her firm buttocks. But it woold not do. Tt
did not pay to mix women with business, or to become
too familiar with emiployess. They talked, One lost
prestige and the power to make them cringe when the
need aroge.

The managng director of Kronen's Limited settled
himself in his tilted office chair and folded his bands
upon his ‘stomach. He was only thirty<two but
already he was beginning to develop a paunch. He
would hawve to start going to the pymnasiom of the
wresther, Rieslinger, again, he thought, But he felt
fit. Business was good-—considering the crisis

His office was on a gallery overlooking the ground-
flioor counters of the great shop. Through the glass
walls of the office he could see the counters stacked
with merchandise, with tweeds apnd calicos, silks and
cambrics, dress gpoods from every quarter of the earth.
The counters were arranged in pairs, and black-clad
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girls hutried to and fro between them. There were
over an acre of counters. Customers swarmed in the
wide aisles. .

That was what Paul Eronen hked to see ; customers
swarming in the wide aisles and the little black-clad
girls dodging to and fro behind the counters. And
there were three more floors like that above |

He smiled. Yes, business was pood ; the new
advertising was pulling. He lowved his advertising © a
full page in the morning and a half-page in the evening
paper each day, He read every advertizement from
beginning to end, every word. He pored over them as
fondly and carefully as if he had written them himself,
as if they were great literature, The fame of Kronen's
Limited leaped across the pages in great crescendos of
superlatives . . . astounding . . . terrific . . . stupendous,
and crawled down the sheets through the smaller type
in wild orgies of euphuism, Woe betide the adver-
tising writer whe ran short of superlatives or euphuisms
with which to proclaim the magnificence of Kronen's
Limited. In the year before the ¢risis began the tumn-
over of Kromen's Limited was little over a millicn, and
the advertising expenditure twenty-two thousand
pounds. But then old James Kronen had been in con-
trol. Last year the turnover was less than six hundred
thousand and the advertizing had cost thirty thonsand,

No outsiders knew the turnover was down. People
pointed to Kronen's Limited as & rock againat which
the seas of depression beat vainly. When the mn on
the State Savings Bank began and the whaole city was
whispering that the bank would close its doors, anold
woman withdrew her life's savings from the head office
of the bank and within the hour re-deposited it at the
branch at Kronen's Limited. The state bank might
fail, the Treasury itself might be engulfed, but the
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great retall firm whose fame was blazemed forth in
great black type from every news-sheet in the land,
Kronen's Limited, would stand.

The advertising appropriztion was greater still this
year. And it was pulling. Customers were swarming
in the wide aisles, . . . With a smile of self-satisfaction
on his lips, Paul Kronen gazed out from his office on
the gallery over the odd acre of counters within his
ficld of vision. Heé was Kronen's Limited. It was
fids fame the advertisements trumpeted. The swarming
customers and the little black-clad girds behind the
counters made obeisance to him ; the young Napoleon
of commerce |

He might have to put off some girls at the end of
the week. The money the firm would save in r.l.ragu
would help to offset the increased ady r:rtlsmg
ture, One had to look after the pennies | The rest |:|-f
the staff would meansge all nght. It would be girls
whe had to go, of course. There weren't any more
men émployed now than were strictly nécessary ; men
had t¢ be paid higher wages than girls. The rest of
the girls would have less time for polishing their nails
and giggling. It wouold do them good. They worked
better when they had to work hard. It leept their
minds on their jobs.

Thiz talk of a strike—piffle] . . wind[  There
would bave been a Strike after the last wage-cut if
there was going to be one.

It was rather remarkable, when he came to think
of it, how little trouble there had been over the several
cuts that had been made under the Financial Emer-
gency Act.  Unemployment had taken {he fght out
of the gnions,  Union secretaries wereti't cheeky any
lopger ; they didn't stalk into emplovers’ offices with
their hats on these days, and they didn't have Lo be
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bribed to avoid trouble.  Amway, the only undon
seoretary with whom he, Eronen, was concerned, the
secretary of the Department Store Employees’ Union,
Jim  Creightonp—Creighton  knew where he  gtood.
Etill, the crisis had come at the right time if you looked
at it from that angle. . . .

The little black-clad girls scurried to and fro Detveen
the counters and Paul Kronen smiled in his effice on
the gallery.

The night before he had been re-elected 1o the
presidency of the Dramatic Society despite the
machinations of his enemy, Ringer—Herbert Einger,
the estate-agent, who had begun life as a grease-boy
in a garage, and now wore spats and played the genile-
man. Ringer had accuzed him of using the Dramatic
Society for has own ends, accused him of staging plays
which required elaborate dressing and settings zo that
Eronen's Limited could dispose of some of their
surplus stocks. Asif the petty business of the Diramatic
Society mattered twopence to Kronen's Limited |
Ringer had come to the general meeting armed with
statements setting forth amounts and details of the
society's purchases from Kronen's Limited, and had
read them out in his pseudo-cultured voice, item by
item, price by price, The prices charged were cut
rates, were they not f—made available to the society
in a spint of disinteresied generosity by the president,
Mr. Kronen 7 That was the cise, was it not 7 Kronen,
from his seat by the chairman, nodded curtly, Then
Ringer produced other sheets and began to read
gquotations from one of Kronens Limited's com-
petitors for similar quantities of similar goods, the
prices of which were all ten per cent to forty per cent
lower than those charged by KEronen's Limited, Could
the president explain that ?

™—
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Certainly the president could explain | Paul I{rgne.u
roge to his feet. His eyes swept the assembly with a
flashing, contempluous glance and he zpoke on a note
of controlled indignation and passion. It went against
the grain, he said, to remingd the sm.:i-:t?' of L]:|E time
and energy and enthusiasm he had put into his work
as president, but in face of the contemptible and
malicious attack which had been made upen him that
evening it had become necessary. them, it
was necessary to make himself intelligible to Mr, Ringer
who could not be expected to understand the usages
of polite scciety. . - - .

He chockled now as he thought of it. The cur,
Ringer, had gone ted, then white! 5o much for the
grease-boy who aped the gentleman | The meeting
would have been carried away even if it had not been
stacked with his friends in anticipation of Ringers
attack. . . . Yes, he had overplayed his hand, had
Ringer ; and it was Ringer, not he, Faul Kronen, who
had left with his tail between his legs |

The managing director of Kronen's Limited took a
cigarette from the Brass box on his desk, lit it with &
jewelled lighter and inhaled luxuriously, .

Fanchon Follower was beginning to worry him a
little, She was becoming possessive in her attitude,
jealous. That was the waorst of women in love with
one: they became as observant as the devil, their
senses all keyed up! The unobtrusive attentions he
had been paying Cynthia Groom had escaped her
husband, but Fanchon had noticed, the jealous little
bitch | She seemed to imagine that she had estab-
lished some sort of claim upon him by sleeping with
him! He would have to take care that she did not
manceuvre him into an ambiguous position ; Fanchon
was far from being simple. She was dangerous, that
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girl ; he ought to drop her. It was not as if he had
seduced her ; she'd lost her virginity before she left
her convent, the Little wanton! Yes, he ought to
drop her, but . . . something impelling exuded from
her slim, boy-girl's body, something that laid an
aphrodisiacal spell upon him. He didn’t want to drop
her—not yet, at all events. But he wanted Cynthia
-+« Cynthia wassweet | Groom had noticed nothing,
Anyway, Groom deserved it, playing round with other
women the way he did |—neglecting a nice little wife
like Cynthia ! Mentally he conned over the arrange-
ments he had made for Cynthia’s entertiainment that
night, He'd make her promize to tell her hushand
nothing, malke her see that the best way to play Groom
was to get home in the early hours and say nothing,
let him come to his own conclugions. Fanchon . . .

A tap sounded on the office door.

"Come in'|" ened Kronen,

His pretty secretary entered and said @ “There's a
Mr. Groom waiting to see you, Mr, Kronen,""

Groom | The mapaging director of Kronen's Limited
was assailed by a premonition of evil] What did
Groom want with him ' Was it possible that he had
misjudged Groom's temper ¢ Did Groom know about
his arrangements for to-night ¥ Why was he here if
he did not know ?

“Bhow him in," he said, licking his lips.

Groom came in grinning in a sly way that intensified
Kronen's suspicions. He said |

"What are you doing to-night, Paul ¥ T want some-
body to make up a foursome. If you've got anything
else on you'd better put it off and come along. They're
a couple of peaches.”

Eronen's sugpicions bardened into certainty, Groom
knew that he had arranged to take Cynthia out ! She
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st have told him ! The swine was making this
to him by way of offering hum & graceful way
out | He forced a smile to his lips. .

“03.K., Peter. You can count me in."

When Groom had gone he sat behind his desk
scowling, Customers swarmed in the wide aisles
below, and the little black-clad girls scurried hither
and thither, but he had no eyes for them. By and
by he took up the telephone and called Cyathia,

WThat arrangement of ours for to-night is off,
Cynthia,"”

"Off ¥ she said. “Why 7

“I'm sorry.  Some important business has cropped
oo .

P-He banged dewn the receiver,

Presently his pretty secretary came in to remind
him that he was to attend a Iuncheon of the Rotary
Club at one o'clock.  He comtemplated the prospect
glumly : the meaningless clap-trap of “service” bored
him to tears. It was wseful and necessary as propa-
ganda, of course ; but it shouldn't be necessary, It
wouldn'd be necessary if it wasn't for the flood of
damned subversive literature which came into the
country unchecked, and the pusillanimous attitude of
the government towards the Communists and the rest
of the militant rabble ! In New South Wales the big
business interests were gubsidizing o man who bad
organized an Australian fascisti under the name of the
New Guard. It was time something of the sort was
dotie in Western  Australia. Then they coold do
without Rotary Clubs. . . |

He looked at the thin gold watch on hiz plump
wrist ! five mimates to one.  Scowling, e pot on his
hat and went out to the Rotary Club luncheon.
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Ceroom brought the car to a halt outside the houose
in which Theodora lived,

"You'd better wait,” he saild to Kronen. ‘T'li go
up and fetch 'em.”

He ran upstairs and knocked on Theodora’s door,
In a moment she opened it to him, smiling faintly,
He squeezed her arm by way of grecting, then looked
for her companion. A pretty fair girl with a powder-
puif in her band gazed at him from belore the dressing-
table,

“This is Ethel Rumble,” said Theodora.

Groom smiled &t the girl, ""Yowr playmate for the
evening's waiting for us down in the car," he =aid.
“Are you ready ™

"Where are we going 7’7 she asked.

He waved his arm, “Anywhere. Anywhere you
like. Anywhere the wine runs |”

In a sprightly way the girl said to Theodora : "Can
we trust them 2"

Theodora shook her head,

The fair girl wiped the pufl quickly over her face,
smiled brightly at Groom, and said she was ready,
They went downstairs and across the footpath to the
car. Groom looked about and failed to see Kronen.

“Where are you, Paul " he called.

“Here," answered Kronen from the darkness of the
rear seat beneath the hood of the car

The young idler effected introductions.

The girl, Ethel Rumble, gasped in a fish-like way,
exclaiming : “Oh| Oh!” Theodora said nothing.

“How do you do 7 said Kronen.

Ethel Rumble suddenly overcame her embarrass-
ment and gushed over.
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"Oh, how do you do, Mr. Kronen | How do you
II\i:ﬂilﬁ-u:n:uan was wondering where he had seen these
girls before. The faces of both of them seemed
familiar, but he could not place them. They were
pretty enough : peaches, indeed, as Groom had said,
But where had he seen them before ¢

"Come on in,” he said pleasantly to the girl,
Ethel _

As she obeyed him Groom resumed his place behind
the wheel of the car. Theodora got in beside him,

and they drove off,
“What did Peter say your name was?™” Kronen

asked his companion.

“Ethel Rumbie,” she answered happily.

“Ethel Rumble ? Ethel Rumble ¥ What's your
fricnd's name "'

“*Theodora Luddon,"

Kronen shook his head ; the names meant nothing
to him. There were nearly a thousand names on the
pay-roll of Kronen's Limited, He slipped his arm
round Ethel Rumble's waist, and drew her closer to
him.
“Well, let's get together, kiddie"

“Oh, Mr. Eronen [ she said coyly,

“PFanl," he corrected her,

“Oh! _ .. Shall I call you Paul "

“But why not ! he demanded in astonishment.

“Panl, then,'" she said.

“That’s right ]| We're going to be pals, aren't
we?'' With his free hand he tilted up her chin
“Pals "

She nodded, smiling,

"Then pucker up vour lips, sweetness!”

Her lips were wamm and soft,
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After a while he slipped his hand in at the neck of
her frock amd began to fomdle her breasts, She dig
not object. Groom was driving with one hand, with
the other wrapped round Theodora,

Crossing the river by the long eauseway, they drove
through the southern suburhs, emerging upon a road
that ran like a broad black ribbon through spaces of
bushland. Blackbovs, gum-saplings, banksias, and
tall encalypts loomed strangely distorted in the glare
of the headlights. The black ribbon of the road rolled
up benegath the wheels | white-painfed posts, ma_rl.,-,jng
bends and culverts, flickered past eerily,

"Where are we going ! asked Kronen,

"Rockingham."

After a drive of an hour and a half they arrived at
the Rockingham Hotel. For an hour they zat round
a table in the lounge, drinking sparkling burgundy and
becoming merry. Kronen had forgotten that he had
intended this evening for the seduction of his friend’s
wife, and that he owed his friend a grudge.  He jumped
up suddenly, crying :

“Come on! I'm tired of this place. Let's take
some bottles and go down on the beach”

They piled into the car again and drove back along
the road towards Perth. Soon they came to the place
where the hulk of the Kwinana loomed above the
gand-dunes, in the light of the moon.

Groom langhed a little drunkenly and stopped the
CRr,
"The old Kwirana "

Kronen was whispering to Ethel Ruomble, whosse
arms were wound tightly round his neck.

"Let's go down on the beach," said Groom to
Theodora.

With a laugh she got out of the car, and arm in

¥
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atm they wandered down to the sands above which
tha bulk of the old iron vessel towered.

In the light of the moon, flakes of rust upon the
plates, seen near at hand, were grey and luminous,
The shadow of the wreck was spread upon the calm
water, black streaked with silver. Groom pmr.ae.:-l:],
gazing up at the cld Kuvnana, and laoghed again.
Theodora asked him why he langhed, He suid:

vNothing | Just thinking of a time I made & fool
of mysell. I thought I'd turn that old wreck into a

gabaret.”
After & moment the gicl replied : “"Why, that was

a good idea |
“Ng it wasn't. [t cost me a thousand pounds. If
it had been any other time, perhaps, . . . But not

with this depression. . . .
She was curions ; she made him tell her the whole

of his vision of a pirate cabaret.  'When he had fAinished
she fepeated

“¥ou shouldn't have given it up. It was a good
idea,"

“T didn‘t bring you down here to talk about the
Kwinana,"” he informed her.

He drew her to a spot where a sand-hummeock cast
a shadew and pulled her down beside him on the sand,
Her low, contralto langh made him feel self-conscious,
and he bent kisses on her to stifle it, demanding
whether she loved him. She would not anawer him,
and he forced her back on the samd and began to kiss
her with passion. She laughed and sighed and sub-
mitted. Even if she had not wanted to she would
have had to submit, she thought.

In the car Paul Kronen released the straps that
held the squab of the front seat in pesition and lowered
the squab back till it touched the rear s¢at and formed a
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couch. As she allowed herself to he drawn back on
the improvized couch, Ethel Rumble whispered :

“I'm afraid. They might come back, and what'll
th-E}T think

“They won't come back., What do you think
they've gone down on the beach for 2"

She made the protestations and struggle that the
conventions demanded of her.

Afterwards, as they lay quietly together, he
to question her, for the familiarity of her face still
tantalized him. He said that he was sure he had met
her somewhere before. Where was it #

She asked with a giggle 1 “Don't you know 2"

I can’t think, but I know your face as well as | | |
And your friend's, too. Where was it #*

In an intuitive way the girl feit that he would not
be pleased to learn just now thet she was an assistant
at Kronen's Limited. She giggled again and said :

“Perhaps you've just seen me somewhere ™

*Just seen you end wanted to know you, eh #*° he
queried thonghtfully. “Well, that's not impossible."

“Anyway, you know me now,"” she said in a low
voice.  “ Yoo kmow me as well a5 a2 man car Enow a

Lﬂ tl'l'
ngautimentn] bitch | he thought. But she slipped
her hand instde his shirt and stirred a new ardour 1o
him, and he forgot that he disliked that kind of senti-
ment.

3

With passionless lisses they dropped the two girls
at their respective doors, and Kronen climbed into the
fromt 2eat of the car with Groom.

“Well " inguired the latter as they moved off

again,
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el 77 rejoined Kronen.

“How did vou get on 7

n0.K. But I've met those girls somewhere before I

Groom chuckled. "1 shouldn’t be surprised if you
had. They work in your shop I

One of the things most dear to Paul Kronen was
his personal prestige withim the great business of
which he was the head, He stood above and apart,
He held himself aloof even from his most trusted
lisutenants. He identified his aloofness with his
' power to command, To learn now that he had
unwittingly embarked upon a casual love affair with
an employee of so little consequence that he had failed
to recognize her, filled him not only with anger, but
with mortification too deep for utterance. For a
moment his mind refused fo asccept Groom's state-
ment : then he was overwhelmed by cold rage. His
woite vibrant with his effort at control, he said :

"Stop the car !”

“What for 7" inquired Groom in surprise,

“I'm getting out."

“But I'm driving you home ! his companion pro-

tested.
“I'Il walk, thanks, Stop the car!”
“But . . . Lord, man, what's come over you "

| Eronen leaned forward and switched off the engine,
and in astonishment Groom swung the vehicle in fo
the kerb,

“Wow, what in hell? . . ."" he began,

Eronen got out of the car, "Maybe this seems a
joke to you,” he said grimly, "but it isn't to me, Get
that straight, Peter; it izn't to me, If it had been
anyvone but you whe Jid this to me I'd have punched
him on the bloody nose. And now I'm going before
I slug wou I

H
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He stalked away.

zroom gazed after him from the stationary car, and
hizs astonishment changed to anger. The humour of
the situstion had pone. How the devil could he have
known the fellow would take 1t like that ¥ Well, be
damned to him | He set his foot down vicously on
the starter-switch. Eaten op by his blasted vanity,
damn him ! He let in the clutch with a jerk and the
rear wheels squealed and spon on the bitumen.

o he drove home.

There were lights in the flat as he drove past to the
garage and he went inside to discover Cynthia sitting
in the living-room reading a magazine,

He said: "Hulla! I thought you were going to
e oot till late,"

“I didn’t go out,” she said in a flat veice.  “"Where
have you been ?"

“You told me this morning you were goung out,' he
retorted defensively. "And you said vou wouldn't
be back till late. T'we been cut with Pawl Krenen™

Cynthia whispered : “With Paul Kronen #™

“Ye5,." answered Groom ; then, noting something
queer in her expression, demanded : “Is there any-
thing strange about that? What are you looking so
gueer about f What the dewil’s the matter with
everybody to-might, anyway ¢ Paul Kronen behaves
like a lunatic, and you look as of vou've seen a ghost
when I tell I've been out with him ! What's the
matter with youn /"

wou've been out with Paul Krosen | she whis-
pered agmin.

S0 Kronen had not had buziness, she was telling
herself. He had put her off to go out with Peter—
and with some other woman!| Yes, some other
woman ! Ah, thir was the last, the culminating
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insult | It magnified her husband's offence a hundred-
fold She was outrasged. Men . . . beasts! . |
beasts | . . . with their lusts! Oh! . ..

*] suppose you don't believe me " .Eajd Groom
resentfully, "I'm damn' well fed up with trying to
make you believe things | If you want the whole of
it, I've been out with Paul Kronen and & couple of
girls | Wow, whether you believe it or not your bloody

jealousy I have somethmg o feed on I

Cynthia said dully : "Oh, T believe you. It's aboat
the first time I've been able to believe ypow.™

She stared at him in a hard, unwinking wey for a
moment, then dropped her ¢yes and a dry sob escaped
her. Groom grunted angrily.

“Fou're going to cry, eh 7 Well, cry and be damned
toyou! You always did tum on the tears before you
were through 1™

*I'm mot going to ery,” she returned, raising her
head. Her eves were dry. She stood op, and te
magazine dropped from her lap to the floor. “This
is the end, Pftpr:-l:'." she said quietly. “I've stood all
I can stand of this. I'm going to leave you.”

He langhed derisively.  "Let me see ?—uwill this be
the fourth or the fith time you've left me "

III mm .'.t-l'

"You always: mean it "

"Can I take the car "

“No, you can't I”

He felt in his pocket to make sure he had taken the
ignition key from the car. He hadnt; it wasnot in
his pocket. He hurried out to the gamge to get it.

Omee before, when Cyrithia had left him, she had taken

the cat, The memory of the inconvenience he had
suffered still lingered with him. He had been without

the car for three days.
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When he returmed to the flat she was in their bed-
room, packing suit-cases on her bed.

He was less angry now. He said:

“Ch, Lord, Cynthia, what's the use of playing the
fool

She retorted : “I'm going, Peter. I've rung up for
a taxi since yvou won't let me take the car.”

He swallowed the last of his anger and made a con-
ciliatory gesture : “Don’t be silly, Cynthia. Listen,
darhing . . ."

“Don’t darling me! Don't you dare darling me [

Her reply made his anger flare up again.

"All right, damn you!” he answered. “Flay the
fool if you want to. You'll be back imside a weelk,
and in the meantime I'll have a holiday from your
tantrums !

He got undressed angrily, flinging his clothes into
the open wardrobe.  ‘When he had donned his pyjamas
he got into bed and watched Cynthia complete her
packing, There was a ring at the front door, and she
took her cases and went out without a beckward
glance, Groom heard her speaking to the taxi-driver
at the door, and then the sound of the taxi moving off.

Well, that was that | he thought. Once more ! . . |

"Thank Heaven |" he exclaimed.

He reached up and gave an angry tug to the cord
which switched off the Light.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
I

URING the middle decades of the nineteenth
D century England was convulsed by a series of
over-production crises.  From time to time the stores
of the wealth in the land became so great that they
oould not beé consumed. Handicapped by their
inability te eat more than one meal, wear more than
one costume, or slecp in more than one bed at a time,
the rich could make little impression on the abundance,
and the poor were debarred by their poverty., Even
the Army, wshering the British peace into a dozen
savage lands, could nol open up new markets as fast
a3 the workers of England could produce wealth with
which to glut them. The captains of industry were
compelled to close down their factories lest the
accumulating stores of wealth burst the walls of the
werehouses and spill out into the sireets, Hundreds
of thonsands were thrown out of waork,

Soon starvation was rife in the land, and agitators
and revolutionaries weere inciting the workers to
revalt, Through the starving multitudes the doctrine
of Socialism spread like a plague. Sabotage and
moting began,  Food shops were raided.  Not even the
rabbits running on the estates of the rich, though they
were guiatded with man-traps and spring-guns, wers
safe from the depredations of the poor.

In the cities the starving hordes gathered about the
houses of the rich like packs of wolves, and captains
of industry trembled in their beds for fear of the angry

Ter
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workers. The forces of the State worked day and
night suppressing the riots ; and to make room in its
prisans, the British government began again to send
convicts overseas, From the year 1850 to the year
£868 it poured convicts into the Swan Settlement in
Western Australia, and followed the convict ships
with cargoes of unemployed women and girls to breed
with the comvicts and populate the vast empty spaces
of the new land, and thus provide another market for
the products of British industry.

James Kronen, the founder of the firm of Kronen's
Limited, was the son of a convict and one of these
half-starved immigrant gicls. Beforé he was out of
his childhood, his father, whose health, like that of
mast convicts, was broken by the rigours of imprison-
ment, contracted pneumonia from a chill and died,
and his mother lived only long encugh to see him
placed, at the age of twelve, in apprenticeship to a
merchant in the town of Perth.

The lad early revealed a flair for business. Before
he was out of his ‘teens he had resolved his experience
into two principles. The first of these was that the
interests of employer and employee are always opposed,
and the second that no man achieves commercial
success save at the expense of his fellows.  He there-
after seemed to serve his employer's interests whale in
reality serving his own, and sincé he was sharper than
his employer, in the course of a few years he succeeded
in gathering together suficient capital to start in busi-
ness on his own account.

The discovery of gold in the interior of the state
assisted him. He opened a store on the goldfields,

and by dint of selling goods at four and five and six.

hundred per cent profit, and by camrying on a furtive
side-business in illicit gold-buying, he soon turned his
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hundreds into thousands. When the activity on the
gu],dﬁslds began fo slacken he returned to Perth, and

in & new brick shop in the young city, founded the
House of Kronen.
" The business grew with the city. When he was
thirty-ome, James Kronem was worth fifty thouwsand
nds and was able to acguire the daughter of a
proud sruatting family as a wife. Owver a period of
ten years his wife bore him two sons and two daughters,
of whom the eldest was Fauol| and over the sams
period he became vastly richer. Realizing the com-
mercial advantages of civic responsibility and religious
conformity, he became a city councillor and a pillar
of the church. But he never attempted to deceive
hirnself as so many of his confréres did, and this became
the source of a certain perverse pride in him. With
the acquisition of wealth he had acquired snavity and
aplomb, and at Chamber of Commerce dinners and
gimilar functions he was wont to voice the sentiments
of business, patriotism, and Empire with a suave irony
that revealed their emptiness. He took pleasure in
the discomforture of his andience, chuckling inwardly
at their furtive glances at the newspaper reporters
who scribbled gleefully. The newspapers, he knew
well enough, would serve ap the sentiments without
the irony. . . .

When he was sixty he had amassed more than a
million pounds. This was invested in land, city
property, industrial stocks, bank shares, and govern-
ment bonds. His ambition was satished, He felt
that he had earned a rest from strife and a right at
last to the pleasures he had abjured during his struggle
to power, He turned the management of the great

tment store over to his son Faul, who had entered
the business when he was eighteen and had since
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longed to control it, and proceeded to live what he
regarded as a rational life.

He took o mistress, installed her in a flat in the
city, and visited her openly. He refused to accompany
his wife and daughters to church any lenger, declaring
blandly that since he had retired he had no further
interests that could be served by Christianity. The
suave perversity that had previously led him to dis-
comfort his confreres at Chamber of Commerce dinners
now prompted him to remember that he was the son
of & convict. Many of the convicts were transported
for poaching rabbits; James Kropen therefore pro-
posed that the House of Kronen should adopt as a
coat-of-arms a rabbit morte on & field of broad-arrows.
In this he was guilty of plagiary ; such a device had
been proposed for half the great commercial families
of Australia. But his family was none the less out-
raged.

In these and ether ways James Kronen asserted the
ego that he had for so long suppressed in the interests
of riches and power. When, within a month or two
of the time he relinguished central of the business he
bad built up to his son, the depression fell upon the
land, he paid no heed to it. If his securities dwindled
in valee it did not matter ; he &till had more thin he
could conceivably spend in the years that were left to
him. If the crisis, coupled with his son's incompetence,
brought Kronen's Limited down in ruins, still it did
not matter, Unlike so many business men, he was
not sentimental, He had no affection for his business.
It had pmever been more to him that a means io an
end, and he had already achieved his end.

Nevertheless he watched the efiect of his son’s
management with interest, and if ke had been a lesser
man he would have known qualms. In the years

I__..I' —

—— - ——— .
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during which his son had had control the business of
‘s Limited had fallen off by nearly fifty per

cent.  The crisis which had the whole world in its
in accounted for much of that, but not afl. In the
Krenen's Limited had made as much as a hundred

and twenty thousand pounds profit in a year; the
profits now were negligible. Next year, unless James
Kronen was mistaken, there wounld be a less, There
was too much stock, and too much money was being
spent on advertising. James Kronen had never per-
mitted more than three per cent of turnover to be
t on advertising ; Paul was spending five and six
per cerit, spgnding more as the wvolume of business
declined, No business could stand that for long.
Nor would the banks if they knew it! A call for a
raduction in the overdraft of the firm would be made
before long, James Kronen thought. Then Paul would
have to show what he was made of The banks had
millions in idle money on their hands ; one-third of
the workers of the country were idle, and, as a direct
consequence, one-third of the normal avenuss of
{nvestment were closed ; but idle funds or no idle
funds. no bank would continue to finance a business
after it was clear that that bunsiness was buying its

trade.

But James Kronen could smile contentedly, reflacting
that it was nome of his business, and wander off to
the river foreshore where his four hundred ton Doisal
yacht was building.

From the days when, as an a ntice lad, he had
watched the clipper ships sail into Fremantle harbour,
he had always wanted a yacht. When the vessel was
finished he to take a few cronies and a cargo
of young girls and set off on a prolonged cruise of the
East Indies and the China Seas. Or, if the need
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arose, he thought secretly, one might take refuge from
a revolution on a yacht. . . .

Paul KEronen sat in his glass-walled office on the
gallery overlooking the ground-floor counters and
watched the customers swarming in the wide aisles
and the little black-clad girls scurrying to and fro with-
out hig usnal satisfaction in the sight. The humiliation
of his excursion with Peter Groom on the previows
night ate into his vanity like a wound. Some day, he
told himself, he would get even with Groom. In the

On the desk before him was a list of names:
employees selected by the various departmental
managers for dismissal Each month soch a list was
presented to him.  The malcontents and inefficient
workers were weeded out and replaced by others
This month the list contained twenty-nine names.
Kromen glanced over them, then took uwp a pen and
added two more : Ethel Bumble and Theodora Luddon
o« o and scrawled his bold signature underneath,

At the end of the week all those whose names were
on the list would find notices of dismis=sal in their pay
envelopes ; until then they would go in ignorence.
It was part of the policy of Kronen's Limited to keep
them in ignorance as long as possible. Employess
under notice did not work well, but a law required that
notice be given, Kronen ground his teeth. For e
week, owing to that pusillanimous law, thirty-one
employees would be impudent and careless, waiting
upon customers with condescension and impatience,
telling them that certain goods were not worth the
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glfﬁ asked, undermining generally the goodwill of

But the greater part of Kronen's anger was due to
a sense’ of impotence that was like a knife turned in
his wounded vanity; he was unable to find any

ible excuse for summarily dismissing two gicls

'..\li'hti had seen him with the authority and dignity of

the employer laid aside,



CHAPTER TWELVE

HEN for the second time within a month
Theodora returned to her room to find her

door unlocked, she thought to find the magistrate,
James Riddle, ensconced within. She had not expected
Riddie till about eight o'clock, but she had given him
& key and thought he might have come early and let
himsell in with the intention of surprising her. Smiling,
she flung open the door.  But it was not the magistrate
but the Communist, Steven KRiley, whom she saw
waiting for her. He was seated in her armchair facing
the door with & book in his hand, and his appearance
made her cry out in distress. Never fleshy, he had
become thin, His clothes hung upon him as though
made for a larger man, Beneath his prison-cropped
blomd hair his face was worn and his fierce eyes were
dull and tired. He did not rise but his thin lips
twitched into a smile,

“Steven I she cried. "When did they let you
out '

“Yesterday,”

"l didn't kmow. Oh! You look terrible | Was it
very bad "

“They don’t intend it to be a pleasure,” Riley
answered grimly. "'The foods not exactly plentiful

for short-term prisoners, and the bugs . . . they come
out at night, Theo, as soon as the lights are out.
Thousands of them, millions of them. . . , They come

out of every crack and crenny in the walls, and they
crawl over you and suck your blood. You kill them,
you kill them in hundreds, but that doesn't make any
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difference ; there are always more of them. Your

céll is filled with the stench of them. By and by you
et tired of killing them and just brush them off, but
no matter what you do they keep on sucking at
%& listened to him with lips parted in horror,
and into the room there seemed to creep the sickly,
filthy stench of bugs | Hiley broke off, grinning in a
twisted way.

“How Iu:j:rihlt I"* Theodora whispered. ""How hor-
ﬂﬁt] wasn't pleasant,” said Riley, "but it hasn't
iilied me. I can stand it—and that's just as well,
becanse I'll get a longer stretoch next time !

For an instant his eyes flashed as they were used to
flash. Theodora felt her own eves fill with tears, as
pity for him, and a deep resentment against those who
had sent him to prison, against James Riddle, welled
up in her. Then, as she remembered that the magis-
trate himself was coming to see her that evening, came
an inclination (o weep. She turmed away that Riley
might not see the moisture in her eyes, and crossed the
room to her bed, throwme down her handbag and
hat.

Riley stood up. "'l suppose you haven't had any-
thing to cat yet "'

She shook her head.

“Come on out with me, then.”

“All nght,'" she answered, still with her back to
him. “I'll change my frock first. 5it . . . sit down
till I'm ready, Steva.”

He dropped back into the armchair wearily. Though
ke had been released from prison only the previous
day, he was already back at his work gathering up the
threads that had passed into other hands at his arrest.
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He was tired. His imprisonment had sapped hig
strength. He wonld have to regain it a8 best he
could, he told himself. Recently a number of workers'
study classes had been formed, and to-night he was
required to take one of these. It did mot matter that
his wealkened body ached with fatigne. Sometimes,
when the burden of the Party work ay too heavily
upon him, he would regret that he had ever joined
the Party, doubt the value of its work, Despite the
crisis and the increasing pressure upon the proletariat,
their emancipation loomed &s a task so colossal thut
all that had been done in the past seemed insignificant.
His work, the work of the Party itself, dwindled inta
insignificance, into futility, beside the overwhelming
forces of oppression.  Marx became a dreamer, Lenin
a myth, the US5E a fabled land. A Communisy
must hite,” he would tell himself. “"Only hate can
spstain him " But in these moments the fires of hig
hate burned low beneath the ashes of exhavstion,
The vast human pageant of pain was obscured by the
grey ashes, the groans of a world in labour muted by
the choking dust. . . .

Thesdora said she was ready.

They went o a little cating-house which smelled
stalely of grease and cabbage-water. Many of the
tables were occupted by uwnemploved, for the place
accepted relief tickets in payment. Theodora and the
Communigt found places at a table just vaczted. The
table was littered with dirty plates, cups, knives and
forks, and scraps of food.  On the week-old cloth were
staing of tea and hguid condiments. A tired-looking
waitress came and thrust a grubby menu-card into
Theodora's hand, and began cleanng away the litter
while the girl scanned it.

Theodora lost appetite.  When the food arrived she
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wras content to pick at it, But the hunger of prison
wras still on her companion, and he ate wolfshly. His
tiredness abated a little as he hlled his belly, and at
jength he leaned back in his chair and grinned at
Theodora.

“Not hungry "

She made a grimace that he understood,

“Don‘t like the taste of it, or the atmesphers, ch?
Over ninety per cent of mankind have to feed bike
this, and most of them have never known anything
batter. The expropriated! I belong to the expro-
‘priated class and s0 do vou, T brought you here in
case you should forget it."

Theodora lowered her eyes and replied in a low
yoice : "Since I've been working at Kronen's T haven't
forgotten it."”

“Becoming class-conscious, eh 77

The waitress came and set before each of them a
portion of sodden suet pudding.  Riley fell to eating
again, When he had finished they separated, Riley
going to the Communist headquarters to prepare for
his study-class, and Theodora back to her room.

When the magistrate armived he found an intangible
barrier erected against him, which, strive as he would,
he could not break down. Not daring to make love
to her he left early, puzzled and a little perturbed.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

URING the pericd she had worked as secretary

to the Brazilian consul, Theodora had saved
money, Naturally thrifty, her tastes were simple,
and each week there had been a surplus. When she
lost her post at the consulate she had what was for
her a considerabie sum to her credit at the Savings
Bank : some forty pounds. Since then the sum had
dwindled. Her room, for which she paid a pound a
week and which had been well within her resources
while she worked at the Consulate, was too expensive
for her on wages of two pounds and sevenpence a week
at Kronen's Limited. The sum would not suffice to
pay the rent of her room and feed and clothe her with
any comfort, and each week she was compelled to draw
& little from the bank.

She had often thought of getting cheaper lodgings ;
but she liked her room ; it was shabby but spacious
and comfortable, and she was loath to leave 1t.  When
the time came, she thought, she might be able to
persuade the landlady to reduce the rent a little.

That she might lose her job at Kronen's Limited
had never occurred to her. More often than not her

sales topped the departmental list. The manager of the

department regarded her with approval ; never by so
much a5 a frown had he intimated that her work was

unsatisfactory ; and she had suffered only one fine
in the period she had worked in the shop.

Why then ! . . . She gazed at the notice of dis-
missal in bewilderment and dismay. Ewvery meonth,
she knew, a few girls received such notices, Their

ist
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pRMES WErE sent into the office by the departmental
mnmsE’Eﬁ- Any girl who was careless or slipshod,
who fell down on her sales, of against whom a manages
conceived 3 grudge—a girl who invited amorows
advances, pethaps, and then repelled them—any such
girl might find her name on the black list. But she
 There was no reason. . . . She bit her lip in
erplexity and chagrin, and moved on to let the
assistants behind her through to the pay-window.

After standing hesitantly for a moment she went
back to her department. More than an hour had et
to pass befire the shop elosed for the day, Customers
took her mind off her dismissal to some extent, but
ghe felt deeply depressed. When an opportunity
accirred she spoke to the departmental mansget,
asking him why she was dismissed. He was surprised.

*Dismissed " he exclaimed. "You ?"

She showed him her notice.

*It must be 2 mistake,” he said, “You're one of
the best girls in the department | Dhon't worry abeut
it. I'll see the chief"—and he went away forthwith.

In ten minutes he was back, his face twisted into a
grimace that expressed both irritation and sympathy,

“Wour notice came direct from His Royal Highness,™
he told Theodora, “Have you any idea why Kronen
ghould sack you 2

"o 1.7 _

*Neither have I, But you must have rubbed him
pp the wrong way in some way of other. Anyway,
the notice'll have to stand. There's no appeal [rom
ham |

At six o'clock the shops clesed in the city of Perth.

For ten minutes after six the time-clocks in Kronen's
Limited were ringing & hand after hand punched
them. The assistants poured out into the street

1
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Mearly a thousand men and girls worked behind the
counters of Kronen's Limited and they crowded the
narrow footpaths as they swarmed out, mingling with
others of their kind from other shops whose day was
alse done. By ten minutes past six as a rule the store
was empty, and the cleaners had slammed thut the
doors and had commenced their work. But to-day
the crowd flowed sluggishly. The employees showed
& tendency to hang about the doorways in groups,
They blocked the way for others who, being unable
to proceed, joined the groups and swelled their size,
Within the groups there were complaints and angry
mutterings. The "black list™ had been unusually
long. A man or girl had been dismissed from one in
every four departments, and there was a rumour in
the air of the imminence of the long expected wage
cut. A girl from the office stafi who wis amongst
those who had received notice had spread the rumour,
The cut was to be announced on Monday ; she had
overheard the Crown Prince telling the manager.

There were cries of ;. "l told you sol" “It was
only a matter of time 1™

Someone asked angrily: "Is he going to cut his
own bloody screw 1"

In the centre of one group Ethel Rumble angrily
waved her motice of dismissal.

“Why was I sacked ¢ 1 asked the manager what
he had against me and he said he hadn't anything to
do with it, the lying hound |*

“Why should he say he hadn't if he had "

“T don't know ! How should I know ¢ But only
these sent in by the department heads are put on the
black list."

Theodora said : *I got notice, too, but my name
wasn't sent in by the department. The head inquired
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ahout it. It was Paul Kronen who put me down. I

don't kmow why. Perhaps . . ."

ment., .

»That's what the head said."”

“But he couldn't have put me down,"" the ,Eil‘l said,
her voice little above a whisper. “Why!. . ." She
ok off,

The cleaners were getting impatient. They wanted
to - ghut the doors,

“are you so fond of thie place that you want to

d all night here as well as all day 7" they asked,
or : “Haven't you got any homes to go to 2"

The groups broks up and the assistants, men and
girls, went out to swell the crowds on the foetpaths,
For some of the girls, young men belonging to a dif-
ferent stratum of society were waiting with cars,
The girls entered the cars ostentatiously, bidding
good-bye to their less fortunate comrades m seli-
comscious, affected tomes. Other girls paired with
men from the shop. The bulk of them hurried away
alone to board the clanging, grey-green trams which
would carry them to the suburbs,

Many of them had to stand in the trams, clinging
to overhead straps or to metal hand-holds on the
backs of the seats. They smiled fixedly beneath their
powder and rouge while the muscles of their legs
agched and knotted into hard lumps on their calves.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
I

HE girl, Ethel Rumble, clung to a strap and

gave hersell up to an angry misery,  3he dreaded
her return home.  She could see in anticipation the
frightened disgmay on the face of her mother, and the
regigned dezpair with which these days her father
always received bad news, She could hear the eries
with which her news would be grested,

She was the mainstay of her family. Her father, a
bricklayer's labourer, had not worked save at cecasional
odld jobs for over three vears. He drew sustenance for
himself and his wife and his younger daughter, Clance,
who was thirteen and had still to attend school, Twice
he had been sent fo relief works in the country where
the men lived onder canvas and their BATRINES were
limited to a pound a week over the amount they would
otherwise draw in sustenance.  Tradesmen-contractors
battened on them, r_'ha.rgj.ng them for foodd amd tobacco
and odd articles of clothing twice and thrice the prices
they would have had to pay in town. The married
men could never send enough from their earnings to
keep their families in the city, and there were periods
of hitter destitution for many families when their men
were sent to relief works. For the Rumbles the pinch
was sharp. The girl, Ethel, earned two pounds, seven
shillings, and Avepence & week at Kronen's Limited
—more than Theodora Luodden, for she was over
twenty-one years of age—and there was her brother
George who worked on a stud farm for ten shillings a
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- week and his keep. Sometimes ke was able to send

a postal note for five shillings to his parents, For the

‘main part, however, Ethel kept the family going.

. and the twenty-one shillings’ worth of
::ﬁﬁ:smq recaived weeil}r as sustenance, sufficed
to buy food and clothing and pay the instalments on
their house as [hEF‘ fell due,

They thought of it a8 their own house. . , .

The clamorons, crowded tram cartied Ethel Rumble
through the northern environs of the city | through
streets lined with cheap lodging-houses, past dusty,
green, trec-grown squares where, despite the hour,
‘seores of unemployed still lounged ; through the high
and airy suburk of Mt Lawley where, from the
werandas and porches of their comfortable homes,

of wealth and substance looked across their

t ens to the city. Beyond Mt Lawley
ﬁﬁlﬁﬁihrm thr:msam:lguf litkle brick or wooden
cottages faced one another across wide, dusty streets.
Tha streets were narrow nbbons of gravel or bitumen
running through wastes of grey sand. The occupants
of some of the cottages had planted grass in the sand-
waste between their front fences and the roads, but
the grass grew reluctantly for few of them could afford
to lavish water on it

In this and in similar suburbs lived the workers of
Perth, each in his own neat brick or wooden cotiage.
Hefore the crisis began enterprising house and land

ators had made fortunes by selling homes to the
workers of Perth, It was more profitable to sell
houses on small deposits and long terms and charge
high interest on the cutstanding balance of the price,
than to let them. MNow many of them were empty,
their “owners" having been ejected for failure to meet
instalments.
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Ethel Rumble got down from the tram. There was
a damp chill in the air, a promise of winter, and darlk-
ness had fallen, At long intervals along her street
were electric lights, and lights glowed in the windows
of the houses on either side. In the glow of the
street-lights the green of wild grass epringing in the
sand could be seen, That meant the water was rising,
.« . Every winter the water rose and a hundred
acres of the district which bad been a sand-waste
became a swamp. In wet years the water sometimes
flowed over the floors of the more low-lying houses
Her [ather had not known that when he bought the
house—a time when she had heen yet at school.

They had been able to keep up the instalments so
far. Ethel estimated that they had paid four hundred
and twenty pounds in instalments, though only about
a hundred and thirty pounds of that had been in
reduction of fheir actwal indebtedness; the rest
represented interest. It would be another twenty
years before the house really belonged to them. Stll,
the instalments were no more difficult to pay than
rent. Now, perhaps, she thought miserably, they
would not be able to pay. . . .

"You're late,” her mother said querulously.

In the little living-room her parents and sister zat
at table, their evening meal already begun.

"I've lost my job."

“Ethel I her mother whispered fearfully, looking
as though someone had struck her. "You've . . .
Ethel |

The girl said desperately : ""For God’s sake, mother,
don't say anything ebout it now ! I've lest my job.
I Jmow everything you can say."

“What are we going to do 1"

“Please, mother [
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She locked at her father. Colin Rumble sat at the
hiead of the table with his knife and fork poised in the
air, and that look she had expected on his grey,
unshaven face. He licked his lips.

Her sister, Clarice, cried suddenly in her shrill,
childish voice: “And only the other day you went
out with Mr. Kronen [

"Eh'u-t n?l }"D'[I | |

] was only . . ." the child began on a note of
protest, but the fierce bright look in her sister's eyes
checked her.

Dropping her eyes to her plate she attacked her
%mﬁng an impulse to speak, Mrs. Rumble sud-
denly clutched her apron o her face and rose hurriedly
and went out of the room. When five minutes later
ghe returned she was red-eyed.

The meal went on in silence save for the small
gounds of knives and forks on plates, the creaking of
chairs, the hoarse breathing of Colin. But the silence
was charged and oppressive.

Ethel cried suddenly: “Oh, mather, I'm sorry !"
Her voice scunded harsh and shrill in the silepce. "1
don't know why it happened. I didn't do anything.
I've always done my work.”

“It's happened,” the mother returned.  "Oh, Ethel |
How could it have happened if you'd been doing your
waork properly 77

*I did my work. I did! I did!" the girl cried
*I teil you I don't know why it happened I

She broke down and began to cry. Her mother
got up from her seat and went round to her, trying
to comfort her. “"There, there! Don't take it too
bardly. I didat mean to be cruel. We'll manage
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"Leave me alone,” the girl said chokingly. She gat
op and glared round at them, her mother, her father,
her sister, "I hate Jo: ! 1 hate you all " she criad,
stamping her foot., “Yom think it's my fault,
To-morrow I'll see Mr. Kronen, . . "

She fled to her bedroom to fing herself on the bed
and smother her tears and mortification in her pillow,
To-marmow she wouald see Paul Kronen. She would
force her way in to him if necessary ! He couid not
be responsible—not after what had passed between
them. If she conld see him he would set things right

At eight o'clock the young plumber, Gerald Halsted,
who hoped to marry her some day, called to take her
to 4 shilling dance. She sent him away, and had no
sooner done so than she wished him back eagain.

Her father and mother could mot refrain from
discussing her dismissal, reiterating in whispers the
question ;  ““What are we going to do ¥

She could not endure it ; she thought she would go
mad. She drigged her sister’s bed out of the room
and locked the door, refusing to answer the family's
knocks and beseechings, They desisted at last, Then
ghe undressed and went to bed and mr.li herseli to
tleep.

2

Recollection of her troubles did not immediately
assail her when she woke in the morning.  She lay for
a moment on the edge of sleep, recapturing a dream.
Then she remembered and was overwhealmed by despair,
She could see Paul Kronen, but she coold ne longer
feel confident that what had passed between them
would make any difference.  She felt sick and weak:

At the hreakfast-table the faces of her mother and
father looked old and tired, buot they aid nothing.
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when she was on the point of leaving for the
did her mother voice the fear that hung over
ﬂ:ﬁm and then it was indirectly :
3 ""E"-nl:i'l] see Mr. Kronen, dear 7

wnrae ” she answered. “T'll see him."

_ It was not easy for assistants to see Paul Kronen.
was a wall between them and the man who sat
Etgﬁvwanbd office on the gal There was a

ﬁum ke filled in. The form wn:r;assmd on by an
Mun-jr clerk to an office boy, who took it to Panl
Kronen's secretary, who took it in to the presence.
Ethel Rumble waited, The office boy came back.

*Mfr. Kronen says he can't see you," said the inguiry
elerk:

“Hut I must see him,"” the girl protested. "There's
been & mistake."

*“Well, he says he can't.  He can, of course, but he
likes to feel his importance, out Paul.  Maybe if you
come back later . . "

“Ligten,” =zaid Ethel. "Let me through, ¥ou
don't know how important itizs, I’ take the gk . . Y

The inguiry clerk cut her short with a shake of the

“Thanks, but I'm not anxiouws to lose my job!
Try him after lunch—about ten past two.  He mightn't
feel so important then.™

The girl went back (o her depariment.  He wouldn't
ses her, either now or after lunch. He would let any
sort of injustice be done to preserve his sense of 1 tmpor-
tance. Well, he wowld see her, she resolved angrily.
He would see her if she had to waylay him, . .

‘She took her time off for lunch between twelve and
ome. At a quarter to one she took up & station past
which Kronen had to pass as he came oul of his office
for lunch, and waited patiently. At one o'clock the
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door of his office opened and he came cut.  He looked
pleased with himself. His grey lounge suit wasg
immacnlate, Tn one hand he carried his hat, stick,
and gloves, The girl smiled timidly at him, He
recognized her, and immediately his face became
expressionless. He made to walk past, but she boldly
laid a hand on his arm,

“Mr. Kronen . . "

"What do you want ?"' he asked coldly.

I tried to see you this moming,” she said, trying
to keep her voice from trembling. "I've been given
notice. T know it's a mistake, but no one can do
anything about it but vou, T bad to see you . ;"

"What do you expect me to do 2"

"You conld make it all right. Oh, you don't know
what it means to me to losa my job ! My father's out
of work, and there’s my mother and voung sister who's
got to go to-school . . .7

"That's got nothing to do with me, If you've
received notice you must have been neglecting your
work,"”

"But T haven't!" she cried, "I haven't] I've
always done my work, I've been working here for
seven months now, and my figures have always been
good, The manager of the department says he's
gatished with my worle He said he didn't know why
I'd been given notice. Oh, please, Mr. Kronen. I
thought . . . after the other night . . ."

*“The other night #* Kronen repeated in the same
cold voice. ““What do you mean? 1 don't kmow
what you're talking ebout.”

“Oh | cried the girl. “Oh "

"I can't interfere,” said Kronen, and made to move
LE14

It was then that Ethel Ruomble realized that no
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to Paul Kronen would be of any use, and her
fear of him left him with her hope, She stood squarely
’i#_ﬁmt of him and stared into his face in a sullen,
‘threatening wa

"ou ﬁw ihm‘. I'm talking about ! I'm talking
about Rockingham. I gave you all a girl can give a
man, and now I'm to be sacked "

W] don’t know what you're talking about,” Kronen
said again. “Ifit's your notice, I'm afraid your notice
ﬂhue to stand, That's all I have to say. Now

aside, please |”

~®1t's pot all T have to say | cried Ethel Rumble,

ar yoice was shrill and her eyes glowered at him, on
fire with a sudden vicious inspiration. T know why
I'm being sacked | It's because T wouldn't let you

me | That's why I" She lowered her wvoice

"'"",I]:L:.t.nwha.t I'm going o say if I'm sacked, Mr. Paul
Kmnm. Am I stili going to be sacked 7"

Kronen giared back at her, speechless with rage.
For a moment he forgot his dignity, forgot his pre-
tence.

“Sn that's it, is it 1" he exclaimed when he could
speak “Zo that's it | Blackmail, eh? Yoo think
?mmgrtlm}' with that, do you | Now you under-
gtand this: yoo're not getting any notice; you're
sacked now | Now, do you understand! You'd try
blackmail, would you! You needn't bother to go
‘back to work. You get out of this shop now I
~ He turned and dashed back into his office. The
slut| The bitch ! The bloody little whore ! She'd
tell that story would she | He shouted for his secre-
‘tary while he scribbled a note at his desk to the manager
of the haberdashery department. , .
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4 fariously in the grip of the departmental
- and, frtreﬁtg herseli, burst into tears. A
24+ “Shame I then a number of girls were
@ about her, comforting her.

2 hrief lapse of time the floor-walker returned
shop-manager and the shop-detective. They
their way through the crowd. The shop-
& began to break up the crowd, ﬂﬂ.\?mgiuavdjr
= on, please ! Ladies and gentlemen, if you
The girl's only hysterical. Move om,
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3

In & rage as blind and insensate as that of Kronen
himself, Ethel Rumble hurried back to her department,

“Do you know why I got notice ?* she said to the
manager. "It was because I wouldn't let Paol Kronen
seduce me [

Her woice was audible for several yards around. A
few customers pricked op their ears and listened. A
shop-walker came hurrying forward with a frown on
his face. The other girls in the department gazed at
her in a startled, uncomprehending way.

“The other night 1 went to Rockingham with him.
Theo Luddon was with us—she'll tell youn !

“Be quiet |" the manager hissed. “Be quiet! Are
you mad

“Mad ? No, I'm not mad. It wasn't your fault I
got motice, 1 know that! It was Paol Eronen . |
becanse I wouldn't et him use my hody when he
wanted to . . "

“For Heaven's sake! | | . the shop-walker,

“Keep quict, you |" she spapped at him. “I've
been zacked. I don't work here mow., You can't
order me around any more. 'l say what I've got
to eay . ..

After another inefiective protest the shop-walker
hurried away to the office to throw responsibility for

® L

{'g all this nonsense 1" demanded the manager.

learned the tenor of the enraged girl's accusa-

from the floor-walker. "“She's hysterical " he

itively, and added in a low woice to Ethel

: “Unless I'm mistaken, young lady, you'll

| yourself in serious trouble over this [

[he sobbing girl took no notice.

mﬁﬂmﬂ shop-walker took her between

hem and led her away to the dressing-room, where
aw waited for her to recover her self-possession.

i " gaid the manager sternly, “get your hat if

e one and clear out 1"

hopelessness, Ethel Rumble obeyed. On
ay home in the rattling tramear she kept repeating

this unprecedented occurrence on the shoolders of they say ?" Yet she felt too miserable and weak
somebody ekse, ‘to care. .
“Shut up " sad the manager between his teeth. | - this time her parents did not behawve as she
He seized the girl by the shoulder and clapped one ed, When she had told them, she began to

hand over her moith,

Fifled with excitement and constermation, other
aszistants crowded mound. The businest in geveral
nearby departments had stopped. Ethel Rumbls
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wl: "Well, life’s not worth living, anyway I"—ang
throughout the afternoon and evening and the folloy.

ing day was unusually serene.

4

When his wife rose from her chair in the sitting.
room on Sunday night, saying that she was going tg
bed, and started to walk out of the room, Colin called
her back, and to her surprise, kissed her |
not many kisses between this ageing couple ;

exclaimed in astonishment and pleasure :
"Well, T must say bad luck takes you ina qiieer

way, dad [

"1 reckon I'm still fond of you . . . ina way," he said.

"T declare ] You'll be wanting to come 1o bed with
me next ™

Colin smiled greyly. “It's a long time since we did
that, old girl, isn't it? D'yom reckon you could.
stand me 2" '

"What nonsense |
lest he should persist to her greater embarrassment.
Ethel and Clarice were already in bed.

Colin Rumble sat on in the sitting-room.  The gueer,
resolute smile was on his [ace, and his eyes shone

When the house was quiet he took a4

strangely.
writing-pad and envelopes and a stub of pencil from

a drawer in the cheap sideboard, and, sesting himself

at the table, began to write.

When a man's got mo hopeleft [Colin Rumble wrote], .
1's wo good kim going on hiving, and s we good fo ey
wife and girls {6 po on hiving cither, 50 they are gotng with®

me. I don’t wand people to think [ was mad, Thi

There wers.
that was
a habit that had passed with their youth. She.

she cried mantling, and left him
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et fob I mighin's have ok up
44 fo go on living when he's cerfain s life's going
ot Jike it was befove. Peopls make mariyrs of
L g, Well, P'm nol miaking @ maryr of
: mgﬂ;{jdm:hhhrhm&ﬂfmjmﬁm
g petting desperate—Ethel poing on the strects or

Brothel becawise she can'l get a job, and Clarry, I
Bens. on the state. I've lricd lo be a pood falher fo
bt I reckon this 35 the most sensible dhing I ever

Rumble signed this note, put it in an envelope,
;ﬁ.mmiﬂta:ﬁtﬂmurwﬁmwﬂm;j
and :.'lrpped it into his pocket. Them he
‘to the room in which Ethel and Clarice slept,
ened the door gently, and listened. When he was
jed that they were asleep he closed the door and
ﬁﬂymmsth:mﬁge to his own and his
s room.  As he moved he took a razor from his
and opened it.
yife, too, was asleep.  He switched on the light
ot quickly to the bed and, covering her mouth
his left hand, cut her throat with the razor.  She
p, uttering a horrible, gurgling cry, But he
e the razor on the bed, and seized her by the
d shoulders, and broke her neck as he had been
‘break the necks of sheep after he had cut their
‘when, as & boy, he had worked for a butcher,
Iy kicked convulsively beneath the bedclothes,
the blood ran from the great gash in the throat,
sor clattered to the floor.
Rumble wiped his hands on the bedclothes,
d up the razor, and went to the room where his
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dapghters slept. On the threshold he listened
then switched on the light and entered. Ethel
on her side. He had to twist back her head and slash
half a dozen times before he felt the edge touch the |
vertebrae.  She made no cry, but her eyes seemed 1o
regard him with blank bewilderment as he broke her
neck, and her body kicked more than his wife's. The Al
b:dsqu:ak:dwﬂdl}r.udwu-k:npﬂi:ymuﬁﬂm mﬂtmn'
whao sat up and stared in horror, and opened her month E
to scream.  But he sprang upon her and clapped hig
hand owver her mouth, and the scream he had obstructed
seemed to escape from the severed windpipe as he cuop
her throat. . . .

Looking upon what he had done, Colin Rumble felt
no horror. He wiped the razor carefully and puot it
back in his pocket. Then he went out into the back
Maﬂcutakngthfmmﬂ.wmdnthﬁ-hmam
Brought it in and fastencd it to ene of the rafters on L
the back veranda, and hanged himself | +_4.hmmuw m'mh*uaﬂtm“ﬂﬂdl

About ten o'clock on the following morming a neighe B e B ey ki o e ool i i
bour, a kindly soul who knew that the Rumble family crparTate th.:-mm occurred late Gasd Ilulht'-t 137 —th-
was impoverished, went round to the back door with a o, Maylands. .
bowl of soup she had brought as a gift. She screamed there had been many such happenings since the
at the sight of the dead man hanging, and fell in a IEEHIL--
faint amid the shattered fragments of the bowl. By ad the connters of the great department store
and by she recovered and went for the police. en's Limited the assistants whispered together
ened, excited tones. Not one of them but
ﬁ' Ethel Rumble’s charges against Paul Kronen,
nnected her dismissal and the tragedy @ If my
¥ hadn't lost her job . _ . Colin Rumble had
The papers had reproduced the letter. If
t been for Paul Kronen, it was whispered, it
't have happened. .

[he tale escaped from the store with its Customers,
as whispered abroad by women returning home

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

TRIFLE MURDER
AXD
STICLDE [

merible tragedy | shouted the newsvendors, waving
pers under the noses of people in the streets,

'bi;ln,ght papers and stopped to scan the head-
savour wvicariously the smell of blood and

The pl}c.]r.zts of the newsboys were loaded

K
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in the trams from their afternoon's shopping : Py
Kronen was responsible for the Maylands tragedy, |

The whisper reached James Kronen through 0
migtress whom he was visiting that night. When e
returned home he went to his son’s reom and informeg
him, Paul sprang to his feet. “

"They're saying that I'" he exclaimed,

“Yes. How much truth in it is there "' his father
demanded.

"Nome! Not a word! Mot an iota I

"H'm. Well, it dossn’t matter whether it"s true
not. That's the story. It must be all over Perth|
And it's not the sort of thing that can be stopped,
You'll have to arrange & counterblast. Drownit. J¢'s
impossible to say what harm a story like that might do,
See to it, Paol”

“I'll see to it. I'll think of something,
Scot 1"

"Thought I'd give you the tip, that's all.*

“Thanks " Paul whispered, “Thanks ™

In the morning he seat his secretary with a cheque
for a thousand pounds to the Council for the Relief o

Unemployment.

"o T would ask you lo dreat this contribubion o
the salution of the mast pressing Soctal evil of our day
as anomymons if 1 did wot feel that much of its valye
wonld be lost of of were mol gecorded the fullsst
publicity. Men of substance und g in bhe
community have respovesidilities lowards their lesz
Joriuwnale fellows which they wmust be induced fo
recagnize, and I trust the publicily attaching to this
gift wall have that gffect. My personal feelings are
of wo consequence. . . ." So wrote Kronen in &
covering note.
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s secretary of the Council for the Relief of Unem-

immediately rang up the newspapers, and
ers were interviewing the managing
of Kromen's Limited in his office on the

1000 TO UNEMPLOYED |
CITY MAGNATE'S MAGNIFICENT GIFT |

wr four in the afternoon the papers were on the

The streamer headings shouted the praises of
His photo appearsd on the front page
of the chegue for a thousand pounds,
ey of the newsboys were in praise of the
srooy. of Paul Eronen.

on the front page. too, was a further report of
plands tragedy, so that the tragedy and the
srony of Paul Kronen were topether on the
Rumble’s charges discounted the philanthropy
ad ulterior motives for Paul Kronen's gift.

e chop the assistants and some of the depart-
3l managers spoke his name as though it were
o el

. ¢ri
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W pa gaid, and, handing the girl his hat and stick,
_hmself into a chair.
ani it 1" snarled the Communist. “Are youo his
az well as his mistress that he should hand
& and stick over to you as if you were his house-
1]
E:mkymrhat vou wouldn't object,” Theodora
4 "Sometimes you're silly, Steven I
put the hat and stick on her bed, then came
‘and sat on the arm of Riddle’s chair. The fire
ot out of Riley's eyes.
, sometimes I am,” he said gloomily,
sight of the girl sitting on the arm of the other's
distressed him, He was not her lover. He took
n the fact that of all men who had enjoyed
¢ with Theodora, he alone had never been her
er. He was & Communist, and the Communist
'ﬁwﬂ. discipline upon its members. A Com-
had no surplus energies to vitiate on women,
. burned he went to a brothel Thers was no
s influznce in that. But to love was to become
.. He steeled himself against love. Riley told
neelf that the distress he felt at the sight of Theodora

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE magistrate James Riddle knocked gently on
Theodora’s door and waited. He was not ey
pected, and he waited a little difidently becanse of the
constraint that had been between them when he last
visited her, Presently she opened the door.

“You I" she exclaimed in a low voice.

"May T come in #"

He had an impression that zhe hfslmtad befors
coming to a decision. But she said : "Yes, come in*
and stood aside, and he entered to behold the mai
Steven Riley rising slowly from a chair.

In a flash the memories in which this man had
place passed before him, He felt agam the sense of
-shock, the sense of subth: danger with which he
reacted the fellow’s outburst in court, the unanalysable
pain he had felt when he discovered Theodors in tears
becaunse he had sent the fellow to gaol, Why hadn't
she let him know Riley was here 7 'Was he fated to be
for ever meeting those who came before him in court il on the arm of Riddle’s chair arose from the
—first Theodora, though that, he confessed, had been he felt for the class the magistrate stood for.
worth while, now a man who had threatened to turn a belonged to the proletariat, Riddle to the
him into a living bomb ! It was in his mind to make ' jsie. The girl betrayed herself and her class
some excuse and go, but some quality of his ego fought ] pting the magistrate as a friend. . |, .
against it. Riley had risen fully to his feet. For & de inguired offensively : “How iz the Urinal #**
moment he stood gazing at the magistrate in & wolfish 'wou refer to the Police Court, my friend,” answered
way, then he grinned, tan his fingers through his blond “it's functioning very smoothly."”
hair, and bowed ironically. hat's a pity."” said the other.

“My Lord of the Urinal I"' tan understand your point of view.

“Steven I cried Theodora. laughed harshly, *¥ou understand ?  That's

Eiddle reassured her with a gesture, “Good evens ®ood [ That 1z good "

1t
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The world today is in the state of final
# Marx predicted for it I”
4 Marx!” jeered the magistrate. “You
+ots are like Scots theologians, For an explana-
ai gort of phenomenon they refer to the Scrip-
ou refer to Marx. Vox Karl Marx vox Dei |
anism has ceased to be a political philo-
4 become a religion [
Communist was taken aback., Biting his lip,
ad at the other. A religion," he repeated as
tg himself. “A religion. Yes . ., perhaps
right. But if Communism's a religion it's
wage-claves something no other religion ewver
T It's Eh"ﬂl'l them hIJ']_'-I'E. ’:hﬂﬂﬁaﬂi‘t}r
" them redress in the hereafter. God, and
jeved it| Redress in the hereafter | The
I inherit the earth | The colossal impudence
¢ piece of humbug ! Oh, I'll hand it to the
for that! Redress in the hereafter. For
two thousand years they humbugged os with
Pie in the sky when you die! In the mean-
God bless the squire and his relations, and keep
gur proper stations. We believed it, I suppose,
we had to have some sort of hope to enable
endure. Without hope we'd have committed
fike that poor devil Rumble who murdered his
vand killed himself. But now it's over. Karl
ve us a hope to be realized on earth, not in
¥es, Communizm's a religion and Karl
its prophet. We don’t mind the sneers of the
and pharisees |
ither did the early Christians,” said Riddle.
. you say, for nearly two thousand years
ity has been used as a vehicle of oppression [
‘do you mean r
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“Up to a certain point T can even sympathize wigyy
it," the magistrate added. '

It was fortunate, he thought, that his dignity wag
not of the order that was easily upset. Most of hig
colleagues would have been outraged by the fellow'y
impudence,

"How can a man like you sympathize with ge
demanded Riley, "when your point of view is a5
from ours as the earth is from the last star ¥ In ;mﬁ'
case, we judge a man's sympathies by his actions,*

"o mine stand condemnped "

"Of eourse.”

“Which simply means,” said Riddle, “that yog
resent being sent bo prison.'” -

"Do you expect us to like it 77

The magistrate shrugged. "You're under no obliga-
tion to break the law, you know."” |

YA long way we'd get if we didn't!" the other
sneered.

“You don't seem to be getting very far as it
islﬂ

Riley seemed fo lose his reséntment. For several
seconds he stared at the magistrate as though weighing
him up.

“You're blind,” he said at last. "You've got eyes:
but yvou can't see, On every side of youn there are:
signs of change, but you can't see them. Lenin once
said of the old Russia that it was pregnant with the
revolution. So's this country. The revolution's kicks
ing in the womb, and you think there's nothing there
but wind 1" i

Riddle said : "Perhaps there isn't," and the other
seemed to fly into a rage. He leaned forward in his
chair and snaried :

“Then it's the sort of wind that blew through
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i abruptly. “Good night, Theo " —and went

“Can you be sure, my friend, that your opnresgae
won't adapt your new religion o their needs ag poe
say they adapted Christianity ?7 |

Riley said surlily : “If you mean theyll try and tuds
Marx as they twisted Jesus: they've already trisg
But the Communist religion doesn't depend on fajigd
50 the twizting hasn't been mach of A soccess ™ i

Theodora got up from the arm of the magiss
chair,

“0Oh, please don't argue!” she pleaded, “VWha
good does it do? It only makes you more bitte
against each other.  And you're hoth my friends,

“Tut, tut!” said Riddle gently. “We're jusf
beginning 1o enjoy it, my dear,” ol

Riley grinned suddenly, and the girl perceived # Hhad
it was true. They were beginning to enjoy it: th
Communist fresh from prison and the magistrate whe
had sent him there, As they argued, their con
scinusness of enmity, of their positions in the opposs
forces of the class-war, seemed to fall from them
They argued as equals.  The girl sensed a rising {mpulss
of respect, of liking, in each for the other, At length
she went behind the screen and made coffee for then
They continued to dispute as they drank it.

At eleven o'clock Riley rose abruptly. He glam
at the magistrate, but his ferocity was only half real

"Well," he remarked, "I must say I never expecté
te meet you cutside a court.” :

Riddle laughed. “'Wot even in a hypothetics
future ¥

"What do yon mean ?*

"You promised to tum me into a living bomb [

The Communist frowned. "1 meant it I he saig
grimly, compressing his thin lips. He scemed abow
to say moere, but changed his mind.  "'Good night

looked thoughtfully at Theodora, ““There

many like your friend, my dear,” he

> " good many who wish me no good.

e a revolution . .. if T escaped being blown

ants [ should probably be used to decorate
It's not & pleasant thought. , . "
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o kmew better than anyone else the spirit of
- which infused his young wife. He had a
of her charming, sun-tinted face in its frame of
. hair. But for him her generosity and charm
giled by her jealousy. The generosity which

HE club letter-rack was crowded with memberg® ‘34 normally have shrunken from any kind of

monthly accounts. Peter Groom took the enve- ~se= under the influenee of a jealous love became
tope upon which his name was endorsed, and exiracted t to beat him with., The cocktail warmed him.
the account: f# 45 3d. for a month’s drinks, Re nthia, he thought, that barbaric jealousy was
placing it in its envelope, he stuffed it into a pocket, ply justified by her love, but ennobled by it.
The account reminded him that he needed money, kid, she saw it as an essential ingredient of love

CHAFTER SEVENTEEN

He would have to cash a cheque at his bank. He he f;

gome through over ten pounds since Cynthia left.  Not nite his pleasure in his bachelor freedom, he was
that it mattersd. . . . s her, and the thought of her jealousy, which
It was great : being a bachelor again—no sense of ey sufficed to anger him, now made him feel
restriction and confinement, no thought of a jealons It was not unlikely that when he returned
wife at home to epoil the fun,  What a fool a man was:  fiat he would find her back, he thought She
to get married | Why the devil had he ever sot er stayed away for more than four or five days.
married 7 He had got married, really, because ail warmed the young idler. 'When his wile
knew Cynthia expected it of him and he had ‘back he would treat her more kindly than of yore
wanted to hurt her feclings. Funny ! It did s ce of this brief spell of freedom. He
funny that a man should get married for a reason ol another cocktail.
that, yet probably lots married for the same ], he would have to go to the bank to get that
He'd been fond of Cynthia, of couwrse. And he'd Had he his cheque-book 7 May as well give
warned her beforehand that he wasn't the domesticated. ard a cheque for his chit account while he
type. She'd gone to the altar with him knowing he of it Calling for a pen and ink, he wrote &
regarded marriage vows as 80 much humbug. 3 1 and gave it to the steward, then wrote another
said the didn't mind, but she hadn’t really belie at his bank.
him. Thought he'd settle down, resign himself bank was only a few paces from his club. He
the yoke, Well, he couldn’t.  He didn't want to “Good day” to the teller as he tendered the
he wasn't going to try. Women theught that when : The teller smiled obsequiously and said:
they married & man they acquired his soul, - Heil wod morning, Mr. Groom,” and passed the cheque
And he and Cynthia might have been happy if only pugh & grille behind him for initialling by the ledger-
she'd been reasonable, Jealousy was responsible fof
a lot of misery,

While he waited Groom chatted with the teller. He

54
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had to wait longer than usnal. At last a yonih aale provision for the future. With his wile's
appeared at the grille behind the teller and whisperad - S| the banker pointed out, the deed of gift might
something to him. 3 led

“The manager wants to see vou, Mr. Groom,” tha gave a cheque for seven pounds odd to my
teller said. 1

gaid Groom. What about that >
 bank-manager raized his hands in a deprecating
#If it's presented we'll have to retumn it
ino authority’, M. Groom, that's all.  You'd
gee your club secretary and get it back."
woung idler sprang to his feet in anger, “"Dammn
w oxclaimed, I thought I'd been a customer
“this bank long encugh to receive better treatment
this!| When this business is fixed up I guess my

“Good Lord, what for 7
“Don’t know, Mr. Groom.  Just said he'd like to-
see you.'' -
A clerke conducted him to the office of the manapes
On the official's desk was his cheque. §
“What's the trouble 7" he inguired.
“Thig cheque,” said the mapager. "Tan't oy
know your wife's withdrawn your power of attorney,
Mr. Groom ¢/ 8 "I go to some other bank.”™
“What " manager shrugeed,  “That's a matter for your
“I see you don't. I'm afraid we can't cash this wi determination, Mr. Groom, Now, if you will
cheque, Mr. Groom." 1 T
“But . . . Great Scot, man | Do yoo mesn to say [© om went hurriedly back to his clob., Cymthia |
can't operate on my own account ) a thing like that to him ! He would never have
“Your wife's account, Mr. Groom.  You have besn od her capable! He was almost broke. He
operating in the past under a power of attorney which’ have to borrow some money from one of his
has now been withdrawn.™ Noel Manning? Noel mightn't hawve it : he
The banker proceeded to explain the bank's obliga-: ply what he earned as a journalist, and that
tions and responsibilities to its clients.  He was so atly wasn't much, One of the chaps at the
very sorry, but he could not cash the cheque.  No, e there. But first that cheque. . . .
did not know why Mrs, Groom had withdrawn thes  steward looked at him curiously, but gave him
power of attorney. Perhaps if Groom asked his wife i he cheque.
he would be able to And out. : pouldn’t find anyone he knew very well in the
“She's cleared ont ! said Groom. “She's cleared® and thought of Faul Kronen. He got his car
out and left me five days ago ! | the street where he had parked it and drove round
The banker stiled tolerantly. A young coupless ‘great department store.  The kerb cutside the
quarrel, eh 7 Well, it would seem to be in Groom'ss s lined with cars; there was no mom {o park.
interests to effect a reconciliation. And if friction i a space at last, but it was almost as far from
were developing between his wife and himself it might ¢ a8 the place from which he had driven, He
be as well, when the present little trouble was settled, i back in a bad temper, but there was a hotel
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ing his car, he drove round to the office of the
¢ for which Neoel Manning did maost of his
The journalist was there and proved to be
thetic. Groom borrowed five pounds from

close to Kronen's Limited, so he went into the hap
and had another cocktail, then sought outl Pagy
Kronen. i

The managing directer of Kronen's Limited gazed
impassively at the young idler as the latter recountag
his tale.

“1 didn’t think Caynthia had it in her," he Iem.a.ﬂmd;.
when Groom had finished.

"Meither did 1. said Groom ruefully,

“And you're broke, eh

“"Yes. Let's have a tenner, will you, Paul™ |

FPaul Kronen licked his lips, "1 wouldn't jend
you a tenner if it was to save your life | he saig
slowly.

The young idler leoked at his friend in ﬂ.ﬂtm‘:ﬂihm:nﬁt
“What ?..." he began. Then he became angry and got
abruptly to his feet. Tt had not occurred to him that
Kronen would refuse or he would never have asked
him. It had certainly not occurred to him that Kronen
would still bear him a grudge from the other night a.i‘.
apparently he did. But Kronen was abways
a grudge sgainst someone. That was his damnoed
vanity.

"I suppose that thousand to the onemploved ran
you & bit short,” he said ironically, and took his
departure.

Ashemadthiswwmktﬂhsmrﬂmmﬂh.
reflected that he had not even enough money in his
pocket to buy another cocktall Well, ]:lt‘l:l have
something to say to Cynthia when she got back | Ha
began to wonder how many of the people he passed in
the street had as little money in their pockets as he.
He could not remember ever having been broke before,
He laughed suddenly. It was rather funny when you
came to think of it |
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o who was bitter with hate of Panl Kronen,

@ you come from His Royal Highness ¥ How
did he pay you ?"
the following evening a meeting of the employees
sen's Limited was heid in the Trades Hall, and
temper was angry and reckless. They were
d by the wage-cut. but at the back of their
was a picture of Ethel Rumble with her throat
: iz shadow of 2 man henging frofm a rope.
eere were few who did not believe that Paul Kronen
wtm that picture and cast that shadow, and
whose hearts there was not hate.  The big room
d with angry chatter.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

1

N Tuesday a reduoction of a further five per cent
in the wages of the employees of Krenen's Limited
was announced. This action was in aceordance with
the law of the State, being sanctioned by the Financial
Emergency Act, and was expected in all shops ; bot
other proprietors had refrained, fearing the temper af ;
their employees, Kronen's Limited acted alone, Jittle, middle-aged man moved unobtrusively into
Coming at this junctare, the announcement the big chair behind the table on the platform, By
an emotional reaction of unexpected intensity,  During consent the oldest employee always took the chair
the lunch-houe, indignation meetings were held in th when officials of the nnion executive were absent, and
men's and girls' luncheon-rooms, lavatores, . Johnston's twenty-nine years in the service of
dressing-rooms, Many of the assistants were late in ‘s Limited for him were a matier of pride,
returning to their work, an offence punishable by fine not want trouble ; hewould nse what influence
Such was their temper, however, that the departmental- es=ed to prevent trouble.  The secretary of the
rz and foor-walkets did not dare take action, | rtment Store Employees’ Union mounted the
During the afternoon the secretary of the uniém’ jorm and placed a bundle of books and paper= on
appeared and wandered through the shop, talking here: table by the chairman, He locked apprehensive
end thers with those who were known to have influsnce harassed.
with their fellows, The sacretary urged them to do n"d better tell 'em this isn't a properly constituted
nothing precipitate. If any action were to be t2 em, ¢, he said to the chairman, “Nothing they do
he insisted, it could only be effective if it were taken meeting can have any effect.”
by the union itself, and had the support of other chairman licked his lips and tapped gently on
organizations. Most of the men, many of whom had ble with a gavel. Omly those close to the plat-
families to support on their small wages, and seme of gould hear him. The chattering went on,
the girls, displayed 4 disposition to agree with himg on looked at the secretary in a helpless way,
but others laughed, and some were angry. The big I'" cried the secretary loudly. “Order!”
raw-boned girl in the haberdashery department, Olive: In a little he secured attention.

0 L
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The chairman began ; 'Ladies and gentlemen . _

“Ladies and gentlemen, hell 1" & girl's voice cried in
anger, and added on a note of bitter sarcasm : “Ladies
and gentlemen |, . . on two quid a week [

“Er . .. fellow-employees of Kronen's Limited, thea
gaid the chairman doubtfully. “Fellow-employees, T
have to warn you—before we start any discussion, I
have to warn you that this meeting to-night is aneon-
stitutional. My friend the secretary informs me that
even if we do anything to-night it can't have any effect.
It will have to be confirmed at & properly called meet--
ing. This meeting’s informal. . . "

He pansed, Ticking his lips, at a loss for further
words,

For & moment there was silence while the import of ©
his statement senk into the understanding of his’
hearers, Then uproar broke out, dominated by the
angry, excited voices of girls, The secretary snatched
the gavel from the hands of the chairman and pounded
on the table.

“Ohrder | Order | What the chairman has told you
is right 1"

His vojce rang out above the hubbub, but he
answered by angry shouts,

“What's wrong with the meeting

“What does it matter 7

“Elect another chair [

The girl Olive Cumow throst her way to the front,
shouting : “'1 move a vote of no confidence in the
chair "

"Wo confidence | Noconfidence I Her words were
taken up. She climbed on to the platiorm and help
up her kand, "Those in faveour t Those in favoar £

“Aye ! they shouted, and a forest of bands was
raised,
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e chairman was on his feet, licking his lips and
afraid

“bheen in the service of Kronen’s Limited for
gy-nine years,” he began. "For twenty-nine
s, and I've never . . ."

nd you've never dene anything but crawl to the
|'* the girl said wviciously. “Get out! You're

hig girl's simply a trouble-maker . . "
Weet out | she screamed, shaking a fist under his
woee and he vacated the chair hastily.
lominations for a new chair 1" the girl cried.

! Youl" they shouted back. “Olly Cur-
rl

“Thase in favour of me taking the chair #*

min there was & shout of : “Aye!" and a raising

‘of hands. The wvoices of those who objected

 Jost in the clamoor.

el then,” said (Mive Curnow, “we'll get down to

g," and she seated herself behind the table.
sacretary looked wary, but ventured a civil

gt “"You know all this is unconstitutional, don't

AL,

“We've paid attention to you and others like you
oo long.  Unconstitutional | What do we care if it's
mstitutional F - You take a record. That's all
re got to do.”

‘Il do nothing of the kind,” retorted the secretary.
minute-books of the union aren't kept to record
of thing I

“Do you hear that?" Olive Cumow demanded of
he assemblage below her, “We pay this man, but
e won't take orders from us. [ don't mind saying



164 UPSURGE

I think he prefers to take them from Paul Kronen, |

“Now that's more than I'll stend "' exclaimed the
secTetary,

But another babel broke out in the hall Thers
were shonts of

“Get someone else 1"

“Pull him down [**

“T'm wiping my hands of the whole business,™ said
the secretary angrily. “I'm secretary of the Depart
ment Store Employees’ Industrial Union of Work
not Kronen's employees. Do you think I'm geing ta
take orders from a lot of hystenical girds #

“Then get out " exclaimed Olive Curnow.,
ount, and take your blocdy books with you |
need you."

The secretary took his books and papers under his
arm and left.  Gorls and men gave him passage, evert=
ing their faces, or gazing al him sullenly or angrily,
Then a temporary secretary was appointed, & gquiet
fell on the hall, and the girl Olive Cumow began g
passionate address. She had no gift of rhetoric, but
she had po self-conscionsness, She talked to the
assemblage as she might have talked to individoal
gitls in her department at Kronen's Limited, her voioe
hot with indignation &nd vibrant with anger, and her
words were weighted with sincerity.  She carried her
listeners with her.

She spoke of Ethel Rumble, and the thoughts of her
auwdience fiew to the girl in visions of her body lying
on a slab at the morgue.  She cursed Panl Eronen, his
arrogance, his overweaning vanity. And her andience
cursed with her silently. She cursed the state of
society which put into Krenen's hands the power of
life and death over his emplovess.  Ethel Kumble had
been dismissed because she would not vield o Kronen’s

"Gt
We don't
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et she had told him that her wages were all that

d with him. . A
g voice quivered with hatred and rage. Ethel
s had not neglected her work. The head of
nartment said that he had no complaint to find
ar—though he had recanted after he had seen
‘master, the bloody crawler | Ethel Rumble had
‘har work a8 well as any girl in the shop, but she
refosed to submit to being made Kronen's play-
v sn Fropen had condemned her to death.  Yes,
Kronen, their Paul, had the power of life and
p in his hands like any medieval tyrant |, .. It
ioht have been any other girl as easily as Ethel
. y girl whe had happened to excite his lust.
24 been Ethel Ruomble, bowever, 3o the rest of
were permitted to live. Paul Kronen had been
et to leave them therr lives and cut their wages
Generous of him. Yes! He was a philan-
yist,. Hadn't they all rewd of his magnificent gift
gunempioyed 7 A thousand pounds.  The public
d flock to buy things at the shop of a philan-
ast, and he would soon get his thoosand pounds
, of pourse, and another thousand with it And no
wonld believe that a geeat phalanthropist lad
= to do with the dexths of Ethel Komble and
mother and sister and father. No one would
pe that a man who would give a thoesand pounds
the wnemployed would try to seduce one of his
eg, and sack her because she wouldn't fet him,
had any of these considerations been in Paul
en's mind when he suddenly decided ta become
pnthropist, The irony in Olive Cornow's voice

5 like a corrosive acid,  No, it was simple generosity.
md to0 make sure that his employees appreciated it,
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4 the union won't recognize us," said another,
can we do on oor own 7 There ought to be a
Hng of the union—of all shops,™
= 1" epied Olive Curnow,  “Don’t you soe that
strike while the other shops are still at work we
' better chance than if they all came out
o will see himeell losing money, see it going to
shops, see his thousand pounds’ worth of philan-
- wasted. And these who are still at work will
S5, It's not the union that will oppose us, it's
executive—the officials we pay to protect us
have they dope for us ¥ We've had cot after
nd they've doni nothing baut tebl us to wait, wait |
wages haven't been cut, though they've used
our strike fund to pay them. They've sold us!
T got to fight our own battles, and fight them
% pur own ofcials as well as the bosses, Buot
rank and Ale will be withws!. ..

stood before them with her atrong, uncomely
flushed and her breast heaving. And they
med her ! She wanted Gl the cheering had died
then addressed them again, They needed a
gttee of action appeinted from among them-
They necded volunteers to place their demands
g Kroren, and whoever undertook that task wounld
Tk of viclimization, . . .

pre were volunteers at onge.  They came forward
began to scramble on to the platform.  Amongst
was Theodora Luddon. She cried :
ait ! Wail | Her vsually serene face was ani-
d and her eyes sparkled with excitement.  "Why
d anyone whose job is still secore be victimized !
thirty were sacked on Friday. ['m one, and there
ters here.  Some of us should see Paul Kronen.
p already lost our johs. We've nothing to lose,

ih PPFESUTRGE

he had made them share it. He had cut their wages
g0 that in a few weeks he wounld have his thousand
pounds back from them as well as from the publie
And they—his employees—they'd have a warm feeling
in their hearts at the thought that it was really they
who had given a thousand pounds to the unemployed ;
and if they had to scratch a little harder to make ends
meet, and go without 4 few more of the little amenities
of civilization they'd heard so much about—well, thers
was the warm feeling in their hearis as compensa-
tion. ]
“Like hell & compensation ! the girl cried, "What
are you going to do about it# If that wage-cug
eomes into operation we ought to strike | That's w
we ought to do: strike! That's the only thing cur
philanthropist will understand. And we ought te
demand the reinstatement of the girls and men who
were sacked on Friday while we're about it
In a2 moment babal had broken out again. Thepe
were shouts and cries, and disputes began in a dozen
places at once. But there was a note of purpose in
both the cries and disputes.  The girl had raised them
to a state of excitement bordering on hysteria, but she
had also infected them with some of her own reckless
determination. The issne before them had become
clear where before it had been confused, and the mindsg
of most of them were already made up.  Others, how-
ever, hesitated : chiefly the men, who could bear the
cut better then the girls, and were less willing to
. In a vague way, oo, many of the men
resented the domination of the meeting by a
irl. |
E'ﬂ'“Hnw can we afford a strike " one demanded
“We know how the union's placed. The strike [und
has been used for current expenses.’”
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but you're going to try and have us reinstated ang 4ia was pleased, She said : "Were you waiting for
we've everything to gain. . . " e 7"

"Good girl I exclaimed Ofive Curnow.  “You've got
brains I"—and Thesdora felt a thrill of pleasure at the
big girl's praise.

A deputation of four of the dismissed employees wag
chozen : Theodors and two other girls, Susan Cripps
and Jane Marshall, and a youth, Peter Smith 1

The cheerng broke out anew. , ,

ided. T wanted to hear about it. T heard
".:Eu'i“'cl“ :

didn't _r,rmgaf:c-m}rrmm:md wait there 7™
run into your magistrate lover as he ran into
newered Riley, frewning.  “No, thank you |
Steve I the girl protested.

alir the emotional glow that still suffused her
to reach out and embrace the man who walked

3

Theodors was tired when she came away from the
meeting, but she was filled with a sense of elation sha
could not remember having experienced before. A
warm glow of emotion suffused her. Crying a scors
of good nights to girls who, in the course of an hotic
had become her [riends, she started to walk home.

The moon rede high in the pale sky above the city, 5 :
and the only street lights were the standards at maim I know,” she said quiethy,
intersections, The polished bitumen of the street ' irralti :
reflected the moonlight in a soft glow of silver, which d held it ¢lose against her side, and for o while
changed transiently to gold as cars passed with their® salked on in silence.
electric blaze, The trees at the edge of the fooipath Fell me about the meeting,” the man said at Jast,
grew from pools of Black shadow. { e tobd him, speaking with an animation that was

Hurrying footsteps came up behind her and she
turned her head to see Steven Riley.  She stopped
waited for him, greeting him with soma surprise. He®
took her arm and urged her on, grinning in his wolfish
way. Hig grin was sharp in the moonlight, a grimace |
in shadows and highlights. .

He said : "Good work, Theo ! I'm proud of you eg," she admitted frankly.

"You weren't at the meeting, were you /" shes \ *¥ou're different,” the Communist said gloomily.
exclaimed in surprise. of the others would have admitted that.

"No, but I heard about it." neg 1 think they're not worth bothering abouat,

hsﬂt;-q-e,” ghe said unsteadily, "don't you know
always go there when you want ta?  You're
- Ht ‘JI

sezed et hand and answersd gruffly : “Thanks,
But I prefer not to run any risk of meeting him
‘He's no good to you, Theo,  You're on different
p and he. You should see that now—after

s Curnow . . . she was splendid.  She just
me away !
you carried away 7 asked Riley in a queer

Il-l.
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*Tt was the meeting,” she said in alow voice. “I'm
- 'ﬂ:‘ Ilmll
gmust be.  You look as though youdidn't know
et to laugh or cry.”
don't,"" she replied, and Both laughter and tears
gere in her woice. “Come up, Steve. Don't let's
F; -hﬂu'l
dropped her hand.  "No.™
made a helpless gesture.

ﬂ;‘htr 'iI }I'ﬂu wﬂnl*_"
Jate,” he said in an embarrassed way.

2 déar . . . listen . . . when you wanf fo
don't . . . stay away . . , because you think
it be there. Promise me, Steve. Any time
me and he's here T'll send him away."
gaught her by the shoulders and stood gazing
for a moment. He seemed to fight a battle
.himsal.l' Then he swept her into his arms and
her once sivagely before he released her,
en . o . she whispered weakly.

wanted me to do that I he exclaimed,
aid simply : "I've wanted you to for months."
|, you've got what you wanted. Now I'm

They'll only act when they're carried away. They
don't think ; they don't even try tothink. Oh, Marx
realized that | But they haven't even any imagina-
tion, Half of them can't visualize anything betler
than they have now.  “Workers of the world, unite I' ™
he guoted ijronically, " 'You've nothing to lose but
your chaing. . . .° Hall of them don't know they're
wearing chains till somebody jerks them ! Then they
forpet again, Like cattle in a branding yard | They
bellow and struggle while they're bemng branded, then
they forget.”

He fell moodily sifent.

“Poor Steve," said Theodora, and after & moment
added : T think I'll get Olive Curnow to comé up so
that you can meet her. T think she feels like that.
She was . . . splendid.”

“T know her,"” said Riley, harshly. "She'sa member
of the Party. This was her first job.  She did it well."

“Olive Curnow "

"Why does that surprise you?" he demanded,
“Dio you think we're idle 7 1 shoukldn®t have teld you,
You must say nothing about it."

... Tl say nothing, But.,.Ididn't know."

They reached their destination and stopped, facing
each other. Riley's eyes shone in the moonlight.
Theodora felt her own gaze soften as she looked st him.
She slipped a hand into one of his and squeezed it
gently,

“"You like me, don't you, Steve 7

The brightness faded from his eyes as he answered
abruptly : “Yes"”

And I like you, Steve.” |

“What's the matter with you to-night, Theo ™ he
demanded. '"You're . . . all worked up about somes

turned on his heel and walked rapidly away.
little while Theodora stood watching him. He
ook back.  Yes, she had got what she wanted.
- mounted the wide stairs to her room she still
ot know whether she wanted to langh or ry,
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I

OU can go in," said the inguiry-clerk, holding
*"His high-and- =

open the polished jarrah gate.
mightiness has graciously condescended to see you [

The man and three girls comprising the deputation

from the shop employecs passed through the gate,

through the outer office into the ante-room where |

Kronen's pretty secretary sat, and so to the holy-of-
holies of Paul Kromen himself, He regarded them
coldly from behind his great desk, his gaze flickering
from face to face.

He said : I understand that this is a deputation

from the employees of Kronen's Limited.  'Well, come

to the point. What is it ¥

The four looked at each other. All were under
notice of dismmizzal ; they had no reason to fear the
man whe regarded them so coldly from behind his
great desk ; but the habit of fear was strong upon
them ; they were nervous in the presence of power;
they hesitated to sy what they had come to say.

Theodora felt an impulse of shame. They had become

cowards | She swallowed once, then said calmly:

“We've come to ask you to reconsider the wage-
cut, Mr. Kronen,"

“Is that all you've come for 7" demanded Kronen
angrily. "Then let me tell you this: vou're guilty of
a piece of gross impertinence | The management of
this business decided to reduce wages only when it
became urgently nocessary, but that decision has been

i
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ed and it is not permissible for any employee to

it. If that is all you've come to say you'd

get back to your work.”

picce of impertinence | Theodora regarded him

ptuously. He was only a fool after alll
hat's all we came about,” she said.

Yell, you have my answer, DBefore you go back

peir work, give me your names."

poised & pencil over a scribbling-pad and waited,

Il our names are on the last list of dismissals,”

maid Theodora. “You won't need them. We have to
3"’1 that if that wage-cut comes into operation

,Enm.g to strnke.”

i breathed heavily and the mask that sheathed

angers settled over his face.

“I'vesaid all  have tosay. Get back to your work,"!

“If we strike," said Theodors, "we're not going to
you get others in to fill our jobs. We're going to

t. You'd better think it over, Mr. EKronen.”
 heand Elll I want to hear,” answered Eronen.

The dupumtnn dtpa.rtl:d
The man, Smith, whispered to Thmd-:ra.

ria on the top floor at five minutes past six
Te was some grumbling at this. ‘Why couldn't he
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hold the meeting in his own time ? Many of them

wounld miss trams and traing in consequence, Their

resentment  against Paul Kronen deepened, but

immediately after six they began to gather in the

cafeteria, pushing aside the chairs and tables and
ms to make room for themselves.

Kronen kept them waiting for five minutes. His
face was pale and impassive. Without a glance to
right or left he made his way to the dais upon which,
in more prosperous times, an prehestra had played.
He wae followed by the staff-manager, the businéss-
manager, and two athersof his executive officers. They
grouped themselves ebout him on the dais,

The rays of the setling sun struck through the
hundred windows of the cafeteria and inta the eyes
of the men on the dais, dazzling them, Paul Kronen
blinked and frowned.

“Ome of you draw the blinds on thut side,” he said
curtly, and a roiddle-agad man hastened to do his
bidding.

K ronen stood negligently while the blinds were being
drawn, one hand in & pocket of his trousets. His
elegance of dress and his air of passive alooiness

dais,  When he spoke his voice was cold and without

clue to the weakness he felt,
"] am given to understand.” he said, “that unless

Kronen's Limited intimates its mtention of not putting:
into effect a decigion to reduce the wages of employess,

the employees propose to strike . .
“And unless you reinstate those who were sacked
with Ethel Rumble on Friday |'" a voice cried. i
With a plain effort at control, Kmonen went o,
ignoring the interjection @ "This was the . . . olti=
mtntﬂ...dﬁ]iw:rndtﬂmethiﬁmnnﬂngh}rhu;

placed -
him apart even from those who stood with him on the
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soyees purporting to speak on your behalf, Those
1 have since discovered, were all under notice of
igsal, [ 1]:13; had not been they would be now,
mission was a piece of gross impertinence in
ch, in 50 far ag they were your repmsefngtzi?ﬁ, Yo
td.  But that may be passed over. I have called
together to tell you that the management of this
18 not to be intimidated by any threats of a strike,
wage teduction which has been announced will
effect from next week. It has been imposed
Iy and of necessity,  Kronen's Limited, in common
1.11 ather busimesses, must economize if 1t 15 to
ther the present storm. The reduction is as much
your interests 4 in ours. It is better that you
il earn reduced wages than none at all  If you
id M ﬂ-tt&ll.ﬁmlk;ﬁ the malcontents and trouble-
eTE in your ranks vou'd realize that for yourselves,
those malcontents whe are spreading ?;ﬁ: state-
tsabout me. I know the story you've heard
pitch of Kronen's voice altered, became shrifll —
5 falza, wall_l,-ewrd L R
hose near t dais saw his lips quiver. The 3
er tonched his sleeye, hurtFEht went on wl!hl?ﬁ;
ander control © “T and my leutenants are entitled
o t.'mt In the ordinary way you do trust us,
don't worry about your jobs petering oot it
T octurs to you fo think that Kronen's Limited
i fail | that's proof of your trust. You give us
trust until it becomes necessary to do something
'°_ﬁ_n11‘t like:, then the fact that for years past your
h;w been dependent upon our brains and ability
ts for nothing ; you want to go on strike. Very
if you can't understand that your wages are
f reduced only because it's wrgently necessary to
BsuTe the continvance of your jobs—strike | There

il
i
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are thousands out of work who would be glad of your
jobs at the wages which are not good encugh for you.
It makes no difference to me whether we employ
them or you. But bear this in mind : no employee
who goes an strike will ever again get a job at Kronen's,
This firm has no wse for fair weather hands. . .
He was silent at last, and his Little eyes behind the
pale lashes began to meve rapidly to and fro in their
sockets as his gaze roved his assembled employees.
And for a long moment they, too, were silent. Then,
from several places at once, came a sound such as a
man makes when he breaks wind, Kromen turned
pale. As though he struggled for breath he said %
“Very well. That's all Ihave tosay. Yo can go.
A girl’s laugh rang out, mecking and contemptuous.
“I want that girl’s name | cried Kronen, his face
snddenly contorted.
“Ofive Curmow's my name,” she replied. .
“You can report for your pay in the morning 3 :
A murmur ran through the crowd in the cafetena,
The girl laughed again. With another cffort Kronen
controlled himsell, He made a gesture of I?ll-‘lmmlil.l.
spoke a word to those on the dass with him, and with
wooden dignity made hiz way out of the already
emptying room. He was close 1o tears,

=

The policeman on peint duty at the intersection
recognized the car of the managing director of Kronen's
Limited, and held up the cross-traffic to let the young
magnate pass, touching his cap and smiling absequicusly
as the long, blue car accelerated by,  Kronen acknow-
ledged the courtesy with a brief gesture, The morti-
fication that filled him made him reckless. Sure of
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hig skill, he always drove fast, but rarely so fast as
he did now through the thinning city traffic. People
on the footpaths turmed to stare at the long, bow
wehicke as it hurtbed past throogh the blur of the late
EVENIng,

Reaching his home he garaged the car and, entering
the house, went at once to the telephone in the wide
entrance hall and called the number of the secretary
of the Department Store Employees’ Industrial Union
of Workers.  He said ;

“I want to see you, Creighton. . . . No, I can't
falk over the telephone. Come round here at eight
o'chock. "

He banged the receiver down on to its hook, and
went up to his room to wash and shave before dinner.

Both his parents and his sister Mavis were hame
for the meal. They talked idly across the white
expianse of cloth while o maid bronght them food and
carried away their empty plates. The son alone was
gibent. When his mother eddressed a remark to him
he said :

“Don’t talk to me.  I've had a bad day at the shop,
I'm in & bad temper.”

She gazed at him for a moment then shrogged her
ghoulders lightly and addressed her davghter.  James
Kronen looked at his son with his ironical, world-
weary eyes, smiled, and turmed his attenbion again to
his plate, He had been thinking of his auxiliary
vacht which was almwost finished, and the cruise which
awaited him, Now his thoughts dwelt for a moment
on his som,  The whelp did oot know how to meet
trouble, He, James, had never deluded himzelf with
the beliel that the means were the end. FPaul did.
That was his trouble. The shop was an end in itsalf,
had become identified with his ego, and he saw every

M
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pusiness hurdie as a parsuual slight. I.ﬂ.:]: ;ﬂmﬂ:i
modetn husin&ﬁ-meneaj—-smb t%ﬂl;jb;ﬁ} F . An

ck T nusin s e .
hEPE::lml?jrnrillaule his food gquickly and ::n-l‘.u&:d ];;E
eclf. Retiring to his study, he poured hLFusPI.E E!'ghtn:m
of whigky and sat smoking cigarettes till Tn.-.t s
was shown in to him.  The ynion secretary was

Kropen,” he began, ~1 ghouldn't be

g s house. You sent for me so I came,

coming 1o your
By it down 1" said the ather. ““What do I care what
you should or sheuldn't be dﬂ:fﬁg |
wyell, it's not geod enpug!:ﬁﬁre
" There's trouble in the wnion, and . - - o
T:]'i’f“hm‘s trouble in Enj-' b{LTﬂﬁtfn!n S?IESHEL;T;I:Q
“Ihat's why 1 sent lor you. .
?hrl:::.!ings I want io say [0 you EI.'L‘IET!Itl:HII. ;fnu Ve
Ew to keep those gluts of yours 1n nrd::r, o };1:11.1
o pstand 2 It's the women who're making trochit,
IrI-E’cdﬂt_]:u: m:ln. We don't want any trouble at t:zhi
nm&t junctare, andd you can't aﬂ-nfd L'I:"l.'.li_lh]:'&ht &
pdi}&ﬂ'ft cnit us. Dear that in !:mmi Creig :}nd
Vou're a tharchelder m Kronen's Lilfuml—yﬂu ;;:Ts
mast of the other officials—and [ d{_:nuht |E1.-t_:-_u.r mem
would understand it if it were l:iISL'l{E-Eﬂ ik
"W hat can 1 do? Do you than-:I‘I m r;'er.r:purrs :
ik 1 haven't dome what 1 can
D{"Fﬂsngi: know what yoa've d-:srm_ or whs:t you
haven't done, but I know you're going to l::fc 1.:;
tpouble in the bud or you and your execubive
ing to rn Wp against troubles of your own. i
gﬂ""u’n"hat do you mean ! thl:li: sE;rEta.r_l,: ieu:tar:iﬁ: 5
“Listen, Creighton. We don't wan -
there's a strike it will be because you and the rest

ightomn pmt&ﬂtﬁi-
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kave lost control. Well, if you can't control the
union there'll be & new executive, that's all. You've
dome pretty well for yourself out of being secretary
of the union, hawven't you, Creighton 7 50 have the
athers. Even since this depression set in you haven't
ﬂ_nm s0 badly. Well, if there's & sirike vour members
will learn exactly fow well you've done, do you under-
‘Etamd 2"

“If it hadn't been for that girl, Rumble, there'd
neverve been any talk of a strike,” Creighton said
sullenly,

Eronen glared af him., "We won't talle about the
Rumble gird, if you please 1

The union secretary shrugged. “She's as much the
cass as the wage-cut.”

"Meverthefess, we won't talk about her. There’s
e trouble in any of the other shops. There sught
to be a majority of yvour members oppesed to tronble
at Kronen's.  They won't like strike levies,™

"There 12 But your peopls won't listen, They've
chucked all the rules owerboard and elected a com-
mittee from ameng themselves. They won't lfisten
£ anyone but that girl Cornew. There's & meeting
called for Friday night, and they'll vote against a
strike. I know. But 1 don't think your people’ll
take any notice. They can't think of anything but
that girl, Ethel Humbie, who they say wvou . , "

“Iiidn't I tell you to leave her out of it "' said
Kromen through his clenched  teeth. “She's got
mothing to do with ] You've got to make them

pealize she's gpot nothing to do wath it ] You've got

to put a stop to it, d'you hear I'' He sprang to his
feet, I've said all I've got o say. You've got to

stop that tale and you've got to stop that strike, or
yoair members’ll learn the sort of secretary you are !
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“Wow listen, Mr. Kronen . . " began the secretary,

i iV _
ﬂs}}-iltl:;]lt listen to nothing [ cried Kronen lunuusl:.rd.
“T'ye told you where you stand. Now go home ng
get on with the job. Call & committee mwenn%. i
any damned thing you please, but atof !&m! sirike s

The union secretary left angrily. Kronen Puuh_
himseli another whisky and drl_:uppedlbnckﬂlznt.n L-:
chair, The glass chattered against his teeth as
o ide hi i lay folded.

On the table beside him the evening paper lay older
He caught sight of the headlines: MG":.-IS
GENEROSITY. CHURCH LEADERS VIE oy
The chureh leaders regarded him as & shining t.:;:;np e
of Christian charity. The Moderator of the ;._ 5.1:3:
terian church said that the employees of Paul Kren

must feel proud te be working for such a man . .

CHAPTER TWENTY

T

BEFDRE Clive Curnow had ceased speaking at
the extraordinary meeting of the union she knew
she had failed. The meeting accepted the advice of
the executive and refused to sanction the strike,
Some of the employees of Kronen's Limited were
secretly glad, thinking that now there was no question
of & strike, but the majority were incensed and bitter
against the executive, and resolved upon a struggle,

On Monday morming they came to work as usval,
but ingtead of punching the time-clocks and procesding
m e ther various departments, they gathered in a
crowil in the street outside the shop, Olive Curnow
and other members of the committee made speeches
from the kerbe  They were cheered.  Groups of men
and girls formed themselves into pickets, glaring
fiercely at any of their fellows who would have entered
the shop to work. The crowd in the street held tp
the traffic, and soon the police were at work clearing
a way for vehicles.

The police were courtoous, These strikers were
sormally the supporters of the government in power.
The pickets were permitted to patrol the footpaths
unhindercd when the crowd had dissipated and had

defted home,

Within the great shop the wide aisles were Empty.
The departmental managers and office staff flow from
counter to counter to supply the wants of the few

customers who passed the pickets and entered.
1Ei
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During the moming typed notices addressed to the
strikers and offering immunity to these who rgtumc{]
ta their wark before midday were pasted in the windows.
The pickets forced their way into the shop and tore
them down. In a rage, Paul Kromen mng up the
Commissioner of Police, demanding protection, and
an extra squad of police was sent to guard the duats.
The notices appeared again.  'When the pickets sought
to enter and tear them down they were stopped by
the police. The notices were therefore suffered to
rernain for @ while, but anon someone suggested that
they might be hidden by sheets of newspaper pasted
on the outside of the windows, and they disappeared
A, ) _

Olive Curnow went from pcket to |I:Iu.‘,]-lul!’t.l EnmUIL_ 3

ine and cheering them, and all day long the polo:
?e:lfkept busy moving on the people who tended to
collect outside the shop in the hope of trouble.

The evening paper announced the strike m head-
lines. A leading article charged the strilers with
folly and imgratitude to a man whe, onty & few days
since, had given a thousand pounds for the relief of
the unemployed, Kronen's Limited advertised as
vacant the posts ol their strking employees. The
pickets tead the reports and laughed or cursed, felt
angry or miserable and discouraged.

In his office on the gallery Paul Kronen glanced
over the transcripts of certain years'-old letters which
had accompanied the applications for shares in the
company that Creighton and others of the Department
Store Employees' Union executive had been invited

to make, . . , Creighton had rung him up during the
day protesting that he had dene all he counld. The
fear in the man's wiice had given Kronen a savage
pleasure,  If Cresghton pouldn't control his sluts he
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would have to give way to a8 man who could ! He
put the tranacripts inte an envelope and addressed it
to the secretary of the Aunstralian Labour Party, In
due course they would be the subject of an wquicy,
and in due course there would be a change in the
mnion executive unless Creighton waa cleverer than
Eronen believed,

" Hours before the opening time in the moming,
men and girls were forming in queues at the doors of
Kranen's Limited in quest of the jobs of the strikers.
Anticipating this, the departmental managers arrived
at-zeven and bepan to cagage assistants. When, a
Litthe before eight o'clock, the strikers’ pickets arrived,
it was to find that already over three hundred new-
comers fad been engaged.  Others, in steady streams,
poured through the doors.  The pickets began to plead
and remonstrate, but most of the pew-cofmers were
desperate from long unemployment, and could not be
deterred, A few turncd away but theré were others
to take their places, Finding their pleas and remon-
strations of no avail the pickets became angry and
began to spit threats and abuse at the strike-breakers,
but they did not dare offer violence because of the
presence of the police. By nine o'clock, when the
!ihup was opened to the public, seven hundreed hands
had been engaged and every department in the great
Etore, ﬂmugh short of ity vsual nombers, was staffed,

Olive Curmow and others attempted to. re-hearten
the pickets who showed signs of giving way to dis-
diuragement.

"ot one in ten of them has had any experience,
They don't know the work and by the time they've
lEamt we'll have won, Keep the public out, Tell
'_ﬂlEl_!ll the sort of philanthropist Paul Kronen 5. Tell
them about Ethel Rumble. And if that won't stop
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them make it so unpleasant for them that they'd
rather shop anywhere than at Kronen's Limited 1"

Nevertheless some of the strikers slipped surrepti-
tigusly into the store and applied for their jobs.  They
were curtly informed that they should have applied
hefore noon on the previcus day ; they were no longer
wanted. This intelligence rallied them more effectively
than the eloquence and example of Olive Curnow and
the other leaders. They no longer had anything to
lose. Custormers entering the store were subjected to
ridicule and abuse, and others approaching, intending
to enter, were deterred.

The evening press contained articles attacking the
povernment for its apathy and demanding protection
for the public and acton against the strikers . . .

Steven Riley left the meeting of the council of the
Communist Party with the intention of going straight
to his room and to bed, but when he had walked a
hundred yards or so through the cold night air he
changed his mind, Theedora would be interested to
hear what had transpived at the meeting, he told
himself, veiling his longing to see her with the thought,
and forgetting his fatigue in the longing.

Reaching her Jodgings he crept quietly up the stairs.
He was afraid that she would be asleep, but there was
a line of light under her door, AL his fatigue left
him. As she opened the door the Lght behind her
shone through the thin kimono and pyjamas she wore,
dimly ocutlining her young body; and Riley felt a
constriction of his throat and a swelling of his genitals as
he looked at her. He entered the room quickly lest
he yield to the temptation to take her in his arms

r—
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there and then, and offer up his Communist ansterity
ﬁﬂ:hﬂ white and golden altar of her flash. She read
the desire and the abjuration his {
smiled a little sadly. : o e e
"fliu afraid of me, Steve 1"
“l came to talk to you about the strike,” he said
roughly.
IIDh-JI
In the silence that followed he went to the chair b
the fireplace : the chair that Theodora always thuugh{
of as his. An electric radiator was glowing in the
fireplace and the room was pleasantly warm. The
Eh:ld.m;:lpnud down on i cushion by the chair,
"-im‘:::::m: distributed a lot of Communist leaflets
fn-da}-._ she said, and made a helpless gesture,  “Oh,
Steve, it all seems so useless. They've replaced over
half of us already, To-morrow . . "
:'ﬁ. gtrike’'s never wiebess,"' he said,
‘But they're going to break it We've no
—only last week's pay. In a day or two that'll be
gone. T_hr anion won't support us. L, "
Yliia it will" he said gently. “Look at this,
As he spoke he drew some pa i
: pers from his pocket
and leaning forward spread them out on the floor in
front of her. They were copics of the transeribed
lettars Paul Kronen had sent to the secretary of the
_m@m I..ui:h:nur Party. Theodora read them won-
di:m:gl;.r She gathered that Creighton and others held
II?EEE mi’[n:rnerl's Limited under other names.
‘How did you get these, Steve? How
help ¥ she asked, e ey
.Ihlﬂ!." ran his fingers through his tousled, blond hair,
~ "Ome of our people is in the A LP. office.  These
‘arnived there anonymously it seems—just before the
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office closed to-night. He got hold of them and made
copies, To-nmight we're making three thousand copies
on the multigraph, and to-morrow every worker in
every department store in town will get one. Then,
maybe, they'll understand what actuated their officials
in advizing them to have nothing to do with a strike.
Maybe theyll ask themselves whether their officials
haven't got shares in other shops, and what they've
been paying union fees for. Mavbe they'll ask them-
selves quite a ot of things."

Theodora handed the papers back to him. She felt
depressed.  She had felt depressed ever since reading
the letter from her mother that she bad found awaiting
her on her return home that day,  The coal-owners
had pat off a hundred men, and amongst them was
her father. Her mother seemed to think that she
would be able to assist, . . .

She could not but feel that the strke was already
broken, Perhaps Riley wasright, perhaps the exposure
of the union executive would result in support being
forthcoming for the strike. But it would be too late,
too late. It would only postpone the inevitable end.
She tried (o see the strike through Riley's eves ! not
merely as-a fight against -a reduction in wages and
for the reinstatement of those who had been dismissed,
but as a battle in the long war of the classes. She
tried to forget the individuality of the strikers: that
did not matter in the Communist view. “The indi-
vidual is only a cell in the larger organism of society,”
Riley had said to her once. She was acquainted with
the elements of physiology, but it was not easy far
her, unversed in the subtleties of the Marxist phile-
sophy, to grasp all the implications of that statement.
Individuals—cells in the larger crganism of society ;
in their freedom of will, in their thoughts, their

]
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emations, their actions as circumscribed by the needs
of socicty as cells by the metabolism of the human
body. . . . If she looked at it like that, in the travail
of society the fate of a few strikers mattered no more
than a scratch to & man who fought his way through
a jungle, . . . But she could not look at it like that.
A sense of comradeship with the men and girls with
whom she had worked had grown out of the events of
the last few days, and it was too deep for her to look
af it like that, . . .

She smiled up at Riley in & wan Way.

“Things'll begin to move in a day or two,” he
‘assured her,

"Yes,"

He continved to talk, She responded with mono-

-syllables. But that was her habit and he did not

notice,

Presently, however, he found his thoughts no longer
on the strike of which he talked, but on Theodora,
and he [=lf silent, watching her. The red glow of the
radiator bathed her, and apain his throat constricted
and the blood ran to his loins.

“Have you scen your friend, Riddle, again 1"

She shook her head.

_“Getting tired of you, is he 7" he sneered, and since
she did not reply immediately, added : “They always
do—his land,"

The girl was irritated.  “Steve,” ghe said in protest,
“why is it you can never mention him without being

£ 3

Why ¢ Riley did not know himseli. The thought
of the magistrate and Theodora seemed to inject
wenom into his blood and he said whatever came to
his mind, and then, a moment later, was sshamed.

“Sorry,” he said, aveiding her eyes,
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“"Ome would almest think you were jealous I

“Jealous 1 For an instant he glared at her angrily,
Then he oked away and his face became glocmy.
"He's not your sort. You belong te the profetariat,
not the bourgeoisie. That's all it is."

She mocked him gently @ “To be jealous would be
bourgeois, wouldn't it, Stewe 2"

He retorted obscurely @ “Maybe you've got fewer
bourgesis vices than I have, at that! In spite of
Riddle and the capitalist pig who seduced oo [

“Oh, Steven 1" she said impatiently.

"1 hate the class,”” he told her.

1 knew you do, but there's no need to hate every
member of it. Charles Amizon wis no more @ Pig
than James. I liked him. He was Kind and con-
gidetate, And he didn't seduce me; I'd had lovers
before T met Charles Amison |

“I hate the class and every member of it," Riley
eaid. "'l know what's happening to you, Theo. It's
happened a million times to a million working girls.
You meet wealthy men—men who have money to
spend, and manners, and charm—TI know—gverything
the men of your own class haven't got. And you
forget that men are only wealthy and gay and charming
at the cost of the misery of your own class, They
win you away from your class, A million wnrk:ll.ng
girls turned into a2 million complacent little spobs |

“That's just silly, Steve,” she said, and she thought ;
yes, it was silly. Of other girls it might be tree. It
was true.  She had scen them, complacent little snobs,
climbing ostentatiously into the cars of men like Peter
Groom, like Faul Kronen, But of hersell it wassilly. . .

“You're the davghter of a coal miner,” she heard
Riley saying. “Why don't you choose your lovers
from your own class P
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“It takes . . . two to make a bargain of that sort,”
ahe answered in a voice that was little more than a
whisper. Then she looked wp at him steadily and
added : "I'd rather have you as a lover than sither
Charles or James, Steve."

Watching him, she saw him swellow, and saw the
expression of fanatical renunciation she had seen so
often before come over his face.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, "Youo're not bourgeois,
you're . ., wpedigeal [

Riley got up.

"I've known for months that I could be your lover
any time I wanted to," he said harshly. "But I've
got work to do; I've got no time for that sort of
thing. I'm going !"

"l interfere with your work as it is,” Theodorn said.
*Oh, Steve, in some ways you're such a fool 1"

But already he had turmed and was walking towards
the door, and he went out without answering.  Theo-
dora sighed. What conld one do with a man like
that 7 A monk! An ascetic! 5he rose, and began
to prepare for bed. One could do nothing | | .

3

Riley made his way to the nearest hrothel

A tiny shutter in the door swung back. He was
scmutinized then admitted. It was not 2 brothel to
which he hiad ever been before. The grossly fat
madam smiled at him, wrinkling her raddled cheeks,
and showed him to 4 room in which two women sat
2t a table, plaving cards,

“This is Rose, and this s Yvonne," said the madam.
"You can take your choice."

Riley regarded the women indifferently, They had
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i i trance and were smiling at ham, They
;15;: ?;dE;:Jf;ke the madam. They wore h_LEh—h-ﬁ::;
red shoes and black stockings gmd n:'lrv:s.s.eﬂ_ rﬂH'nﬁt.tmtre-; o
only half-way down their thighs. He;l. i eipsr
youngsr, who came forward and slipped her arm

haz waisk, . ,
!"En you want io love me, darling 7

m?ﬁh?:ar?im she examined him t::- make sufe Tﬂ
he suffored from no disease, annointed h::; with a
simear of ointment, then extended her han .?"
“You'll give me some money first, darling -
He dropped five shillings mto her Imjdd. .“: P:p
it away in a drawer, then wenl to the bed, pulling
her short dress and smiling Axedly.

' in a moment. )
!rte;‘i:::; after he had entered the brothel Riley

i in. Fatigue oppressed him
put in the street again. :
ﬁ ihe fever was out of his blood, and even of Theg-

dorz he could for the nonce think calmly.

' she said

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
I

TH'F: following day, the 25th of April, was Anzac
Day. At dawn on April 25; 1915, in the course
of the Imperialist war of rg14-1518, Australians and
New Zealanders on one side and Turks on the other
bad turned 4 beach at Gallipoli into a bloody shambles,
Anzac Day was the holy anniversary of that event.

Lawn broke upon a concourse of ten thousand
people gathered with bared heads before a memaorial
on the river heights overlooking the city. Some
wreaths were placed against the memorial. There
was a long, solemn roll of muffied drums, and on &
great hush a bugler blew the Last Post, For two
minutes the concourse held silence and, willy-nilly,
their thoughts dwelt on Gallipoli, and it seemed to
them that it was an apotheosis, not a shambles, that
had taken place on the Anzac beach. Women whao
had lost husbands or sons er lovers wept silently, and
men swallowed the lnmps that rose in their throats,
Then the bugler blew Reveille, another bugle echoed
the call, there was a stirring and sighing in the ranks
of the concourse, and the dawn celebration was gver,
As the crowd streamed away, people paused to place
wreaths against the memorial until the granite base
was buried under the fowers,

In the mid-morning thers was another CeTEmOny on

the green reserve on the river-front, and over forty

thoosand people attended.
From a flag-draped dais the governor of the State,
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officers of the military forces, and priests and prelates
of Christ and Jewry cxhorted the people to remember
the spirit of the days of carmage, and called aloud
upon their God to keep that spirit alive so that when
the time came the people might again plunge willingly
into an orgy of blood. The drums rumbled, the
bugles blew the symbolic notes, and again there was
gilence while men swallowed and women wept. The
men upon the dais looked down upen the multitude
with pleased, rapt faces, beholding in the despair and
thisery they saw only a holy memory of the shambles
at Anzac und an answer to their prayers.

When the ceremony was over a procession of
ex-soldiers in civilian clothes re-formed, and behind
their bands and the flying colours of their battalions,
marched again through the city, Their clothes were
shabby, dirty, torn. Their faces were drown and
furtive from want and hopelessness, yet they wore
bravely on their threadbare coals the medals they
had won in the camage. Half of them were unem-
ployed, but the crowds which lined the Imlpathsl al
the streets throngh which they passed did not notice,
The crowds cheered the workless, homeless herves of
Anzac, and the smiling, prosperous-looking officers
whio led the battalions raised their hands in salute.

2

On Anzac Day a fortnight had elapsed withount
word from or news of Cynthia. The young idler,
Peter Groom, became anxious. He drove from one
to another of the houses of her friends.  None of them
had either seen her or heard from her. He came to
the conclusion that she had gone to stay with hes
parents at York, and reluctantly put through a long-
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distance telephone call : he did not hike referming to
her parents, but he had to find Cynthia, for the neces-
sity of borrowing money from his frnends was troubling
him. Members of his club were beginning 1o dispiay
a disposition to avoid him. The secretary had asked
him when he proposed to redeem his chits, amd had
reminded him that members were expected to settle
their bar-accounts promptly.

The phone was answered by Cynthia's mother,
whom he distiked, and who disliked him,

*Yes, Peter,' she said in answer to his question,
"Cynthia has been here, hot she's not here now, and
ghe made me promise not to tell you where she's gone.
If you like to write a letter to ber and address it here
I'll send it on™

“"But I'm penniless | he protested.

"You might go to work," she suggested. “"Perhaps
b6 have to do some work would bring you toa realizas-
tion of your respomsibilities, Peter.”

The yvoung 1dler was too worried to feel angry with
her, “Listen, Mrs. Blundel,” he said, "I'm coming
put to see you.”

"It would be no use, Peter. T shan't tell vou where
Cynthia is, If she returns to wvou it will be of her
own free will. She told me what ocourred and T don't
blame her in the least. In the same circomstances I

thould have done the same thing myself. You have

bumitiated her beyond endurance."

“I'm coming to see you,” he said again.

“Very well,” she replied, and rang off.

York was sixty miles away on the other side of the
ranges, but Groom drove fast and reached the town
in an hour and a hall. Mrs. Blundel received him

"I warned you that you were wasting vour time
N
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in driving out here, Peter. I'm not going to inter-
fere.”

He pleaded with her but was unable to move her,
She =aid :

“Cynthia is not here and she's not in the State. I
advised her to go on holiday long encugh to ferget you,
or to give vou a chance of coming to your senses.”

“Did you also advise her to cancel my power of
attorney and leave me penniless 7" Groom asked
angrily.

“1 did,"” she rephed coldly.

“] thought someone had, Cynthia would never
have thought of a dirty trick like that herseli What
am I going to do?"

“T'm quite indifferent to what you do, Peter.”

As he drove back to town, for the first time it
ocearred to him that Cynthia might not come back.
A cold sweat of {ear broke out on him as he realized
what it would mean. He bad never worked in his
life. What work could he do in an age when one in
three of all who normally worked were unemployed ¢

As the fear passed and the sweat upon his face dried
in the wind, he reflected that he might be able to get
a job as & motor-cer salesman.  He determined to go
and see his friends in the motor-car trade on the
following day, To-day it was impossible; to-day
every shop and business in the city was closed because
it was Anzac Day.

He had foregone his lunch in order to see Cynthia’s
maother, and he was hungry when, in the mid-afternoon,
he got back to the city. He went to a restaurant and
ordered a grilled steak and mashed potatoes, and while
he ate it made a mental list of those he kmew in the
motor trade.  When he had paid for the meal he had
twopence left in his pocket, and he noted with chagrin

e
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that there were only half a dozen cigarettes left in
his case.

He had to get a job. Now that he realized that
Cynthia might not return he could not continue to
borrew from his friends, The thought of what he had
already borrowed troubled him.  He conscled himself
with the reflection that he would be able to pay it
back when he found a job,

He drove home gloomily with one hand in his poclket

most of the way, rubbing together the two pennies
that were all the money he had left. . . . s

k]

When the evening drew in he began to think agai
: again

of a meal. There was food in the flat. The vendors
of fish and meat, milk, ice, bread, fruit and vegetables
who called at the flat each day continued to supply
bim on credit.  But the prospect of a lonely meal in
the empty Hat of a sudden filled him with dismay,
?1.1 m‘:EuI&e he Iuck;r_f up the flat, retricved his car
rom the garage, and drove out 1o see John Grah
and Gerda. ) e

He had not been very popular with Gerda lately.
He had been neglecting her and she resented it.  But
he wanted to see Gerda less than her husband at the
present moment, He recognized the quality of John
Graham. The keen faculties of the bulky chemist
and the wide sympuathy of his mind seemed to offer
the chance of a sclution to his dilemma.

Efrda opened the door to him.

“I've come to dinner,” he said, grinning at her.

:Tnu don't really deserve to be let in."

' know 1 don't,” he said, "but you'll let me in all
the same."
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“Give me a kiss, then |" she commanded, holding
up her face that with its yellow-ivory whiteness in its
frame of black hair made him think of Babylonian
temples.

He slipped an arm behind her shoulders and kissed
her, “Now I've paid the price of admission . . . he
suggestad.

"Oh, damn you, Peter "

"Cynthia’s beaten you to it," he said.

She stood aside to let him enter, "Cynthia 2"

"She hasza't come back yet,” he told her,

"Well, does that worry you 7"

"It mightn't if she hadn't left me withoot a cent
and instructed the bank not to pay my cheques. I'm
broke, Gerda, I'll have to go to work."

She gasped : "Peter ™ .

“That was her mother's deing,” Groom said. “The
old bitch never did like me.”

“Oh, Peter! You fool| ¥You awfuol fool | Didn't I
tell you you should never have made your money over
to Cynthia? I knew this would happen!"

When John Graham was acquainted with the young
idler’s troubles he laoghed and remarked : “5o it's
happened at last, has it §"

Groom said roefully @ "1 seem to be the only one
who didn't expect it to happen.”

But the chemist was not unsympathetic. He asked
a few questions ! had Groom seen a lawver to find
put whether there was any faw in the deed of gift !
There probably wasa’t but it shoukd be worth while
to fnd out. HMHad he written to Cynthia? No?
Then write to her to-night and see a lawyer to-morrow.
Batter not mention to Cynthia that he was going to

see one, though.
“In any case, you'll only have to endure a
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“Are you sure ?' Groom pleaded.

Graham shrugged. “Baming a malevolent act of
God!" He regarded the young man in an amused
way. “5he’s in love with you. If she wasn't she'd
never have been so spiteful”

“That was her bloody mother . ., " Groom began.

Graham interrupted him : "Nonsense |  Her mother
had to have something to work on. Like a social
agitator. Agitatoss don't create social unrest ; they
simply direct it. Her mother may have directed
Cynthia's spite against you, but she didn't put it
there." The big man became thonghtfnl, But Cynthia
will realize sooner or later that leaving you penniless
hasn't secured you to her, and if only because of that
she'll come back."

Groom said hopefully : “'She couldn't see that my
playing around with other women occasionally didn't
do her any harm."

“She was afraid of losing you, Peter. That's the
basis of all jealousy. But it's possible that she'll be
fore amenable to rexson when she comes back.”

Groom grunted. ''Somecthing will have to happen
to change her a lot [

“Something is happening to change most things,"
Graham observed. “The fundamental structure of
society is about to change, and with it all the moral
and intellectual and emotional values that are based
upon it. Individual men and women are cells in the
larger organism of society, Peter, and they are under-
gving psychological modification preparatory to the
change. Cymthia's modification is progressing along
with other things., This modern decay of manners
and morals, and the crisis with its train of bankruptcies
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and unemployment and sorial unrest, are smply
different phases of the same process. Havea whisky 2"

“Yes, thanks. That's a novel idea, 120t 3t, John ™

“It's an mlea that must have occurred to many
people,” said the chemust, pouring out whisky for
himself. “It's possible that the relationship of the
individual to society is literally that of the cell to the
higher organism, Society appears to be about to
emerge from a pupa stage of development, and cellular
maodifications are taking place preparatory toit breaking
through the cocoon,'

At midnight Groom rose to go, grinning. He had
drunk & lot of whisky and had forgotten about
Cynthia. A warm glow pervaded him, and he no
longer seemed to have anything to worry about.

*Have another drink before you go ?" the chemist
suggested.

He refused. “Had quite enough I

“Yes,” said Graham, "‘perhaps you have."

Gerda accompanied him to the door. He ldssed
her perfunctorily and walked unsteadily out to his

CAr.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

1

IN the morning the police warned the strikers that
no further heckling of the public would be per-
mitted. The protests of the press had taken effect.
Feeling secure in the knowledge that the government
had been elected by the votes of trades-unionists the
strikers ignored the warning. A sergeant barked a
few sharp orders.  Almest before they were aware of
what threatened several girls and & man were arrested,
The abuse and heckling stopped abruptly and the
strikers looked blankly at one another. There were
angry murmurs but no resumption of the heckling.
A raised wvoice anywhere brought & blue cap and a
gilver-buttoned blue tunic in view.

Qlive Curnow, accompanied by two men carryin
bundles of leaflets, appeared Il?te. she found FIJ-LE
pickets looking scared and resentful, talking together
in whispers,

"What's happened ' she demanded.

They told her,

“And you let them be taken I she cried furiously,

A policerman thrust forward, gripped her shoulder
roughly, and said : "Come on, you 1"

she wrenched herself from his grasp and flung about,
m“ "Take your hapds off me! What have [

“"Come on I'" he said, lunging forward and clutching
her again.

Other police pressed forward.
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“Are you going to let them take me, comrades "'
the girl screamed. “Are you going to let them get
away with it ?"

"You bet they are [" her captor saud grimly,

His fingers dug into her flesh, She struggled vainly.
Her eyes flashed from face to face like the eyes of a
cornered animal. She saw anguish on their faces,
fear, misery, hopelessness.  But no one raised a voice,
no one made a move. The pickets were cowed. She
noticed that the men she had browght with her from
the Communist Party rooms were moving about
quietly, distributing the pamphlets: multigraphed
copies of the letters sent by Kronen to the secretary
of the Australian Laboor Party.

“All right," she said. “I'll go quietly."

She ceased struggling, but her captor maintained
his savage grip on her arm and hustled her along
roughly.

2

When he had breakfasted the young idler, Peter
Groom, drove into town to see his friends in the motor
trade. They were not encouraging. If anything
tarned up they would let him know, Or there were
a hundred competent and expericnced car-salesmen
out of jobs, Or in normal times it was sometimes
possible to make a job for a friend, bat in a time like
the present it was all they could do to keep their own
heads above water. One of them would not believe
that he was in difficulties and tried to sell him a new
car, He found that any of them would pay him a
commission if he could intreduce anyone who would
buy a car, and he secured the name of & firm of Ananciers
which, he was assured, would lend him money on his
own car, He went to seg this firm.
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F'I'he manager was a dapper little Jew who came out
with him and examined the car and then insisted
upon being driven round to a garage where a further
examination was condocted, The Jew had a whis-
pered conversation with a mechanic and the manager
of the garage, then asked Groom how much he wanted
to borrow.

“'As much as T can damn well get,” the young idler
answered.

“We might be able to lend you fifty pounds,” said
the Jew,

“Why, the car cost me four hundred and fifty
peunds less than [ftesn months ago 1"

The Jew explained that second-hamd cars were a
glut on the market, and in the event of Groom
defaultmg—that, of course, he interpolated suavely,
was unlikely, but anything might happen, anything at
all—then a long time would elapse before the car
could be sold, and all the time interest would be
mounting up. There would be incidental expenses
and commission to the man who sold it. It might be
mecessary (o pet as much as a hondred pounds for it
to recoup a loan of fifty,

Groom finally accepted.  He returned with the Jow
to the latter's office, and the Jew placed a hire-purchase
agreement before him to sign. He sold the car for

seventy-five pounds and bought it back for a hundred.

The Jew gave him two cheques, one for fifty pounds
and one for twenty-fivee He endorsed the latter
and handed it back as a deposit on the purchase of
his own car. The balance of seventy-five pounds and
interest he was to pay by twelve monthly instalments,
and should he fail to meet any one instalment he
would lose the car, But the Jew was so suave and
pleasant that Groom liked him. . | |
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cashed the cheque at his bank and locked wp
ﬂtf:riends from whom he had borrowed money. When
he had paid Noel Manning, his inzt debt, he had twenty-

cunds left,
m’i:hﬂ jourpalist was working upon a one-act play
script, and was not pleased at being -.-]mturlhnd_. ITht‘:
play was being produced by the Dramatic Society.
After seeing a rehearsal Manning was modifving the
text. He was angry with the amateurs who were
casting the play because they spuh: their lines in &
manner which chscured their significance. He poc-
keted the five pounds Groom tmdtﬁ-d to him with a
gruff “Thanks !" and spoke of his difficulty:

“It's an allegorical satire but they play it a8 if it
were a farce | I've got to underline every peint by
re-phrasing it. 1f the aclors can't see the MERnIngS
in the lines as they are its a bloody certainty the

ience won't " s
“gf{:um sympathized with him but, perceiving that
he wished to continue his work, did not stay.

It was pearly one oclock and he was beginning to
{eel hungry. With money in his pocket he did not
relish the idea of lunching alone, He decided to pick
up Theodora at Kronen's Limited and take her to
lunch if she would come, but as he approached the
shop he saw the packets patrolling the footpaths i
the police standing about watchfully, and remembered
that there was a strike at Kronen's Limited. Hedrove

odora's lodgings.
mﬂt?::]:u a‘tatimlafg;' f: the kerb ontside the Igmme,
with a uniformed constable at the wheel.  Groom
parked his car behind the other and ran up the stairs
to find ‘an agitated landlady standing en the landing
outside Theodora's room. The lLindlady recognized
Tnim &

F_
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“Oh; you're her brother " sho exclaimed. T don’t
know what your sister's been doing, I'm sure I don't |
They came here with a2 warrant _ . "

"My sister | he echoed in surprise.

"You're her brother, aren't you

Groom remembered then that he had once gained
entrance to Theodora’s room in her absence by repre-
senting himself s her brother. He gazed into the
toom in astonishment. Two men in plain clothes were
making a thorough-going search,  Ome of them was
transferring books from the mantelpiece to a suitcase,
The girl hersell was not there, Secing him, one of
the men demanded what he wanted.

“He's the young lady's brother,” the landiady
explained while Groom silently cursed her.

“Her brother, are yon

"Wo."” he paid. “That's = mistake,
friend of hers. What has happened 3

“Well I'' exclaimed the landlady.

“What's your name?" the plain clothes man
barked.

A little resentfully Groom gave his name. The
other seemed to weigh him mentally. He said at
Jength :

But I'm a

"Well, you don't look like & red.  You'd better be
ofl your way.

Groom tumed pointedly to the landlady, and asked :
“Where is Mi== Luddon, do you know 7"

She wailed : “I don't know, I thought you were
her brother. She might be down at Kronen's. It's
the first time I've ever had the police in my housae. | . .~

Resentful against both the landlady and the police
Groom left before she had finished spesking. It
geemed swddenly urgent that he should find Theodora,
He drove back to Kronen's Limited and scanned the
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pavements but could not see her. He asked one of

the pickets.

*I think she's around somewhere,” the girl answered,
but could tell him no more.

The footpaths were congested with the lunch-hour
crowds. People jostled one another confusedly, The
presence of the police and the pickets added to the
confusion.

Groom found the girl at last and got her out of the
erowd and told her what was happening, She was
incredulous.  She repeated several times @ “But what
for 7 But, Peter, what for 7"

He told her that he had seen the plain clothes men
packing away some books from the mantelpiece, and
at that she had an inkling of the truth, and gasped
with fear for Steven Hiley,

“Peter,”" she exclaimed, "have you got your car

"Why, yes!”

“Peter, those books belonged to Steven Riley.
I've got to let him know, Will you drive me "

"Of counrse |

“1 don't know where he'll be,"” she said when they
reached the car. "I think we had better go firit to
the Friends of the Soviet Union. Do you know where
it ig "

rlHﬂ_l‘]

She directed him, adding: "Please drive fast.”

“You might tell me what it's all about,” he =aid
when they were under way. “Who is Steven Riley £~

“He's a Communist,” she told him. "He kept his
books in my room because he was afraid his own might
be raided, I dom't know how they could have found
o ) Sy

She gave him a quick, sidelong glinee. There was
a look of stupefaction on his face.

UPSURGE 208

“I' resnember ['' he said in an astounded way, *T
remember now. [ noticed the titles bot I didn't
think anything about {t. Great Scot, Theo! How
did you come to get mived up with a fellow like
that 7"

“steven Riley's my friend,"” she replied quietly,

“But a Communist I

“Don’t talk about things you don’t understand,”
she said, and he detected a hardness in her voice that
he had never heard before.

He looked at her in astonishment.

“Are you a Communist "

“I'm not a member of the Party," she replied non-
cormmittally.

“Well, I'm damned I he exclaimed : he conld think
of nothing else to say,

“l you'd rather not drive me now you know _ . "
Theodora suggested,

“What rot! No, of course I'll drive you, But
e v Good God !, , | ] I'm mazed, that's all I

The Friends of the Soviet Union occupied a grimy
shop in the northern quarter of the city, Outside the
shop an ill-dressed crowd had pathered. The crowd
was chattering in an excited way. Theodora sprang
out of the car The pictures of industry in the
USSR, pictures of factories and wheat-fields and
smiling groups of workers, with which the window
was uaually filled, were gone, With Groom behind
her she thrust through the crowd into the shop. The
almost life-size photogravure of Lenin which had hung
at the'end of the shop was gone, The counters which
were customarily laden with piles of papers and pam-
phlets, and the shelves behind them, which had held
a little library for the use of members of the organiza-
tion, were hare,
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"Whet's happened 7" inquired Groom. “Have you
been raided, too?"

The starved-looking man to whom he ﬂﬂq:esgc-:l the
question nodded. “We been raided all right, com-
rade. They've taken everything. They've taken our

pers and our lsts and our typewriter, and they even
took the blank typewriter paper, and the blank
receipt-books, and our library whach didn't have a
revolutionary book in it” }

Theodora asked @ ""Where's Steven Riley 7 Has he
been hers 2" ’

T haven't seen him, comrade, _

“I'ye got to find him. If he comes in will yoo tell
him that the police have raided my room, too

.lelrE ? r : II|

“I'm Theodora Luddon.™

The man nodded. Il tell him, bat T expact he'll
know by this.  They've raided the Party headguarters.
1 think they've raided us everywhere.” _ .

Theodora clutched Groom's sleeve, dragging him
put of the denuded shop.

“Come on,  We've got to find Steve 1™

“But if he already knows, as that bloke said . . .7

“He mightx't know. We've got to find him.”

H'::Ihp ﬁ-" right-ll .

The girl gave him the address of the Communist
headquarters, .

Riley was not there, but Anna Feacelove, the w.]{t
of the leader of the Party, comforted Theodora with
an assurance that Riley already knew.

We were raided here, too,” she said, "Steve was
here, and was afraid for you, so he rang up your land-
m}'"' » -

“"He waen't arrested 7" Theodora cried in alarm.

"No. There was no one arrested. They only con-
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fiscated everything, They took the last number of
the Red Star which was jost ofi the machine and all
the paper we had. Bat they left us the multigraph.
Tom and Steve have gone to see about getting out a
apecial.  'We'll sell five thousand copies on the strength
of this raid, even if it's only a single sheet, . , "

"Where now 1" Groom asked when he and Theodora
were agiin back mn the car,

The girl hesitated. "If he kmows . . . theres no
need to find him now., But I wish I'd seen him, ., . .
Thank you, Peter. You've been good.”

“Nonsense ! he retorted.  ““What about some lunch
then # It was to take you to lunch that I went to

I TOOML.

“l ought to get back and see what they've taken. ™

“All right,” he agreed. “We'll go back first, then
we'll have some lunch,"

Theodora consented silently., Left to herself she
would have gone without lunch. Most of the erst-
while workers at Kronen's Limited were going without
lunch, conserving es well as they might the little
money that remained to them.

They arrived at her lodgings. As they entered the
landiady emerged from her room under the stairs and

-approached with an air of argency.

“I was wailing for you to come in, Miss Luddon,”
she said. "I suppose you know the police have been
bere. 1 don't know what you've done to get mixed
up with the police, Miss Luddon, and I may say I
don't care because I'm not wishing to pry into your

-affairs and I've never had any complaints to make

about you myself. But I think you ought to under-

-stand that this makes a difference. I've got to think

of my house. I'll have to ask you to find another
room, Miss Luddon. I don't like doing it, and God
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knows I can't afford to have a yoom empty, but I've
got to think of my house. I den't mind giving you &
few days to find another room, of couarsa. "’

Theodara listened. This was a development that
she had half expected. She said : )
“Very well, Mrs, Withers ; I'll find another roomm.

“I'm sorry, Miss Luddon. As I said, I"ve nothing
to complain about myself, but , ey

Theodora cut her short. “There's no need to say
any more, Mrs. Withers. 'l find another room to-day.
My rent is peid to to-day.”

“Sg long as you understand, then . . .

“1 understamd.”

With a glance of disappraval at Groom, the landlady
went back to her room beneath the stairs.

T say, I'm sorry 1" Groom exclaimed.

“There's no need to be sorry. I'd have had to

move, anyway, The room wis lo0 expensive for
]II.E."
They went up the stairs. The police search had been
thorough, The contents of drawers, cupboards, trunks,
and cases had been turned over, but nothing had been
taken except the books belonging to Riley and some
letters that had reposed in a dressing-table drawer.
They were innocuous letters, mainly from her home
in Collie, Her clothes, however, had been mauled and
crumpled. Dresses that had been on hangers lay in a
heap on the floor of the wardrobe. A box of face-
powder was spilt over a drawer of lingerie. )

She exclaimed in a dismayed way: "Oh, the
beasts 1" )

“Well, you'll have to pack them all, anyway, (zroom
consoled her, "Deon't worry now. Come and bave
some lunch. Afterwards, if wou like, I'll run you
round till you find another room, then come and help
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you pack. In fact, I'll do any damed thing you want
me to."”

“Thanks, Peter.” He wag kind, she thought,

At a restanrant they ate grilled flounders and sweet
omebettes and drank focally-brewed lager beer.

Theodora was silent. She was wondering how the
police had known there was anything in her room to
geize.  She came to the conclusion that either Steven
Riley had told someone who had passed on the infor-
mation, or that the policeman who had called on her
@ few days ago to find out what she knew of Ethel
Rumble had noticed the books and reported them.
He had not seemed to notice ; he had seemed to be
concerned only with what she had to tell him of the
excursion to Rockingham with Ethel Rumble and Paul
Kronen and Peter Groom, Groom ought to know
about that, she thought, and told him.

“They came to see me, too,” he said. “Poor kid,
her father must have been mad |

"Yes," Theodore agreed,

“Theo—that story about Paul Kronen sacking her
becange she wouldn't play—was that right, Theo 2

“That's what she said,” Theodora repled i a low
voice.

1 don't understand it. After we'd dropped you
and her that night Paul told me he'd made the grade.
How did the story get about ™

She told him Briefly,

He said thoughtfully : ""Well, it might be right, but
he told me he'd made the grade. Do you know what
I thought ? I thought he'd sacked her because he
didn't like her being in the shop after he'd had her.
He'd be afraid of her talking, undermining his prestige.

He's crazy about his prestige in the shop. He didn't
“know that you and she worked there, that night when

o



we set cut. He thooght your faces were familiar, but
he couldn't place you Afterwards I told him. I
thought it was a good joke, but he got out of the car
in a rage. But if that was why, 1 don't understand
why he didn't sack you toe.”

“"He did," said Theodora quiethy.

The young idler echoed : “He did] Oh! Ididat
know, I'm right, then. It was because he was efraid
for his prestige. Don't you see 1"

In the hard voice that he had heard her nse once
before that day, Theodora said | "Does it matter why
he sacked ws? If he hadn't sacked Ethel she'd still
hive besn alive—and her father and mother and
gister,”

“But you can't hold him responsible for that, He
didn't know thai would happen,”’

“It happened,” Theodora said in the same hard voice.
“And it's not the only time things like that have
happened. 'When people are underpaid all their lives
so that they can't provide for emergencies, and then
turned out to starve on the dole, the men whao exploit
them and then turn them out to starve aren't guiltless
when murders and suicides ocour !

Groom gazed at her first with astonishment, and then
with an expression of doubtful respect on his candid,
gun-tanned face.

“(H course, if that's the way you feel aboutit. . . ."

“That's the way I feel about it," Theodora said, and
there was & silence.

A Greek waiter came bearing coffes on a tray, and
set cups before them, Groom began to talk of other
things, At last he said :

“Listen, I'm a grass-widower. Cynthia's away.
After we've found another room for you and moved
your things, what say we run up to the hills and have
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d.il:l:lntr together 7 Mavbe we could even stay the
night."*

He smiled at her cheerfully and, as always, she had
to smile }:IEI-Eii{. She liked her companion ; she coubd
mot help I]:kulng him, though he belonged to a class she
wes beginning to hate. Paul Kronen's class, she
Hz.liug‘ln'll:. But he was not like Paul Kronen.

'|;1:-Ii be nice,” she admitted, " But there mightn't
bl.‘:"l:lme after we've found a room.”

Don't let's waste time, then,” he cried, rising,
"Let's go and find it.""

She was about to raise an objection but checked

herself, feeling a little ashamed. She had alread
made up her mind to go, ®



CHAPTER TWENTY-THEEE

HE magistrate James Riddle signed and blotted

the orders for the release on bail of Olive Cornow,
Gladys Crooks, Gertrude May Shannon, Mary Blane,
Millicent Thompson, Peter Smallpsge Smith, and
Algernon Grmwood, The chemist John Graham, who
had depesed his rugged bulk on a comer of the magis-
trate’s table, smiled mildly. Gathering the orders
together in a sheaf, Riddle handed them to the waiting
police orderly and directed an unsmiling glance at the
chemist.

“One of these days,” he remarked, “voo're going to
regret poing bail for this sort of off-raff.  One of them
will jump batl and where will vou be then 7 Yoo can't
afford to lose fifty pounds.”

"INl take the risk,” said Graham placidly,

“1 signed a search-warrant for your place amongst
others this morning,”

“1 noticed your signature,”

“What I'm afraid of, John, is having to sign a
You've nothing in common
with this rabble you aid and abet with your time and
Break away from them before

warrant for your arrest.

brains and money.
you're too deeply involved.'

*“1 prefer to be on the winning side,"” said the chemist

gently.
“The winning side? You're mad |

ilia

Those raids
this moming were more than a gesture.  Every known
Communist baunt in the State was raided this morning,
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-:"-- The Minister for Justice acted at the request
-
'I?.:-.E'E:lﬂal Government.  And it's only a begin-

: '-!:fil] smile that at once charmed and irritated
Riddl flickered on the face of the chemist.
}Fﬁn ;13! State is going to play Canute at st, is it

hat do you mean #

= ’!im:r]mth incantations from the Crimes” Act, the
- =fateis going to cry "Enough’ to the tide of evolution |
e magistrate twisted uncomfortably in his chair
- dnd contemptuously : “"Your evolution I
= -'-= LI lﬁtﬂh&i fllata Ethyu'p.

~ “Forget it James. Don't worry about me.  Are
i 1.%:ng"ﬂn_1.rthiﬂ,g in particular next Wednesday

17
L

M going to draw up & comfortable chair to & fire,”
vled Riddle, “and read

:;:_ Tl IB- R,F:F"]hh:' p&rhEPEJ” .Euggﬂﬁt'l‘.‘d the other.

‘do better to read Marx—the Poverty o
Py, But that's by the way. What aél:luu{
dinner with us on Wednesday night and coming
the Dramatic Soviety afterwards?  Young
g—¥ou know him, I think—is having a play
ed. I've read it in manoseript. 1 think it
iy enet you

at's it about 2"

about nut-picking," answered Graham. “A
of modern industry that merits more attention
& receivid.”

you don't think I'm likely to regret it," said
&, “Yes, I'll come, Thank you, John."

B
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2

The evidence waé of the usual order, Riddle thought,
He listened patiently to the story of the police 2 breaches
of the peace committed against the disquieting Back-
ground of the elass-war, It appeared that the ring-
leader of the strikers, the girl Olive Curnow, was a
Communist, The police seemed to think that evidence
of conduct was unimportant if witnesses conld be
induced to swear, in cases like these, that one of the
accused was a Communist. Over and over agaiulhe
had reproved the prosecuting sergeant for adv_a.wnng
the political convictions of accused persons as evidence,
The sergeant resented the reproofs.  Riddle was well
aware that the sergeant regarded him, Riddle, as an
old woman, and referred to him privily as “the Lord
of the Urinal”, like the drunkards and hoodlums and
thieves who appeared in the dock, and the Communists
the sergeant seemed =0 bitterly to hate.

Olive Curnow attempted to make a speech from the
witness-stand, but he cut her short.

*You're not on a soap-box,” he reminded her
“Confine yoursell to & statemnent of what happened.”

For himself he was digposed to listen patiently to
speeches from the dock or witness-stand. A little
patience in that regard did much to counteract the
impression that it was not justice that the courts
dispensed.  But the Minister for Justice thought other-
wise. The Minister feared the effect of inflammatory
speeches even upon the small andiences that ¢ould
squecze into the public enclosure of the court. That
was always the way with a Labour government. The
more radical a government purported to be the more
fearful it was of revolationary propaganda. .

Olive Curnow protested angrily that she was being

—
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muzzled, and there was a low murmur from the back
of the court.

With desperate patience Riddle said: "You're not
being muzzled. Tell the court your version of what
happened, but tell it briefly and without comment, It
has been stated in evidence that you attempted to
incite your associates to commit a breach of the peace
and an assault on the police. You say you didn't.
Tell us what vou did do,"

“I did nothing. I wasa't there when the others
were arrested,  When 1 returned, and was told, [ was
astounded. I said: 'And you let them take them '
No more than that, And almost before T had said it
I was grebbed by two brutes and dragged away, Of
course [ struggled | 1'd done nothing to deserve being
treated in that way. They tore my dress and my
#tockings, and my arms and shoulders are a mass of
bruises. Look !"

She wrenched down her dress from a shoulder,
exposing the blue, bruised flesh,

"Yery intercsting,” said the prosecuting sergeant,
“But you brought it on yourself by resisting arrest.
You say you weren't there when the others were
arrested. ‘Where were you 2"

"I was away."

"0 course you were away.  Suppose you answer the
fluestion. Where were you

"What's that got to do with it ™

“Ian't it a fact that you visited the headquarters of
theCommunizt Party, and that you came back with Come=
munist literature to distnbute amongst the strikers #*

The gitl forced o lavgh. "The Communist head-
quarters were caided and all their hterature was taken,"
she zaid, "How could T have got literature 2™

"The raid took place several hours after the time
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we're speaking of," said the sergeant smoothly. "Did
vou visit the Communist Party rooms and bring back
hiterature ¢

“And if T did, what's that got to do with me inciting
a breach of the peace 77

Riddle interposed : “It's got nothing to do with it,
but you shoukdn't prevaricate. Remember that you're
giving evidence on cath,  Sergeant, I am as well aware
ag you are that Communists or Communist elements
are behind most troubles of this sort, Evidence that
an accused person is a Communist, or an associate of
Communists, in some cases might be relevant, In
this case it is not. It is not, T may say, in most of the
cases where you seek to adduce it. Hawve you any
more relevand guestions to put to the witness

“Wo, sir," said the sergeant scowling.

Olive Cumnow returned to the dock.

“'Is there any record ?** queried Riddle.

“Nao, sir," said the sergeant reluctantly.

“I find the charges proved,” said the magistrate
curtly, and imposed fnes amounting to four pounds
with a fourteen days default. He had imposed the
same penalties in the other cases.

Olive Curnow laughed ironically and said @ “Thank
you, your worship, 1'll take the gaol 1™

Three of the strikers by the help of friends or rela-
tives, paid their fines. The others, Olive Cornow,
Mary Blane, Gladys Crooks, and Peter Smith were
hustled into cells in the lock-up.

The air in the lock-up was stale and clammy, and
smelled of vermin, urne, and sweat. The bedding
was stiff and sticky with dirt from the bodies of prisoners
who had used it before,  When night fell a damp cold
crept in, and when moming came, no sunshine entered
the cells.
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3

On the stage an orchard of nut-trees grew from
green-painted tubs.  Men, naked save for ragged cloths
round their waists, their faces and torsos smeared with
Erease-paint so that they looked tired and emaciated,
s0 that their ribs seemed to protrude from their sunken
flesh, slowly picked the nuts with which the branches
of the trees were laden.  Women, also in rags, helped
the men,

Amid the trees, and as widely separated as the tiny
stage made possible, were three double thrones on each
of which sat a man and woman in beilliant evening
dress. Each 'king' hebd a sceptre in his right hamd.
At the foot of each throne was a wooden tub almost
filled with nuts, and by cach tub sat & girl in rags,
boting holes in the nuts and threading them on strings
and placing each string as she finished it round the
neck of her 'queen’.

There were no footlights.  The stage appeared to be
tlluminated by a single vellow spotlight directly over-
head. The garish light shone straight down on the
hewds of the actors.  Their eves shone from the caves
of shadow cast by their brows | their noses appeared
longer and sharper, and the shadows of their noses
bearded their chins ; they trod in pools of shadow which
clung to their feet as they moved,

The effect was weird and unreal, and was enhanced
by the muted groaning sound the nut-pickers made as
they worked.  Spasmodic dialogues took place amongst
them, and the audience gathered that they starved
and despaired. The three kings came down from
their thrones and beat the nut-pickers about their
heads and shoulders with their sceptres. The nut-
pickers cringed away, made gestures of obeisance, and
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we're speaking of "' said the sergeant smoothly. “Did
you visit the Communist Party rooms and bring back
literature "

"And if T did, what's that got to do with me inciting
a breach of the peace "

Riddle interposed ; "It's got nothing to do with it,
but yon shouldn’t prevaricate.  Remember that you're
giving evidence on oath. Sergeant, I am as well awars
as you are that Communists or Communist elements
are behind most troubles of this sort.  Evidence that
an accused person 1% a Communist, or an associate of
Communists, fn some cases might be relevant. In
this case it is mot. It 1% not, T may say, in most of the
cases whers you geek to adduce it. Have you any
more *elavand Questions to put to the witness »

"Mo, sir,"" zaid the sergeant scowling.

Olive Cumnow returoned to the docle,

"Is there any record ?" queried Hiddle.

Mo, sir," said the sergeant reluctantly.

I find the charges proved," said the magistrate
curtly, and imposed fines amounting to four pounds
with & fourteen days default. He had imposed the
same penalties in the other cases.

live Cumow laughed ironically and said : "Thank
you, your worship, ['ll take the gaol 1"

Three of the strikers by the help of friends or rela-
tives, paid their fines, The others, (Mive Curnow,
Mary Blane, Gladys Crooks, and Peter Smith were
hustled into cells in the leck-up,

The air in the lock-up was stale and clammy, and
smelled of vermin, urine, and sweat, The bedding
wad 3tiff and sticky with dirt from the bodies of prisoners
who had uwsed it before, When night fell a damp cold
erept in, and when moming came, no sanshine entered
the cella.
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On the stage an orchard of nut-trees grew from
green-painted tubs.  Men, naked save for ragged cloths
round their waists, their faces and torsos smeared with
grease-paint so that they lvoked tired and emaciated,
50 that their nbs seemed to protrude from their sunken
fesh, slowly picked the nets with which the branches
af the trees were laden. Wamen, also in rags, helped
the men.

Amid the trees, and as widely separated as the tiny
stage made poszible, were three double thrones on each
of which st a man and woman in brilliant evening
dress. Each ‘king” held a sceptre in his right hand
At the foot of each throne was a wooden tub almost
filled with nuts, and by each tub sat a girl in rags,
baring holes in the nuts and threading them on strings
and placing each string as she finished it round the
neck of her “queen’.

There were no footlights,  The stage appeared to be
tluminated by a single yellow spotlight directly over-
head. The garish light shone straight down on the
heads of the actors, Their eyes shone from the caves
of shadow cast by their brows | their noses appeared
longer and sharper, and the shadows of their noses
bearded their chins ; they trod in pools of shadow which
clung to their feet as they moved.

The effect was weind and unreal, and was enhanced
by the muted groaning sound the nut-pickers made as
they wirked. Spastnodic dialagues took place amongst
them, and the audience gathered that they starved
and despaired, The three kings came down from
their thromes and beal the mut-pickers about their
heads and shoulders with their sceptres.  The nut-
pickers cringed away, made gestures of cbelsance, and



218 UPSURGE

went back to their work. The kings returned to their
negligent lounging on their thrones. The ra.gged
girls by the tubs continued to thread nuts on strings,
and the queens seemed to be oblivious of everything
that went on about them, .

Then the lights began to dim, and the nut-pickers
approached with their baskets to the tubs at the feet
of the thrones and counted in their nuts. Each had
twelve nuts.  One after another the kings said : “Well
dome, ye good and faithful servante” and, dipping
their hands into the tubs, distributed four nuts o each
of the ragged pickers. The pickers cracked the nuts
and ate then ravenously, then threw themselves down
under the trees in attitudes of sleep, and the light waned
tll the stage was in complete darkness. _

In a dead silence the audience waited. The light
appeared again, a faint glow, then grew to its full yellow
blaze. The ragged nut-pickers roused thermnselves and
began their work anew. Anon the light grew dim, and
they came to the thrones with twelve nuts each.

Sg the gueer play proceeded. The garish light
waxed and waned, and the andience sensad the passing
of days and nights. -

By and by the nuts gathered by the pickers hegan
to overflow the tubs and spill over on to the bare
boards of the stage. The faces of the b:ings_reg'jﬁtc-md
sudden panic. They leaned forward on their thrones,
watching the growing piles of nuts.  When the over-
fiowing from the tubs began to bury the legs of the
thromes the kings cried out in alarm : “Stop ! Stop "
And the work stopped.  The light waxed and waned,
but the nut-pickers sat about in idleness under the
trees, gathering ne more nuts, and recepving none from
the hands of the kin

The colour of miikkghling changed, The ragred

|
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nut-pickers seemed to become still more wan and
emaciated. One of them reached up and plucked a
nut from the tree above him, glancing about furtively
at he did s0. A king saw him and sprang from his
throne and beat the man about the head with his
goeptre till the picker fell in & heap on the stage. The
others muttered sullenly, The king dealt a blow here
and there, however, and they were guiet. Then ona
eried

“Are we to starve 77

“If you want food you must work for it,” answered
the king.

"But you won't let us work,” protested the nut-
pickers.

"Am I to be buried in nuts that I cannot use and
cannot sell 7' demanded the king, pointing to his own
throne and then to his two colleagues with their tubs
overfiowing with nuts. " Are there no eyes in your thick
heads !  How can I sell my nuts when those who might
buy them already have too many of their own ? Can
yoth buy them 7

“For every twelve nuts we picked, our sharé was
four,” a nut-picker said sullenly. ""Our share was
four I he repeated. Mot encugh to fill eur bellies.
If our share had been larger vour tub wouldn't have
overflowed. May we eat the nuts that have over-
fowed

“Are you to eat nuts for which you haven't worked
shouted the king, striking out again with his

Ire.

The light dimmed. The stage was in darkness.
Then a thin white spotlight played upon the stage from
the back of the theatre, revealing the three kings in
conference.

"We must get rid of the nuts,"" said the first, and
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the second and the third agreed @ "Yes, we must get
rid of the nots )

“The pickers are beginning to complain,” said the
first.

"We muost give them something to occupy their
minds," said the second.

“We must give them the task of getting rid of the
nuts," gaid the third, “"We must declare war on one
another.”

ll.“faI ?IlI

l-u.rar !II

“Yes, that is the only way."

The spotlight went out. The stage was in darkness,
The stark yellow light from above appearcd again,
growing in garish brilliance. The first king stood erect
in front of his throne with his nut-pickers before him.

“Forget your empty bellies" hesaid.  "Your homour
is ot stake [

The nut-pickers locked at one another with uncom-
prehending wonder. :

Tt is war," said the king solemnly. "Cheer [

The nut-pickers gazed at one another wonderingly.

"Cheer, damn you|" ¢ried the king. "Don’t you
understand ?  It's war. Cheer " he shouted, raising
his aceptre threateningly,

"Hurrah 1" cheered the nut-pickers. “Hurrah,
hurrah, hurrah ["

"To arms, then," gaid the king.

Whereupon the nut-pickers took up nuts from the
tub at the foot of their king's throne and began to
throw them at the other thrones.

A second king sprang to his feet crying : "War | The
sanctity of treaties I and the pickers about him took
up nats and returned the fire of the enemy.

Then the third king rose. “A war to end war " he

—
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shouted, and his pickars, too, took up nuts and fung
them at the others,

The stage was clamorous with shonts and cries and
the sound of bursting nuts.  The yellow glare changed
torred.  While the men hurled nuts at one another the
women picked more nuts fram the trees. Men fell in
simulated death. The nuts smashed. But the ragged
girl beside each throne continued to thread nuts on
fengths of string, amd the gueens seemed eblivious of
itll that was going on.

The piles of nuts about the thrones dwindled and
disappeared. The tubs were emptied.

“"Erough ! cried the first king. “Civilization is
sayed 1

The other kingz took up the cry. The pickers
limped back to the thrones, bearing their dead, and
the kings made speeches to them, lauding their deeds
and their courage and the virtues of their dead, The
light faded The stage was in darkness. The yellow
light waxed again. The pickers rose from their sleep
beneath the nut-trees and began to gather nuts, The
light waned. They came, #ach with his twelve nuts,
to the thropes and counted them into the tubs.

“Well done, ye gond and faithlol servants," said the
kings, and to each picker distributed four nuts.

The lght waxed and waned, waxed and waned.
Slowly the tubs filled with nuts and overflowed. The

pickers began to mutter amongst themselves. The
Jings fell upon them with their sceptres, | |, .

Then the curtain fell and the anditoriom lights shone
oot, and there was a polite outburat of clapping.
Members of the aondience turned to one another,

“What an extraordinary play !"

"Whatever can it mean 2"

“How silly 1"
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“Hiow strange I*

“How boring "' remarked Gerda Graham, yawning
and gazing about her at the audience, looking for people
ghe kmew.

John Graham smiled grimly and glanced at Riddle,
whi sat on the ather side of Gerda,

“What did vou think of it, James 2"

“1 don't know,” answered the magistrale in a
troubled way.

He was more impressed than he cared to confess.
Was that extraordinary play a true representation of
the Facts? Was he, Riddle, indeed a sceptre in the
hands of an irresponsible power, & biudgeon to sifence
the mutterings of slaves? The thought was still
troubling him when the auditorium hglits went out
again, and the curtain rose on a second one-act play.

But after The Nut-Pickers it seemed trivial and dull,
So did a third play which followed. He was glad when
the final curtain fekl,

In the strest cutside some showers had fallen.  The
wet pavement gleamed in the light of the overhead
standards. ‘The air was sweet and cold. People were
turnimg up the collars of their overcoats.

Graham suggested that they should go to 4 café for
some hot coffee before they went home, but the
magistrate refused His bus departed in a lew
minutes. He bade good night to his hosts and hurried
along to his bus. His mind was still troubled by the
bizarre fantasy he had witnessed.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
I

SLIGHT, dark, well-dressed man appeared
amongst the pickets who patrolled the pave-

ments cutside Kronen's Limited, and inguired for
their laaan. The girl of whom he made the inquiry
looked Jl:um up and down resentfully. His polished
s!ruu-. his fawn spats, his well-tailored suit, the expen-
sive felt hat that shaded his shrewd, dark, thin features,
ﬂfu suggestion of wealth and power and aunthority in
his face and bearing typified everything against which
she and her fellows were struggling.

"".F:.:&'vﬁ got no leader,” she said rudely, “She's in

“There's someone in her place; isn't there 7" he asked
al:.qrpl}r. “I want to make a contribution to your
strike funds.”
~ The girl said in an astonished way: A contribo-
tion ! The strike’s in the hands of the committee of
action. You could see Theo Luddon. Wait. I'll see
if I can find her.”

.I won't wait here,” he answered guickly, and
pointed to & café across the street. "Il be sitting at

"E?:.-lﬂ in there, Will you bring her to me 1"
ﬁ"‘

The man entered the café and disposed himselt at
table where he was in plain view from the door. :
wiitress approached and he erdered a cup of coffes
Within a few minutes the girl to whom he had spoken
on the footpath entered with Theodora and two other
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ifls and a man. The girl hesitated for & moment,
ﬁhi.ng ahout her, then perceived the man at the table
and led the others over to him.

“This is Theo Ludden,” she said, "'and some others of
the committes.”

*What do you want 7'’ Theodora asked. ) _

“T want to subscribe to your strike funds, he =aid
softly, “Tf you'll sit down I think we'll be less con-
spicugue. I don't want Lo agdvertise the fact that I'm
helping you.” _ .

They pulled out chairs and sat down, and the man
took a fold of Treasury notes from a pocket of his vest
and pushed them across the table to Theodora, He
said :

“There's & hundred pounds there. That ought to
h-E -rl i

}Fﬂﬁ .. but who are you, and why are you gIving
us this money " i

*Never mind who 1 am if you don't h".:"w me,"” the
man said, and seemed to lose a Little of hus assurance.
“I{ you should find cut whoe I a{n,” he added, “I'd be

if wouldn't broadeast it." :

"We F?;.n promise you that,” Theodora said.
rrBut L ..“ i

“aAnd why I'm doing it doesn't matter to you, the
man eaid,

He drank his coffec quickly, and rose, nodded, and
walked ont of the cale. :

The girl who had nudged Theodora whispered
quickly : "Don't you know who he is 7 He's I-Ierhalr-t
Ringer, His wife used to buy her hats at Kronen's.
He's a millvonaire.

Theodora exclaimed bewilderedly : "By why should

ive us a hundred pounds 7" ;
he"gi hundred pounds is nothing to him.  Don't you
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remember ! There was a Royal Commission about
him. They said he was selling blocks of land by
mistepresentation.”

“That doesn’t explain why he gave us a hundred
pounds,”

A waitress came for an order.
:.;IWE don't want anything, thank you,” Theodora
said.

They went out hastily to comvey the news to their
comrides.

4

The gacler unlocked the doors of the cells in which
Olive Curnow, Gladys Crooks, Mary Hlane, and Peter
Smallpage Smith were confined, and said grofly :

“Come on. Your fines have been paid.”

"Wha paid them #” Olive Curnow demanded impul-
sively.

“How should I know " answered the gaoler,
He led the way down the long passage and opened
the heavy door at the end.

"Go to the desk for anything they took off you when
they brought youn hera ™

Outside the lock-up, Theodora and hall a dozen
other strikers wera waiting.

"Did you pay our fines?'" Olive Curnow inquired.
"Where did you get the money to pay them "'

Several of them began to explain at once,

"Well, that’s a break,"” Qlive Curmow 2aid, "But
why did you pay our fines when you needed it to

carry on ' When we'd served more than half the
default I

Theodora teld her that she was needed. She had to
be present at the meeting of the union that had been
called for the following night. Without her to speak

B
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they would be denied apain. The secretary and
exerutive would explain away the charges against
them,

(Hive Curnow was stlent.

Cazing at the other’s strong, unhandsome face,
Theodora seemed to seose the thoughts that flowed
behind it : pleasure in the knowledge of her capabilities
as 4 leader, plessure in their general recognition of if,
but the pleasure tempered by the weight of responsi-
bility they put wpon her, Theodora wished that she
herself could share the other's burden.  She wondered
if she could find the reserves of strength ever to lead,
and doubted. . . .

"Well, come on,” Olive Curnow said.

They moved off in a group 1o fejoin the pickets.

3

Chver two thousand members of the Department
Store Employees” Industrsal Union of Workers erowded
into the Trades Hall. The president of the union
whispered to the vice-president who sat beside him in
the centre of the semi-vircle of seated officials who
oocupied the stage -

“There's a bigger attendance than there was at the
strike meeting. It looks bad."

He rose and addressed the meeting briefly. They
heard him in sibence.  Thore was not a single inter-
jection., As he sat down a few isofated hands were
clapped timidly, and then abruptly ceased to clap.

"We want to hear about those shares " a woice
cried,  “Can you explain about those shares 77

The secretary Creighton begin to speak, and for a
little while lLie, too, was heard in silenoe,  The silence
was ominous, opprossive, broken only by the sounds

"F-_
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of a few feet being shuffled, and Creighton’s strong,
passionate voice. He spoke of disruptive elements in
the union. He spoke of the steady, progressive policy
that had been followed so suceessiully since the present
executive had been in power. He cited the improved
conditions, the increases in wages which had resulted
from the steady prosecution of that policy in the
years before the depression began. So, through a
recitation of the struggles and successes of the past, he
led up to the accusations that had been levelled against
him and other officials of the union. Did they, his
hearers, consult their employers before they put
money m the savings bank, or into any little invest-
ment it was in their power to make } Were he and
other members of the union executive bound to consult
the unicn before investing savings ?

“Under assumed names I

"Why not in your own names ?"

"A hundred pounds’ worth of shares! How did you
save & hundred pounds 2

"What about the strike fund »*

“Is that where the strike fund went 7

In a moment there was uproar, From ev
of the hall angry gquestions were s.huut;?, T}rnd
Creighton shouted to make his voice heard above
the din.

“Do you think it was yowr money ? You've been
listening to Communists and white-anters | You've
been listening to agitators who are trying to undermine
all you've ever achieved. , . "

“"Why weren't the shares in your own names?"
shouted Olive Curnow.

“Put the motion!” a man shouted. "Put the
motion if you cant éxplain I

A hundred voices shouted #t once ! to give the speaker



228 UFSURGE

a chance, to put the motion, to resign. But in a little
the din died down. g

“This meeting's packed with disruptionists | said
Creighton angrily. "Mr. President, I want the roll
called. If it wasn't for the disruptionists amengst you
this meeting would never have been called, A motion
of no confidence in the executive is an insult to the
intelligence ! . . ."

Again there was uproar. . . . _

An hour and twenty minutes after the Ipl"l:ﬁldﬁnt
opened the meeting, in i hoarse, steained ‘i."ﬂ_lm_h-& puk
the metion, and by an overwhelming majority the
motion was carried.  Theodora felt a thrill of elation.

“Very well,” said the president. “The meching had
better elect another chair.”

Without opposition Olive Curnow was elected to the
chadr.

“We've got to elect 4 provisional executive to camy
on until we can have a proper ballet, 1'd suggest that
the Kromen's Limited strike committee be appointed,
plus one or two representatives from each other
shop. .. " :

EELE: spoke without her usnal fervour, but with a
quiet confidence. Before she appealed for support for
the strike she knew it would be granted. It had been
refused before on the advice of officials whe were share-
holders in Kronen's Limited.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

5 a magistrate of the state of Western Australia,
James Riddle was alo a coromer, In his
capacity as coroner he perused the fle relating to the
deaths of Colin, Elizabeth, Clarice, and Ethel Eumble.
He perused it idly until he came to the staternents
obtained by the police from Paul Kronen, Peter Groom,
end Theodora Luddon, When he had read those he
put the file aside.

"I can't take this inguest,” he said. "1 kmow
three of the witnesses personally, Get a justice to
take it."

He did not want to encounter Theodora im any
official capacity again.

The inquest was taken by the Jew, Meyer, and the
mtersst and horror which had been allowed to die
down were awakened agein. Buat Meyer elicited
details of the excursion to Rockingham which had
preceded Ethel Humble's dismissal, and the focus of
the renewed interest was not upon the bloody details
of the tragedy, but upon that excursion,

Mrs. William Smith, the wife of a subuorban baker,
read a report of the inquest in the evening paper and
remerked to her husband :

“That story I heard about Paul Eronen and that poor
girl must have been true.  He was left alone with her
in the car, I can just imagine what happened in that
ar.  That poor gird trying to hold him off | T'I never
buy another thing at Kronen's, ., )"

Her husband took the paper from her and read the
report himsgelf,

B3
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Paul Kronen said that he had been invited by Grmm
to make one of a party of four, consisting of himself,
Groom, and two girls, He did not remerlnher having
met either of the girls previously. He :Eu:ll not know
that they were employees of Kronen's _er.llf'-d. ot he
wounld not have gone ; he had strict views about I:E
relationship of employer and employed. They b
motored to Rockingham and for a while had sat
drinking cocktails and talking in the hotel lounge.
After about an hour they left the hotel m_u:ll drove back
along the road to Perth. Groom was driving the ¢ar.

When they came abreast of the old Kweinera, Emr:rm
stopped the car and walked down to the beach with
Miss Luddon. He did not know why they did so, but
assumed that they wanted to enjoy the moonlight for
a few moments—it was a beautifully soft, warm,
moanlit night | the warmest night that I!'I.'H_:ll.'lth—'J:I' tlhar.
Groom wished to show the Kwinana (0 his companion.
Groom had a particular interest in the Kum.?m because
he had once taken an option over it with a view 1o turn-
ing it into & cabaret, but he had abandoned the project

They were away from the ear for perhaps ha.l! an
hour, During that time he and Miss Rumble remained
in the car conversing, He had made no overtures af
any kind to her. Their conversation was of 2 purely
impersonal nature. When Groom and Miss Rumbie

returned, the four of them drank a bottle of sparkling
burgundy which they had brought from the Hocking-
ham hotel, and then drove back to the cty,

Reaching Perth, they dropped Miss Jtumble and
Miss Luddon, and Groom was driving him home when
he mentioned that the two girls had seemed familiar
to him. Groom then teld him that they were both
employed at Kronen's Limited,  He was very angry,
and got oot of the car and walked home,
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He did not know every girl who worked at Kronen's
Limited. Ower a thousand assistants worked there,
and nearly eight hundred of them were girls.  Many of
them he had never seen. He did not personally either
engage or discharge employees, Ethel Rumble was
dismizszed on the recommendation of the manager of the
department in which she worked, presumably because
ghe was incompetent. He did not know then how
long she had been in the employ of Kronen's Limited,
He signed a list contaming the names of those recom-
mended for dismissal by the managers of depariments,
but did not notice what names it contained. He did
not notice either Ethel Rumble’s name or Theodora
Liddon's name. . . .

"It sounds a bit thin," the baker said.

Alloysins Briggs, a sheet-metal worker, read the
report on his way home in a tram at the end of his day,
and thought : “It gounds a bit thin

Anthony Horton, a chartered aceountint and a
member of the frm oof awditors and accountants who
per{m’med the andits of Kronen's Limited, was inclined
to accept Kronen's statement unbtil he read that
Kronen deposed that he had not noticed the names of
gither Ethel Bumble or Theodors Luddon on the list.
Horton thought that he knew Kronen better than that.
The names of the two girls would have been impressed
on his mind, and he would certainly have read through
the list. . . . If Kronen had told one lie, how many
more Hes had he told 7

Mabel Smith, a stenographer in the employ of an
insurance company, read the report and reflected that
no man of her acquaintance would buy her cocktails
and sparkling burgundy and then be content to con-

‘werse impersonally with ber in the rear seat of acar. . ..

O the following morming Cynthia Groom cead of the
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as she Iay in bed in ﬂiehuus:ﬂ-fmll:rldschml
E‘iﬁ%lhﬂmiﬁa Potts, fifteen hundred miles away,
in Adelaide. The paper was brought her by a maid,
with her morning tea and wafers of buttered toast.
As che read, the old bitterness and resentment agrinst
her husband rolled over her again. .
Wilhelming Potts came inte her room with another
ifi her hand.
WEI"rItLtes samething -aboul your hushand here, my
- said.
v read it Cynthia answered dully. |

“Diyp you believe he was simply ﬂ'rl:l'-:b'lﬂg that girl
over the—the—what's the mame of it f—that old
huﬁ:iir." said Cynthia, ''Mina, I've chaﬂgltlzd my mind
about going back. ['m mot going. L SR

She broke off, e

“What about your ticket :

"Eg.‘mn the ttn:ll?rz:t 1" Cynthia gaid between denthﬁd
tepth. ‘‘Oh, Mina, if you wouldn't mind just lclllmug
me alone for & litthe . . . just a minute or two. . ..

“yf conrse, my dear,” said Wilhelmina,

Looking a little ﬂiEﬂppﬂ'i.]_‘ltEli, ghe went out

Cynthia began to oIy quietly. . . .

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

NG light showed under Theodora's door.  Riddle

tumed slowly and descended the stairs, dis-
appointed. As he reached the foot the landlady
shuffled out from her cupboard under the stairs,

"Were you looking for someone #

“T was looking for Miss Luddon,’ the magistrate
gaid. “T'm afraid she's out.”

"Miz= Luddon don’t live here any more,”’ the worman
said grimiv,

“Indeed 7 T didn’t know that. When did she
move

“About a weok ago.  Tean’t have people in my hopse
who get m trouble with the police.™

"Oh 1" exclaimed Riddle softly.

“Are you-a friend of bers 7"

“Yee  Perhaps vou can give me her addresg 2"

The woman eyed him with disapproval

“Well, I'll gee if T can find it,” she said, and shuffled
back to her cupboard under the stuirs.

The magistrate waited,  Presently the woman casne
sout again with a sceap of paper in her hand.

“This 18 the address she left, [T you've got some-
thing to write it down on. ., . I can't give you this
becauze somebody else mught want 16"

Ridedle noted the address and thanked her and
departed. He knew the street : a wide, mean thorough-
fare of cheap lodging-howses. Why had Theodora
Bone to a locality like that ' He walked on until he
encountersed & taxi,

a3k
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inqmﬂtasda:layinb&dinthchmu&ufannldadmnl
friend, Wilhelmine Potts, fifteen hundred miles away,
in Adelaide. The paper was breught her by a maid,
with her morning tea and wafers of buttered toast.
As she read, the old bitterness and resentment agamst
her husband rolled over her again. )

Wilhelmina Potts came into her room with another

r in her hand.

Fa?’“%he:e‘s something about your husband here, my
dear,"" she said,

“T'ye read it," Cynthia answered dully. .

"D you believe he was simply showing that girl
over the—the—what's the name of it ?—that old
boat "' .

“No," said Cynthia, “Mina, 've changed my mind
about going back. 1'm not going, | FEA

She broke off.

“What about your ticket F
“Damn the ticket !"' Cynthia said between cleniched

tecth, “Oh, Mina, if you wooldn't mind just leaving
me alone for a little , . . just a mimute or two. , . "
“(f course, my dear,” said Wilhelmina.
Leoking a little disappointed, she went out.
Cynthia began to cry quietly- . . .

_ -

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Nf} light showed under Theodora's door.  Riddle
turned slowly and descended the stairs, dis-
appointed. As he reached the foot the landlady
ghuffied out from her cupboard under the stairs,

"Were you looking for someone #*

“I was looking for Miszz Luddon,"
said. “T'm afraid she's out.”™

"Mizz Luddon don’t live here any more,"” the woman
said grimly.

"Indecd 7 T didn't know that. When did she
move '

“Abouta week ago. T can’t have people in my house
who gel in trouble with the police.™

“Oh 17 exclamed Riddle softly.

“Are you a friend of hers 7"

"¥es. Perhaps vou can give me her address 7™

The woman eved him with disapproval

"Well, I'll see if T can find it," she said, and shaffed
back to her cupboard under the stairs.

The magistrate waited  Presently the woman came
oot again with & scrap of paper in her hand.

“This is the address she left.  If you've got some-
thing to write it down on. . . . [ can't give you this
becange somebody else might want it

Riddie noted the address amd thanked her and
departed. He knew the street @ o wide, mean thorough-
fare of cheap lodging-louses. Why bad Theodora
gone to a locality like that ! He wallked on until he
Enconntered & Laxi,

the magistrate

Lit]
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The house smelled faintly of bygone meals, but did
not seem to be dirty, He was shown through a dim
hall by a slatternly but pleasant-faced woman. She
knocked on a door and said : "A gentlernan to see you,
Miss Luddon,” and smiled and retreated.

“Howe did vou find me here 3" Theodora said.

T got your address from your previous ledgrings.
You don't seem pleased to sce me."

She was silent. :

“Aren't you going to ask me in?" he inguired
gently. o

Theodora made a helpless gesture, and said : "Yes,
come in."

In the room there wes a fragrance of face-powder
and scented soap. The magistrate glanced round the
bare cell. It was not more than seven feet by nine
There was a bed, a chair, a varnished pine cupboard,
and = painted dressing-table with a tarnished IMATTOr,
end on the floor a strip of decaying linoleum. The
light from an unshaded electnic giobe shone back from
the bare, white plaster walls and filled the room with a
hard brilliance,

“Whatever possessed you to come to a place like
this 7"

“I had to find somewhere cheap. 1 pay only six
shillings a weak for this."

Riddle regarded her gravely for a moment, then
took her by the shoulders and said gently :

“Forgive me. There's a strike, ien't there. I'd
forgotten the effect that would have. Let me help
you, Theodora. Oh, you little fool | You adorable
little fool! Why didn't you let me know /7

“There was no reason why I should let you know,”
she replied, avoiding his eyes. “Things . . . have
changed since I first met you.  L... lked you, but it's
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gver now.” She disengaged herself and sat down on
the chair. "I hoped you wouldn't find me here.”

The magistrate was both puzzled and distressed.

“YVou won't let me help you ! You didn't want to
see me ! Why, Theodora 7™

She laughed, and the low, rich, contralto notes
dragged at his bowels.

"Oh, dew’t you understand ? Can't you see that
we're on different sides 7

Under his breath he swore. That damned Com-
munist ! This was his deing | But he said quietly :

"“That's nonsense, Theodora. Don't you know that
T love you, my dear ! How could we be on different
gides 7 They're imaginary—those sides, Theodors
They only exist in the jaundiced view of life's failures,
my dear.”

“Did [ only imagine that you sent my friends to
gaol 7

He sat down on the bed, which squesked as it
received his weight.

“Die you think T did that because of any personal
animus against them? Ch, my dear, my dear!
There are circumnstances over which we have no
eontrol. . . "

"It was circumstances over which we had no control
that put us on different sides,"” said Theodora in a low
voice.

He drew a decp breath, silently cursing Riley.

“Even if I admit that, it doesn't make my regard
for you the less.  Let me help you, Theodora.”

She shook her head,

"T've already taken some help from you that I
didn't intend 1o take. [ was going to wnta to you
I...1 pawned those pearls you gave me. I got
seven pounds for them.™
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“You pawned those pear's!™ he exclaimed. “For
seven pounds! Oh, you little fool ! You charming,
guixotic little fool I I gave forty-five pounds for those
pearls. Give me the pawn-ticket. I'll get them
out. "

Touched, Theodora said : “You shouldn’t have paid
g0 much for them. She got up guickly and went to
the cheap little dressing-table and took the tHeket from
a drawer, Taking the ticket from her, he drew her
down on the bed beside him

“Will you promise me not to pawn them again "

"Byt ., . but , . . you're not going to give them
back to me " she protested. *'You thought T'd take
them back after . . . after? . . ."

"Yeou don't mean you won't take them back "

w0} course T won't | she eried. “How could 11"

“But, my dear girl,” he said desperately, “what
use are they to me? If you won't take them back
what am I to do with them?"

"You have other women friends. One of them
wounld appreciate them.™

“Listen, my dear,” he said pgently, ''Since I've
known you I haven't had any other women friends
—not in the way you mean, not as mistresses. There's
no one s to whom I could give those pearls. They're
your pearls, Theodora, Take them back., You'll
hurt me if you den't. I wanted you to promise not
to pawn them again only because it's so foolish when
you could come to me.”

Theodera stood wp.

“Youre . . . you're kind,” she said. “1 dom't
want to hurt you, but . . . Oh, don't you see that
it can't go on? If I took them back it would mean
that it could. I can't, Oh, go plense, go! You're
only making it difficult.”
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Riddle, too, stood wp. He was hurt and a little
angered.

“T certainly shan't stay il my presence i8 distagteful
to you !

She shock ker head, "You don't really misunder-
gtand, You know it wsn't that. But . .. I just
can't. Oh, please go |"

"‘v.-’i_-r_-,ll well," he said quietly., "T'll send the pearls
to you.”’

She amswered : “If you do T'll have to send them
back. I enly told you about them because I would
pever have been able to get them cut and it seemed
g shame that the pawnbroker should keep them.™

As he went out he thought he saw tears in her eyes,
but he was annoyed with her and did not turn back.
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Hom in wages. Kronen rose as the old man
ed, peturming inanely his father's malicious, old

' down, git down [ said James Kronen, waving
CHAPTER: TWENTESENEN i ; neg]r igently. “Den't stand on ceremony for
1

UL ERONEN sat at his great glass-topped

desk in his office on the gallery. Through the
glass walls he could see the little black-clad girls
moving hurriedly, incompetently to and fro behind the
pounters, and the thin streams of customers that
trickled thro the wide aisles.

The managﬁ?; director of Kronen's Limited had lost
weight. His normally ruddy, bald face looked pale
and blotchy, His lips twitched in an ugly way. He
was waiting for his father,

He hated his father, but hated him secretly because |
he also feared him, Hehated the agiieing“;ldu;'a n}miTjj;.
carclessness of personal dignity, his indifference to
public apinion and sentiment, his amerality. H.: 'luﬂl
always hated him, James Kronen had r-nﬂmquwhnfl:
amy tight to interfere in the comduct nfr Kronen's
Limited and he had never presumed upon his relation-
ship to do so. To hiz son this had been a source of
gratification, and nothing else his father had done or
had refrained from doing had ever gratified him, Hutas®
he waited for his father now he hated him on thiss
account, too, It seemed to him that in the decisive’
crisis af the frm's existence he should not have to
plead with his father for help. It should have been
offered lf!'ﬂﬂ].}’ and willingly. His father was in . B il ST et v

i secretary anmounced his father. 1he to you, Paul—nothing. 1 have never felt any
uﬂil::_ts ﬂw}lﬂd mnﬁnaﬂ loyal, had accepted the nt about business. In that, maybe, I'm not
a3k

scealing his hatred, Paul waited till his father
seated, then sat down himsell, and pushed the
and the bank's demand across the desk to him
g old man perused them. )
misjudged you, Paul, I misjudged you,” he said,
iz head, Yoo managed to stave it off
than 1 expected.”
paul leaned forward upon the desk which had cost
than a shop-girl Teceived in wages in a year, and
tensely : "'You realize whal it means, den't

o you ?"" queried his father.

means that unless youl come {o the rescue we'll
to go into liquidation. There's no one else 1
. tﬂ.”

= Kronen regarded hiz son with amused eyes.
rshould I come bo the rescpe ?  It's mot my
5. I'm no longer interested in it

. . . Great Scot, dad, don't you understand 7™
sctly.  But, as I've said, I'm no longer inter-
Kronen's Limited."

you mean you're going to see us fail without
a finger to help 7 cried his son desperately.
buginess you built up yourself—from nothing !
mean to say it doesn't mean anything to
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like the average business man. 1 never fl.-llt any
semtiment, son, and 1 can't feel any now. This busi-
ness—Kronen's Limited—was never anything maore to
me than & means to an end. I wﬁ_mttd wealth n_a.nr]
power. As you know, I eet my mind on a million.
When 1 got my million the business had served its
purpose and was of no further use. So 1 handed it

: ﬂ'l-'l—h
m;{#t;tfmnted a cigar from his waistcoat pocket and

it 1 hurriedly. )
htfl’zu:;ns;d 1.hilcyk|_',’: “Rut it's worth another million.

Arte you going to sec it fail for the sake of a paltry
hundred thousand E,E:j o -
“I'm not interested 10 3t, MYy DOY
The son tried to keep his voice steady as he made &
ll .
uﬁt‘]?Pﬁ: won't do it for the sake of the business

om't do it for my sake " .

“D_f][jmn:;sﬂu'f{rnn:n smiled, and met his son's eyes. Paul

turmed cold.  He had alwayvs hated his father. Now

for the fust time, he realized that his father hated
. I (1] & P
h“'[}'.['ﬂ call a meeting of the sharcholders, he whis-
pered.
ames Kromen strugeled to his feet.

J‘That's right. Take it philosophically, my boy.
There's no one amongst the shareholders who's likely
to want to indict you for mismanagement. Nothing
really to worry about. Now I'm going dlnwu to see
my yacht, She'll be fintshed in a week.

and went cuf. .
l;:mmﬁddrﬁm slumped back into his chair. He felt
weak, as though he were recovering from a hlow on

i damp with
the solar plexus. His face amd brow were
sweat, Through the glass walls of his office on the
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gallery he could see the little black-clad girls moving
incompetently to and fro behind the counters, and the
thin streams of cugtomers passing along the wide
aisles, . . .

The strike had changed things, His atiempt io
break it had failed, The strike-breakers were incom-
petent. Many of them had had no previous experience
of the work. They did not know the names of goods.
They counld not remember where goods wers kept.
They could not read the private price-markings. They
had to refer constantly to the departmental managers
while costomers were kept waiting. The managers
were nearly distracted.  Trade bad fallen off because
af the mmefficient service, the activities of the pickets,
and the prejudice that had grown up as 2 consequence
of the scurrtlous, whispered story of his tregtment of
Ethel Rumble, and the reports of the Kumble inquest,

An atmosphere of bleakness and hopelessness seemed
to pervade the shop, and to creep into the soul of the
young Napoleon of commerce who sat slumped in his
chair behind the great glass-topped desk. He could
see through one of the doors of the shop on to the
street.  People idled or hormed past.  Amongst
them were the strike pickets—some of the old, efficient
employees of Kronen's Limited, some of those who
had stabbed the firm in the back! A wave of self-
pity rolled over the young magnate. Kromen's wes
to fail because those who had lived by it, and he who
had built it, hed stabbed it in the back! . . .

With the fatture of Kromen's Limited, the sinle

. gime to an end. The affairs of the company passed
~into the hands of a liguidator, who, after a consultation

]
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with the various managers, caused notice of dismizal
to be given to more than four hundred of the new
assistants, announced the restoration of the wage-
scale prevailing before the strike, and invited the
strikers back behind the counters. Efficient labour
was pecessary to ensure a rapid lquidation of Elbl:rl::]t.'i.

The strike committee met, then called a meeting of
the strikers and advised them not to return nnless all
the strike-breakers were dismissed.

“No compromise " Olive Curnow besought them.
“We've compromised before.  Right through the reign
of the old union executive we compromised. Where
did it get us ?  1f we hold out for another day or two
they'll get rid of all the scabs. They can’t afford not
to. Then there'll be jobs for us all, even theugh ﬂ'l.l:].l'll'-E
only temporary jobs. To go hack on {he terms we're
offered mow would be to yictimize as many of cur
comtades as there are scabs remaining at work”

When the liquidator received the strikers’ answear
he shrugged and agreed. Dismissal notices were geryed
on the rest of the new assistants.  Efficient labour was
necessary and there was no longer any question of the
prestige of Kronen's Limited, . . .

In a week the strikers were back at work, and great
posters plastered over the plate-glass windows  of
Kronen's Limited read: Liqudation Sale. Small
holes cut in the posters revealed the goods piled in
the windows—goods marked at a half and a thind of
their former prices. In crashing crescendos of black
type the full-page advertisements in the newspapers
cried : Liguidation Sale! . . . :

From the office on the gallery overlosking _l:]:u:
ground fioor counters the liquidator could see the little
black-clad girls dodging te and fro behind the counters,
and the customers swarming in the wide aisles. . . .

|
L]
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3

While passing through the “free-ground" section of
the Karrakatta Cemetery, a grave-digger, on his way
to dig another hole, noticed something fluttering on
the mound of a recent family grave. He remembered
the grave | it contained the remainzs of the victims of
what had become known as the Mayiands Tragedy.
Puzzled, he set down his spade and approached the
mound and found a sheet of newspaper held down by
a brick. Tt was a full-page advertisement of the
liguidation sale at Kronen's Limited.

The grave-digger grunted and picked up the paper,
crumpling it and stuffing it into his pocket. It was
part of his duty Lo keep the cemetery tidy




CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
1

HE astumn aiternations of shower and sunshime
ended in a short succession of cold grey days,
and the antipodean winter closed down. The higher
surf of winter broke uwpon deserted white beaches.
Shivering in rags that were still soaked with the sweat
of summer, the unemployed huddled together under
the bandstands in the parks, in the great, draughty
rooms of the Public Library, in unused railway car-
riages, in latrines, in a thousand hovels. The women
of the powerful bourgeoisie gathered in the lounges of
fashionable hotels and drank cocktails and tea,
shrieking at one another the latest fashionable catch-
cries and phrases, There began a series of public balls
at which it was the mode to get drunk. The sub-
scriptions to these balls, hm-.'i:-v.rl.-r.d_v.rere ton high to
it of the penerad public attending.
Pm;;.im fell 'mguﬂa:_- hiﬁs and the hlue waters of the
river rose and turmed muddy.
One of the unemployed flung 3 beer bottle through
a shop window to get into gaol, where he was assured
of food and shelter, and for & fortnight afterwards
there were almost daily cases of window smashing.
On the esplanade reserve Riley and other Com-
munists made inflammatory speeches. The news-
papers contained reports of wars, strikes, riots, and
other excesses in every part of the world,
On June 26, at a meeting at the Trades Hall, a new
executive was elected to office by the Department

Teq

UFSURGE 245

Store Employvees' Industrial Union of Workers. It was
revolutionary. Olive Comow was appointed to the
gacrelarvship, and on her motion the union resolved
upon & ropture of relations with the Aonstralian Labour
Farty and upon affliation with the Militant Minority
Movement, the revolutionary temper of which was
comsigtent with the new outlook of the organization.
A few days later Ofive: Comow affersd  Theodora
Luddon a post s organizer, of which there were several,

Theodora demurred, fecling inadequate for the job.

"You'd be all right," Olive Curnow assured her.
“"Most of them know vou and like you, You'd do all
right."

Theodora was at once fascinated and repelled by
the prospect. A sense of being drawn against her wall
into an uncontrollable current of events oppressed her,
yet she was seized with an impulse to vield to the
comment and let it take her with it where it willed
She asked for a day or two in which to think i owver,
and Olive Carnow consented.  Theodora attempted
to discuss il with Riley, but the Communist laughed,
and zaid :

“What do you want to talk aboot it for ?
already made up vour mmd,"

"1 baven't," Theodors protested.

"Wes vou bave  You wouldn't want to talk aboast
it if you haldn't,  You've made up vour mind to take
it on, and azkmg my advice s ooly & cover for some-
thing elze. 1 don't know what.™

“Dio you still think I'm trying to seduce vou 7' the
girl demanded with some heat.

. "Yes," answered Riley. "I do. When you sse
‘things as | do maybe you'll have more success.  Listen,
Bow 1've got over it, Theo, T may as well tell you

Wi we

- something. Something happened to me that might I
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met your friend, Riddle, in your room. I was jealous,
as you said, and that's the truth. T've got over it
gince, But I don't trust you yet, and I don’t want to
spoil you."

Theodora's vexation disappeared as he gpoke.  She
laughed softly and shook her head.

Yon're a fool, Steve!l D'l get over you if you're
not careful.”

"That wouldn't matter,” Riley said deliberately,
“If it did it would be the best thing that could
'ha-pw:-ll )

Next day Theodorz told Olive Curnow that she
would take the post.

"“Good girl 1" exclaimed the secretary. “You'll get

the female basic wage ; one pound sixtesn and nine--

pence & week.,  Less then you get at Kronen's™

“Well, the job at Kronen's will be over in thres

months, Then I'd hawve nothing,”
“Ts that what decided you to take on this job #*
“No, but it occurred to me.”

“Well,” said Olive Cornow, "it's what you do, not

why you de it that matters.”

When Theodora returned to her mean room that
day she found a letter from her mother awaiting her.
Her mother wanted her to return to Collie when her

job at Kronen's came to an end.

It's good the strike 15 over [her mother wrote],

beet 18's berrible your job will come to an énd 50 soom,

and I dow'i suppose you'll be able lo gel another.

It's better when you're oud of werh for us all io be
. We wonld be alle to live betler logether,
You can't lve on susfenance by yourself, bui of you

came home we'd be able lo manage betfer if we had
your suslendncs as well a5 our 0w . . .
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erhendora thought of her home, of the squabbling
4 et oinations of her parents, of the squalor and
ess of the house, of the fighting and weeping
spying and backbiting of the children. Her
b revolted at the idea of going back. It would
er to go short of food than to endure that again,
fected that if she had not already accepted the
“Oflive Cuornow had offered her, the prospect of
dso home would have made her accept it, She
her mother telling her of her new job, and
=d & pound note—all the money ehe had.

2

£one of 2 patient crowd sheltering in the corrugated
od at the Labour Burean from the cold drizzle
Peter Groom shivered and tried desperately
i his misfortunes as part of an adventure.
attention to him, regarding him as one of
. Newertheless he felt conspicuous. From
er shed & miserable quene stretched across a
muddy ground to the doors of the buoreau.
rployed entered by ome door and de
her, The queue moved slowly through the
for the clerks behind the counters in the bureau
their work leisurely. The damp cold
Groom's overcoat. He clenched his hands
of the coat and stamped his feet on the
thankful that he had not sold this warm coat
‘rest of his wardrobe, and regretting that he
kept a thicker suit. His cheeks were dark
ble, for e had not shaved for two days. He
ined from shaving deliberately, thinking that
be looked like his past self the better. He

-

LI



248 TPEURGE

was glad that his shoes and hat and overcoat wers
shabby from too regular wear and frequent wet-
tings,
.E: last he took his place in the qoeve.  As he moved |
slowly forward the boisterous wind drove the k.
into his face beneath the brom of his hat and mio hijg:
clothes. He tried to burfy on the man aheud of hing
who turned and soarked : |
"Lay off | D'you think those bastards in there ars oo did not return for lunch, but the little,
goin’ to move any quicker for your shovin' 7 TFyen . mud—nf-a]!-uur}r. employed at the rooming-
think they care a that we're gettin’ wet 7 'hmught in fonch on a tray, and Groom ate
“Sorry,” Groom muttered.
The man grunted and relapsed into damyp apathy.
When Groom finally reached the door of the bureag
the legs of his trousers beneath the skirts of his ovep
coat clung coldly to his legs, and the water dripped
from the brim of his hat.
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would have to put up with him for
- geven days,
fanming’s rooms he took off his wet outer clothes
so them before an electric radiator to dry. If
.- been & fool, he told himself, he would have

tlmﬂiunﬂl:lmngnufﬂuthuq He put on an
worn pair of flannel trousers belonging to his

q;]q,r ¢leared in the afternoom, The sun shone

t warmth., Groom's clothes had dried
jl'li"f' them on and went out to mouch about in
stracts, Time had hung heavily on his hands
the last of his money had gone, He walked

At a counter a laconic elerk eyed him contemptuoushy aimlessly till he found himself in Kings Park,
s said - king the city from the river heights. He was

*Well, what do yau. want 37 N Sl depressed, The wide beauty of the park passed

*I want to tegister,” he answered. “What thes him and over him, He walked gloomily under
devil do you think I want 7 y gnificent trees,

The clerk asked him a number of gquestions, then! Vihe stone terrace of & war memorial he looked

filled in & card and handed it to him. _
“Here's your ticket. I you want sustenance you'l} "'
have to applj.l at the Eelief Depot in seven days' tim
You won't get any for seven days.  Next | Hu.wr::,i
there |
Groom passed out of the bureau into the drizzles
again, feeling angry and miserable. Adventure! .
He made his way back to Manning's ronms. Cl'i
hia friends, it seemed, enly John Griham and his wibs to aomebody else.  The riches of the anti-
and Noel Manning had failed to gloat over his m nis- | were these beneath him, and not a penny of it
fortune, and for & while since he had been stayings ; toaech,
with Manning. He didn't like sponging on Manning) As he gazed down upon the wealth piled there he

1 on the panorama of city and river. The brick
e and concrete cliffs of the city reared them-
behind the gardens along the water-front.
peflected that every building in that huddled
gnt money, He saw the city suddenly from
 point of view ! in terms of money. Millions
millions of pounds sterling were frozen thers in
pd mass of the city, and every penny of it
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hated the city. It was like his friends with thejr
secret smiles, like his perfidious wife, like the insolent
cletks behind the eounters of the Labour Burean.

He retraced his way slowly.

Ten days later the erstwhile idler, Peter Groom,
with twenty-two other men, was drafted to the Bride-
ways River relief works in the district of Wilmot,
gbout a hundred miles south of the capital.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

I

little township of Wilmot the police force
A been strengthened on aceount of the proximity
of the relief camp, eleven miles west towards the sea
and property-owners of the fown
in a state of omnipresent uneasiness as though
communily of unemnployed at Brideways River
-magazine of explogives which might blow up
wipe Wilmot out, Bands of unemployed from
amp would make their way into the township
g they had drawn their relief pay, and plunge into
ery,  Uncomprehending mothers turned them
pogeys with which to frighten themselves and
children, and the men played unconsciously on
gen’s fears by making water in the streets, and
the town echo with their obscenities.
ays rose like o city of canvas from the black
Past it ran the balf-excavated canal imto which
eways River was to be diverted to irrigate the
ing country., The relief-workers were digging
fifteen miles long and a chain wide and from
thirty fest deep, with picks and shovels and
wws  The men worked on the excavation
ered army of ants, filling their barrows each
ren shovelluls of sand and trundling them up
ks laid on the long inclines from the bottom
al to the embankment. Gangers supervised

l"1l ant, the }"ﬂ'l-'l-'l:lﬁ :il'.‘l.iE'.I', Peter Gm-l:lm, filled

L] ]
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his harrow and began to wheel it up the incline
the time he reached the top his legs and arms felt wealy
and his bark ached dully. He sat down on the barrow
for a moment, wiping away the sweat that had broken
from his brow. But a man in a khaki shirt and
breeches and field boots called out :
“Hey, you! That won't do. Get on with your
work, now "
Groom glared at him for a moment, but the man
looked like one in amthority, so he rose resentully
and wheeled the barrow back into the excavation,
Taking up his shovel he began to load his be o
again. The sand was not black but yellow at the
bottom of the excavation, The shovel sank nto it
easily, vet there seemed to be so Little strength left in
his arms that he had to thrust it in with his foot, I
was an agony to grip the shovel. His hands had not ditch Tor two thousand men to in, When-
had time to callouse, and were blistered and raw. the wind blew over the latrine the whole camp
"Five shovels is enough for any man to push op i like B —house, Four days’ back-breaking
that glope,” said the man working beside him. ™ N a fortnight for foeod and a flthy tent and no
kills a man "' 3 s and an open trench to inl,..
“Yeg ¥ he anewered apathetically, loading his thomght he had better get back or the ganger
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i for the man in breeches and boots, and, falling
o him, rested for a moment or two. He felt at
ith the sullen, bitter, proletarian mass whose
charged the atmosphere of the camp.  He was
ghan he had ever been presviousty in his life,
there were no showers im the camp,  The govern-
+ wouldn't install showers.  The government said
it would provide the material, but the men
id have to install the showers  themsslves,
in their own time, if they wanted them. The
refused. Ol course thiy refused, Groom thought
il They hadn’t bl the camp on a wikler-
d black sand where it was impossible to- keep
~ They were only in the place at all under con-
Wo showers, and a latrine that was simply
- ditch with a scantling frame to sit on,  An

barrow. miss him, The ganger, Baskerville, was the
His breath came heavily. He was conscious of the . o gwine, The erstwhile idler got up from
ganger watching him. He filled lus barrow and began | grow and wheeled it back into the excava-

the long ascent again. He was filled with a ¢
resentment.  Men worked like this for eight hours &
day, day after day, vear after year; men began
work like this ss soon as the years brought 1
strength enough, and continued to work till the yean
took their strength away. With an energy bom of
his resentment he thrust the barrow forward.
the pain from his Dblistered hands stabbed throogh
him, and Le gritted his teeth and went move slowly
Tipping the barrow on the embankment he booke

i1 ook 2 bloody long time to dump that barrow,"

“the ganger, Baskerville.
g ahovels is too damn much 17 tetorted Groom,
don’t you try wheeling a barrow out yourself
{ wh H & I."“

_ g gunger leered at him and sad : "Get on with

i ‘histle blew at fast, and the men swarmed oot
excavation, Groom fell as exhansted as he
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had felt after his first day. As they trudged back to
the camp they reviled the ganger, Baskerville.

“The bastard’s forgotten he was ever a man himself I

" 'E' only doin’ what 'e’s there for. 'E’s there to
drive us, an’ the supe's there to drive im, an’ if the
supe den’t do 'is drivin' voluntary, there’s someone
elee to drive ‘s

“Mavbe he iz there to drive us, but he don't have
to stand over us like a bloody slave-driver, Basker-
ville's a natural bastard. 'E iikes stave-drivin' I"

Groom joined in their curses, The men were
beginning to accept him. At first they had treated
him with suspicion, which had puzzled and distressed
him. After he had worried over the phenomenon for
a day or two he had asked his tent-mate, the ex-struc-
tural steel-worker, Thomas Hart,

Hart had regarded him curiously.
“Because you look like a bloody silvertail, I suppose.

What was you before you came here, anyway 2"
And Groom had told ham, At first the other wes
incredulous, but when he had asked a few questions
he had accepted the story, He had langhed.
"What are you laughing at 7" Groom had demanded.

He recalled Hart's grin,
"I suppose you never read the Communist Mam-

Jesto 2V

IIND-II

"Well, in the Communizt Manifesto it says the
leisured classes spepd half their time chasin' round
after each other's wives. I was just thinkin® how

bloody true it was "

Even Hart had been suspicions, but thercafter he
had seemed to shed his suspicions. Now others were

accepting him, too.
There were over two thousand men in the camp.

e ———— )
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They belonged to all sections of the prolesar:
professional daﬂg., and the petty bnﬁzgﬁh‘l%:
mass was proletarian, homogeneous, sullen and bitter.
l!.f::td]e-cl&ss elements reaching the camp either j-.-,t-.
tisoned the past and were absorbed by the mass or
held themselves apart, forming separate little cliques
and coteries and denying by their pathetic dignity
their simulated cheerfulness, their carafy] accentuation
of .ul[_ﬂmt differentiated them from the Proletariat
Fh"‘ misfortunes that threatened to identify them with.
it. Groom had no sympathy for them. The mental
independence consequent upon the wealth and leisupe
he had enjoyed in the past left him free of any will
to pretend to be now what he was no longer. He
was contemptuous of their pretences. Did it matter
that one relief-worker had been an aceountant and
another & labourer 7 They were both labourers now
They lived on their vanity, calling it "se].f—rapect’:
Tth.r refuged fo associate themselves with the -mma
Plaints of the rest, preferring to do without 3 sanitary

service, to do without showers, to sweat up the inclines

of the canal pushing barrows loaded with 8evem
of sand rather than admit, even to thamseiwzm?hilf
they had a grievance in common with the pru]r:t;:iat !
And men like that dominated the CAmp commitiee
the supposititiously elected body that the super:
in#:ndeqt had Brought into existence to provide the
fmp with 4 means of voicing its grievances. Half
theit grievances the committee refused to state |
Thers was trouble Dbrewing over the committes. . _ |
Grm;p trudged tiredly over the black sand with his
sompanions. As they reached the camp they fell
To enter the camp was like entering a squalid
The tents were erected in blocks and streets
® & city, and every tent was grey with an impregna-
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tion of the fine black sand. Little clouds of black
dust rose from their feet as they moved aleng.  Before
the entrances of the tents were the piled ashes of the
conking fires, from some of which thin eurls of smoke
arcse,  Scattered about on the ground near the ash-
piles, or hanging on stakes driven into the sand, were
blackened billy-cans and Irying-pans, kerosene-tin
buckets, pannikins, and whatnot, Despite the advanced
winter, and the cooling evening, the fly swarms lLn-
gered, crawling about sluggishly. Here and there
men were re-lighting the fires preparatory to cooking
the evening meal

Geoom felt grateful for the armangement he had
made with Hart whereby whoever was not working
did the cooking. The camp worked in gangs of about
coven hundred men, Each gang worked for four days
then knocked off and another took its place, so that
although each man worked only four days in each
fortnight the weork went on continoously, except on
Sundays which were kept holy. Hurt was in a dil-
ferent gang.

Reaching his tent, he nodded to Hart, who was
peeling potatoes for their meal, and entered the tent.
The bunk, made of sacking and grecn poles, creaked
as he lay down. His limbe ached with fatigue, He
began to think of Cynthia in an apathetic way. The
years he had spent with her seemed almost infinitely
remote, but his resentment against her secmed to have
burned itself out. . . .

When Hart told him the meal was ready he dragged
himself from his bunk and ate enormously despite his
fatigue. Then he went back 1o his bunk and presently
fell asleep.

The brazen clamour of & great gong summoned him
to werk again in the morning.
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&

From all over the camp men conve 1
open space between the camp and the mw%th:
big fire had been lit and its ruddy glare illomined their
sullen faces. By the fire was a stump upon which an
nmlmr was monnted, addressing the crowd,

“. . . What's the uge of & camp committee if they
won't do what we want ! They tell us we can’t do
anything about it, comrades, because there's no
machinery for sacking the committee. No machinery [
—the orator spat angnly and contemptuously. “We
elected the bloody commitiee, didn't we? . . "

The flamies of the fire flickered as they were fanned
by a newly-awakened breeze, and to the nostrils of
th:: crowd was boroe the smell of the latrines. Men
g;n.n}ﬁ:m:d. A [::w cursed.

"There it is!" shouted the orator. “Every ni
when the wind comes up the whole Emprs_'r' [r:lulﬂ‘é
with it! .. ."

The speaker went on, working himself into a fury.
There were shouts and interjections.  Men heaped
wood on the fire till the flames leapt ten feet into the
air, and, attracted by the red glare, more men wan-
dered feom the city of tents to swell the sullen crowd
at the meeting-place,

The angry orator said that the camp commitiee
had received instructions to complain of the latrines
to the Minister for Works and Unemployment who, a
few Iiﬂj."ﬂ previously, had wisited the camp. 'I:he
committee had not done so beeause they had deemed
the matter too delicate to broach, The Minister
might have been shocked by being reminded that men
had to ! And eat in the bloody smell of it |
The committee was nothing but a bunch of supe's




258 UPSURGE UPSURGE 250
toadies. There wasn't & man of real working-class The ex-stevedore glowered and stood for a moment
origin om it. ahutely, holding the handles of the barrow, At

he lowered them and took up his shovel again.
was no sustenance for any man discharged from
gef camp. The relief workers muttered and cursed
. Baskerville, but they loaded their barrows
spyven shovels of sand.
Peter Groom asked resentfully © “How much deeper
“ r i
egpven feet, silvertzil” said the ganger, grinning.
eeat on with it 1"
" That night a meeting of the relief-workers declared
camp committee dissolved, and in its place
inted a “council of action” composed of twelve
of whom the leader, an ex-steel-moulder named
nas McClintock, and theee others, Harry Giles, an
mason, Jack Fullerton, an ex-mechanic, and
iam Gruder, an ex-ghearer, were Communists,
Om the following moming the council of action, at
head of two or three hundred men who were fiot
the working gang, went to the assembly tent
jacent to the administrative offices which had been
ided for the use of the camp committes and took
wsession of it. Some of the committee-men were in
tent.
el fintock E-Eid.: “EIEII'I'I'E o, 1":“-1 bm.'-s' t'J“iE-‘u
out! This camp is going to be run by the rank
file from now on.”
he president of the deposed committee, calling to
all the dignity he had acquired in the course of
wenty years in company secretaryships, cried out
thit it was an outrage. But McClintock and his com-
ons advanced threateningly into the tent, and,
Baring rough handling, the committee-men got out
WELIpits tely. Casting his dignity to the winds,

", . . they make representations. Representations|
They go to the supe and say : “Yes, sir,” and "No, sir,!
and come back and tell us we're being unreasomahie |
Some of oor complaints are never made at all—like
our demand for a sanitary service, Will they com.
plain that loading barrows with seven shovels of sand
and pushing them up those bloody slopes i3 work no
man can do for eight hours a day 7 Will they demand
that showers are put up ? We didn't put this camp
on fine black sand. We didn't choose a spot where
it's impossible for any man to keep clean. . . "
When the speaker became hoarse another took his

place.
3

The relief workers muttered as they drove their
shovels into the yellow sand and wheeled their barrows
up the inclines, The sand was being dug on 2 level
twenty feet below the embankments on to which it
had to be dumped ; the plank-paths laid on the slopes
for the wheel-barrows were sixty and seventy and
eighty yards long.

A sturdy, grim-visaged ex-stevedore said to the
ganger : “It’s too much for a man ! I'll be shot if I
take up another with seven in it 1"

He heaped five good shovels of sand on to his wheel
parrow and stooped to the handles The ganger
placed himself in the path of the barrow. His eyes
were filled with a cold, threatening glare.

“Y¥ou doen't take any empty barrows out of here™
he said. “Load that barrow or go and take your
time. Any man here who doesn’t care to load his
barrow can take his time," he added, raising his voice,
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g number of malcentents in this camp who imagine
‘s gnly necessary to pass a resolution at a meeting
some minority faction to upset all constitutional
warity. You object te the committee becanse it
¢ give expression to the views of a few extremists.

the president scrambled out under the canvag
wall.

Then McChintock, with Giles, Fullerton, and Gruder,
went to the superintendent and demanded that
shower-baths and @ properly organized sanitary
gervice be intalled in the camp.. may as well understand the position once and for

W hese Tequests,” said the superintendent, “have " 'rhe committee was elected three months age for
already been made by the camp vommittee. They ' i T of twelve months, and as far as [ am con-
were referred to Perth and you've had an answer, . the committee is the only body competent to
The government is willing o provide the materials for on behalf of the men until it resigns or its term
the comstruction of showers if you are witling to erect 2 ™ e
them at your own cost and in your own time. As for
the sanitary service—if you want it you'll have ta
organize it yoursclves and provide the material your-
gelves, The government has no suitable material
availahle since all existing pan sefvices are conducted
by local authorities.”

vWe're in this camp under constraint,” said McClins
tock, "amd it's the government's job te make it
habitable, not ours. We didn’t ask to come here ;
we were sent here.  We were told that we could come
here or starve. We . .. ]
“T'm not going to listen to you,” the superintendent
replied.  "The camp committee was created for the
of intercourse between the camp anthorities

and you men If the committee has any | :

= that's your last word . . " began McClintock.
CSThat's my last word.”

Wl you discuss the loading of barrows ¥ Seven
ey Iz is too much to wheel up the slopes. All
t the stronpest of us . _ .~
won't discuss that or any other question,”
ered the superintendent.

4

[punted on the stump of a jarrah tree and thrown
rélief by the red light of the fire, McClintock
gerd sixteen hundred relief-workers.
. and if a man refuses to load seven showvels
. her #old he can take his time. He knows what that
representalions 1o make Il listen, but T'm not goang:s gtarvation, or something mighty near it
to discuss an],rth:ng with individuals.” ten, comrades, the government Can refuse HI.I-B'I'
McClintoek said © "'The camp committee's no longer: e to one man whe's sacked from a reliel camp
in existence. [t wouldn't observe the wishes of : o 8 dozen men, but it daren't refuse a Lhnmnd'
rank and file so it was dissolved, We're not hiere wirow we'll all refuse to load more than ﬁvé
individuals but as the duly clected representatives of and if any man’s sacked we'll use a weapon
the workers in this camp.” argument that we haven't used yet. The
The seperintendent frowned, - atendent refuses to discuss the matter with us ;
“I know all alksout th.ﬂt,“ he rﬂmi.ﬂ'[ﬁd-. "There LI T il won't I'E[:I-I_',l' to onr tﬁlfgtmm: hu;
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they'll talk turkey when we use direct action, Tf wa
can't get satisfaction from the supe we'll get it from
the fountain-head of oppression in Perth. "'We'll wall
out in mass, We'll march cut in mass, as an organized
army of wictims of the class-war. We'll march og
Wilmot and billet on the town till the government
provides us with a train to take us to Perth, Angd
when we reach Perth we'll march to the Treasury,
still as an army, and demand the right to live not 4
glaves but as men ! 1 niad
Peter Groom was conscious of a growing tenseness,
The Swﬂkﬂf fell silent and for a moment the cm i 3
about him, too, wae silent. Then some mass restraint’
snapped and a deep-throated roar of approval went
wp. The young idler felt a wave of reckless elation
gweep over him. . . . '
When the gong clanged in the momning he tumed
out eagerly. The sense of elation was still apon him.
As he joined the others making their way to 8
excavation he was surprised at their grim and unsmiling
The ganger, Baskerville, said: "I'm told there's
trouble brewing among you fellers.  You may as well
know where you stand before you start. The mam
that don't load his wheel-barrow’s going to take his
time, as I've told you before, And if none of you
load your barrows, as I'm told you've planned, youll
all take your time, There's going to be no job-control
in this camp, so get on with it 1" 2
The men heard him in silence, and when he had
finished went grimly to where their various be W
stood, Groom loaded his barrow with five shovels of
sand, and stooped to the handles. The voice of
ganger tang out sharply
“Sgven shovels, silvertail [
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sGet—— 1" he answered between his teeth and
" In two strides the ganger reached him, caoght him
the arm and wrenched him round. The bamow
gipped and the yellow sand spilled out.

“rpjd you hear what I said ¢ Fill your barrow or
N time I

“Fjve shovels is enough for any man to wheel cut,”

n retocted, glaring into the eyes of the ganger,
're not satisfied with that [ el take my time.*

“ff you're not satisfied with that we'll all take our
time, Baskerville I said a man nearby.

* There was an angry chorus of ; “Yes!"
mopit yourselves,” said the ganger grimly. “Take
my orders or take your time I

* The relief-workers flung down their shovels and
| dimbed out of the excavation, and along the three
of excavation upon which work was being done
colloquies were followed by similar con-
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ared, a fat and pompous grucer, trying desper-
s to impose dignity upon his apprehension. He

1t i¢ the meaning of this invasion "

intock explained, and added: “TF you hawve
influence with the government you'd better use it
ot us that train quickly. In the meantime you'll
find billets for us."

gte 7 cried the chairman. “It's impossible,
leks? There are twice as many of you as the
il 0 ﬂi u'!E mwﬂ-!“

mtock laughed.

don't mean private billets.” he said,

¢ pould sleep in the town hall, the churches, and
Idings on the Agricultural Show Ground. They
e moncy, and what provender they needed
ould buy. I no train was made available before
‘money ran cut, however, the town would have
ide them with food.

chairman agreed, becanss he could do nothing

CHAPTER THIRTY

1

rebellious outcasts, unwashed and unshaven,
who marched in column of four along the sandy track ]
that wound through the thin forest of jarrah between
the Brideways River relief camp and the township of
Wilmot. With them marched the young idler, Peter
Groom. From somewhere & number of red flags had
been obtained and these were bome aloft at the head
of the procession. As they marched they sang the
songs of the revalution. ¥
When the citizens of Wilmot saw the column
approaching they digplayed every sign of panig;
Many of the shopkeepers hastily closed their doors.
The police ran out and strung themselves in open order.
arross the madin street, and when the column drew
near raised their hands asa signal to halt. The lea ders
halted, but the men in the rear thought they were
being arrested and began to shout threateningly. The . .
guarter-mile long column broke and surged forward, oe it at the other end 1"
ing in a crowd across the street. The six police he morning heavy police reinf T i
found themselves in danger of being surrounded by s+ of journalists arvived from the capital. Never
the angry reliel-workers. ) 3 many police been seen in the strects. The
But the police were concerned only with preventing ts went about amongst the G
trowhle, A colloquy ensued with the leaders. McClin ef-workers, questioning and pmipbm:'upgh and
tock said that they proposed to hillet on the town the afternoon and evening the tﬁltg'ra.pla fines
until the government saw fit to provide them will re 50 burdened with press and official messages that
transport to the capital, and asked to see the chaif business was delayed. The messages were
man of the local authority. Presently the chairmi tie, yet the relief-workers were quict and orderly.

iy

TH'E dust rose from the feet of gixteen hundred

" his lieutenants, McClintock repaired to the
office and sent a long telegram to the Premier.
the postal clerk asked for payment, he said
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Their orderliness, however, was regarded as mare
ominous than rioting, and there was relief in the town Wilmot
when it was known that a special traim was om g;m:-t patinted izite & compartmest. Ong
the way- | #h clothes pﬂ]iCE nnlocked it and ﬂrlgged :::I. a
= - ho was passed back to other police,
SO S!hﬂﬂ‘tﬂﬂ.: ‘ﬂTh'B}rITE H.I.Tﬂting I.ht_- Eﬂ'l.u:l.ﬂl] r"
m deew in his head and looked in a startled
~at McClintock and Gruder. The former was
dy on his feet.
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ghree burly police in plain clothes and the sergeant

i :H—

In the cold early morning drizzle Groom crowded
into a compartment with eleven other men, fwo of
whom were MeClintock and Gruder.  The train started

and gathered speed, driving through the cold mist of : : : ;
rain, Many of the relief-workers had had nothing to e re arresting the council.  Quick ! The ather
eat for the rain had made it difficult to cook in the ! leader tried it.

open air,  They looked forward to a stop at a refreshs
ment station, and hot tea and coffee, pies and scones. |
But the train ran through all stations, blowing lo gz
blasts on the whistle and maintaining speed. 3
“They're giving us a non-stop run,” McClintock
remarloed. |
The countryside hid behind a grey veil of rain, b it
despite the rain the platforms & rouls Were crowceds
with country-folk, with sgricultural workers
cheered the “Brideways River Army" as the apecis
passed, Some of the platforms displayed red flags. e " :
It was cold, but there was a warm fug in the coms hi Eﬁuwgn::jmd?ﬁﬂﬁ}#nt k inaui
partment. The grey wveil of rain stretched over the “Travelling without tickets,” an:l-::edm’r_?::lm'
countryside withouat end. | -gﬁri. "Come on 1 1 ather
At twao o'clock in the afternoon the train drew in o Seve sl travelling without tickets I & )
Fast Perth, a station short of the capital, and stoppeds xelaimed
Groom, sitting by a window, dropped the prote ing - ;
glass and thrust out his head and gasped. A ity man gave him a glance, but made
The platform swarmed with police. The police - : — . .
who had been sent from Perth to Wilmot as reinforos R e EL": R S M i oand
ments were pouring out of the van at the rear of the coming,” said Httlint;cgkyzzi:ﬁt f
train. A guard came quickly along the train, JoCAE ‘stepped out on to the platform and dhea d
the doors of the compartments, and behind him cume d the ranks of uniformed police. The ﬁgﬂmt

Jocked,” he said between his teeth.

# a window, thrust out his head, then

w it and looked round scowling.

0o use. There are police on that side, too."™

sompartment darkened a little as the sergeant

l clothes men appearcd at the windows.
in, the sergeant perceived MeClintock and

up:l said something to his companions, A

-ﬂul?ﬂman-npenedthadmrandbmkmad to

o leaders.

g
il
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and plain clothes men went on, leaving the compart. x Army gathered pitifully in the rain, a leaderless
ment door unlocked behind them. unemployed, A cordon of Dty
The stationary train jerked suddenly and shuddered 4 them, cutting them in half. UH” EHDPEEI shi
with a series of heavy shocks. Throughout its length : -4 one way, half the other. The police 4
sounded the crashing and clanging of colliding huffers, fike cattle in a drafting-yard, mmmgh'"dﬂ
There was a clank of couplings being thrown back, of them into lanes or side streets, :
then a chufi-chuffing of steam from the engine as it ing them, harrying
moved away from the carriages. to the skin and almost i with umfliation
From the platform came shouts of : “Allout! The rage, Peter CrO0Mm Hl'.‘a'p-edI ki
train's not going any further I eat out for the rooms of his friend, Noel Manning.
Groom got out.  The relief-workers were SWarmin - « of nowhere else togo.  His it s
out of the train, and the palice, in their long, caped & the police and was not unmixed with amaze-
great-coats, were hustling them off the platform. Men The poiice, whom he had 1 koo
were dashing back to their -I'.ﬂ'l:l:'LpﬂIhIll:ﬂu for -'7. ians of his rights and .Fln ileges, he saw through
baggage with palice at their hecls. Men were Stugs rage 2s hired bravoes, as churlish bullies, as the
into ragged overcoats to protect themselves agad 3t of an oppressive tyranny that i hitweie
the rain. Men were CArTying Swags, bundles of 1 the least right he thought to possess,
clothing, billy-cans, frying-pans. All were being husthed d and angry, he hurried through the rain. His
through the station by the police. v took him past the central railway station. He
Groom had barely time to grasp the import of the ' police dispersing a crowd that had gathered to
scene before a constable shouted at him | the Brideways River men. Some arrested
“Come on | Get going ! Den't stand there gaping I* s being bundled into motor-cars, Lying in a
He went hurriedly back inte his compartment is was & red banner which bore the hammer and
the grip of a sudden panic. Half & dozen men reached of the Communist party and looked a3 though
for the luggage on the overhead racks and uwnder thi been trampled underfoot
geats al once. _
“Hurry up,” the constable said grimly from th
doorway. _
“We're coming.” Groom answered. “Can’t you s
we're coming ?™
Laden with his belongings, he stumbled on 1o 166
platform again, and seemed to run & gauntlet of police
all shouldering him, pushing him this way and thai
through the barriers on to the street.
In the street outside the station the Brid

o
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ind she was hungry | she had had nothing to eat
sooe 2 slice of toast with a cup of tea in the early
ng. A month had elapsed gince she joined the
. and it was not easy—trying to do her work as
an collector—she was not really an organizer, she
pght—as well as the little odd jobs that Riley and
gelove heaped upon her. Nevertheless, she felt a
prowd of being a member of the Party.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

I

OLTHIMNG her umbrella over her head, Theodo
hurried back to the headquarters of the
munist party. She was cold and hungry. She had
been waiting outside the station with Riley and Ma in -
Peacelove since one o'clock,  No one had known what! The State Parliament Began sitting at four in the
time the train would get in. The railway officials had’ fternoon, and sat, as a rule, till fairly late at night.
been instructed net to give any information.  Cold) Lk ten o'clock the Premier was informed that a deputa-
driving rain | . . . The police, beasts | . . . But even from the Brideways River men wanted to see
if the police had not brought off that unexpected coup He was net surprised, for a few minutes earlier
at East Perth, the demonstration that had bees ud received a telephone message from the Trades
planned would have been ruined by the rain. nforming him that the deputation was on its
Arriving at her destination, she found Riley and The deputation comprised twenty men; he
Peacelove, from whom she had been separated in the to see three of them, and McClintock, Giles and
breaking-up of the crowd, already there with Peacss der, who had been released on bail, were therefore
love's wite, Anna, and several others. They made nge
atternpt to hide their chagrin at the debacle. ’

] can only give you five minutes,” the Premier

"Hawve you heard anything ™ Theodora  as .-‘f frowning, “'so say what you have to say as briefly
shaking the water from her umbrella. i 5 possible.”

“They arrested the leaders,”" Peacclove said. : conned over the phrases of his answer while
we'll get them cut. The men must be got togethes tock spoke | he had spent the last ten minutes
again or everything that's been done will go fo o arranging them. When the Brideways River
nothing. See Olive Curnow, comrade, and tell hes _hﬂ finished, he said :
she's to arrange for the Trades Hall for a meeting government will discuss the conditions at the
to-night, Then come back unless your own works River camp with the appointed repre-
pressing.  We're getting out a special isspe of ¢ s of the men when, and only when, the men
Red Star”" | mmed and resumed work under existing con-

Theodora nodded and went out. She would haw - There is a train back at nine o'clock ¢m
to forgo the lunch she had been looking | MOTTIng. Passes will bt made awvailahle for

ara
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that train, and until then meal and bed tickets wil} )
be issued by the government. They will be issued, 3

however, on the express understanding that you retum
to Brideways by that train, and your acceptance will
be assemed to mean acceptance of the government's
terms."

The deputation returned to the Trades Hall and
informed the men of the Premier's answer,

“We've got what we wanted, comrades,” MeClin-
tock said. ''The government doesn't dare let ug
starve. We're not going back. The Premier knows « rageed felt hat pulled low on his face. She
we're not going back except on our own Terms, but i at him in astonishment.
he's got to presere his face, We'll see on Monday ; wtar | Pﬂtﬂr{;rmml
how much he likes the idea of sixieen hundred lo, Theodora,” he seid, grinning in a pathetic
organized men starving. ., "

But on Monday atm'ﬂmidda}r when the men applied
for further meal and bed tickets, none were forth-
coming, and the men's leaders were informed by an
official of the Trades Hall that they would not be
permitted to meet there again. The evening press:

said :

after gpeaker mounted the rostrum. The

. in size. Five thoosand, six thousand,
. thougand people massed on the greem, tree-
4 reserve by the river. Here and there red
ers fmttered.

“an eddy of the crowd Theodora bumped against
! FﬂuﬂE’ man in ﬂhﬁhb}?, work-stained -Elﬂth‘ﬂ,

:
B
-

.whntl!!'ﬁ"EIJ - & .”

fell 7" he queried. ""Whatever's reduced me to
ppdition.  Is that what you mean

hat's happened 1" ghe cried.

; e turned their heads.

m one of the Brideways River men."

BRIDEWAYS RIVER MEN BREAK PROMIZE TO!
RETURKN.

GOVERNMENT STANDS FIRM.

g, bt this izn't the time to talk abeut it. Where

find you, Theodora ! Are you still working at

'i jpl“‘

m &t the wnion office,” she answered wealdly.

t are you doing here 3"

That night there was a conference hct?rm e
Brideways River leaders and Perth Communisis, 45 385
outcome of which notices were chalked duting thes
night at intervals of about two hundred yards alongs .
every footpath in the city. The notices annoncec .. . T'm interested. That's all.”
a meeting of Brideways River men, unemployed, and inned again in the same pathetic way,
E?]ﬂpalhm| on th'.".. Eﬁplﬂﬂﬁdﬁ TESETVIE af noom OR 1. b,:rl riiﬁtigmgwyﬂ;’rﬂ mjy:irﬂg:ﬁ:m;tcd-“

ing day- grin faded and his BCAME & itter.
—— Vell, 30 am 1. ¥
-
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There was i SUFEING MOVEMEL
red banners moved together.
from the rostrum

“Come on, Comrades | The eold formation | We're
going to search to the Treasury. . - -

A cheer like the roar of a waterfall went wp, and
the banners, in ranks, moved slowly forward. Behind
the banmers 4 broad column of men began to draw
out of the crowd like 4 colossal snake from the pile of
itz own coils,

“Stay with me," Peter Groom g3id, clutohing
Theodora's arm. “You shouldr't be in this, you
know. There's going ko be trouble."

She nodded, conscious of an ppwelling excitement
that made her heart thump. Slie moved forward at
Groom's side, borne aleng by the irresistible current
of the crowd. . .

¢ i the crowd. The
McClintack shoited

4

A small knot of police under the charge of a burly
inspector waited alertly on the broad steps of the
Treasury Building. There were no other uniforms
in sight. The little jmot waited ag the unemployed
advanced—a broad ¢olumn marching along the centre
of the strest bearing aloft their red flags, flanking
columns streaming along the footpaths on either side
and overflowing them into the gutters. At last the
nnemiployed halted befors the Treasary Building, and
their leaders advanced, The koot of police stepped
forward to meet them.
‘where do you think you're EOINE
inquired grimly,
"We're going to see the Premier,” one of the men
answered.

1" the inspector
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"iﬁl‘n you're not,"
"I said ; we're going fo see the Premier,"
lhﬁ leader deliberately. “Stand :sfdn ™ i
ME-:HEI them," said the inspector to his subordin-
Rey maoved forward briskly.
e man Gruder, one of the several le
g i aders, sh -
Pstan_d firrm, v:?-m:ade&. We're going to s:n:tet?'.é
remier, and we've got thousands behind s 1
A weak cheer went op from the unemployed
w‘]‘hﬂ inspector’s eyes glittered and his Jipﬂ-.cmied
k a little from his teeth. He took a step forward
ﬁvw;:-!ﬁ aﬁgtth!: weight of his great frame behind it,
& his i :
uove B into Gruder's face. The man stumbled
For -am instant there was
i an astounded silenc
1_h.gnt, beginning as a murmr, like a u:i.1'.=|.’:z||.1ﬂ;;1 flood .
g:a”‘:,ﬂ of rage went up from the unemployed. :!i
e e moment police whistles shrilled strident!
; om every gate and alleyway in the 'h"i.f.i.'l:li%:'
f:i ice appeared. Foot-police appeared with their
ons gripped purposefully, and there was a cla
qnffbe hoofs of troopers” horses. i
_Iﬂrtraélll" someone shonted,
£a " s i
iy em up |" said the inspector, and the police
The next moment the street
. : wad filled with shouti
Hrugg!:j:g memployed and police. A p-a:El.m}h:ii
tmnfe A e ;-EE gtave wau.l].r beneath the press, and men
rom the fallen len f i
m:e.a WEAPONS, ‘\'p']]is-tlv.ﬁs shriiled %ﬂmﬂmﬁuﬁ
; nnmmu rumning, Nearby the road was up for
*mth“ la. watermain, and beside the excavation lu
- p of diorite and lumps of concrete and 'bitume:::
2 moment the air was thick with a hail of Aying
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stones. Thestreet echoed with shouts, Curses, screams,
and cries of rage and pain and fear.

Yet more police reinforcements arrived, and, work-
iﬂﬁtﬂﬂpf&h,d&‘ﬂ.ﬁﬂﬂ.i}ﬂﬂﬂfﬂfﬂi!ﬂ:mm
before the Treasury steps. Tmopers formed up
quickly in the space and charged the crowd. The
unemployed went down before the horses. A flying
stone struck a trooper on the temple and he rolled
out of his saddle, Others werz dragged from their
hotses. But the troopers reformed @nd charged
again. Each time they charged they cleared a further
few yards, Under the shock of the charges those who
were unhurt began to struggle to get away, to break
through the jam of humanity behind. The crowd
sarged and swayed like a wonnded thing that. cried
out in its death agoniss.

With Theodora beside him, Peter Groom was fung
this way and that by the convulsions of the crowd
ihe a sadden chip in & torrent. Suddenly, the crowd
in front of him seemed to melt away. A trooper.
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.gwera_l others, were placed on stretchers and
pd in an ambulance to the Perth Public

I the n?uantipm. and throughout the day, the police
 quelling minot riots all over the cify,

Iike a wall. Desperately Groom swung the girl behind
him, with his eve on the trooper. The crowd thrust
him forward against the legs of the troopet’s horse,
The man swung up his baton. Groom ducked and
felt in his hair the wind of the baton as it 2
And in his ears sounded a dull crunch. Theodora
crumpled up at his feet. The murderous devil, he
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nd she’s suffering from a fractured skull. Theodora

At I exclaimed Riddle, sitting upright with a

{82 1 LY
o thought you'd be interested,” the chemist ob-
served calmly. “Her name's on the danger list. She
v mot live."
+ i heavens " exclaimed Riddle in a whisper,
he police, of course, were only doing thear duty,"”
¢he chemist. "In times like these the police
more than erdinarily difficult task to perform,
remarkable that under the stress of provocs-
they're sometimes a little rough in the exercise
duty."”
magistramthmstbackhjsdmi:mdspm:g tio
: eet.  His face was contorted,
* wpamn you, John I" he cried. “That's rubbing it
§n. I'm going to see her.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
T

THE magistrate James Riddle learned of the rioy
and the arrests as he sat in chambers. That
meant that John Graham would be round before the
afternoon was out. If the police opposed bail, he
thought, he wouldn't grant it.

Graham arrived about four.  The still, ironical smile:
that hoversd as & rile on his lips was missing. With
him came a constable with the bail bonds. The police
did not oppose bail. Riddle signed the bonds impa-
tientky, ]

HEL'I: time an affair of this sort occurs,” he said
severely, 'T'm going to consider refusing bail in my
own discretion. Al these agitator friends of yours:
kmow that when they're arrested they’ll be released
again almost within the hour. If they didn't hav S
that kmowledge they might be less disposed to create yuldn’t have any visitors. Riddle searched in
disturbances. Thirty-cight bonds " . gis pocket and found a card.

“Thirty-eight,” Graham agreed. "There are four 1" said the orderly. "l beg your pardon, sir.
more to whom bail wouldn't be much wse.” _ 1 wait a moment ['ll see the C.M.0."

“What do you mean 7" Riddle inquired, ently the magistrate was admitted, and the

He handed the bonds to the comstable and signed Medical Officer himself conducted him to where
to him to go. i lay.

“Thepe were fourteen taken to the hospital” the stood at the bedside and looked down at her.
chemist said grimly. "Ten of them were released 1 was swathed in bandages. Her lips were
after treatment, but four were badly hurt. LI She breathed slowly, stertorously, heavily.
them, it may interest you to know, isa friend of yours SWill she live 2"

She got a crack over the head with a trooper's baton, she has a chance," the doctor answered.

L]

2

sdora Luddon 7 The orderly at the hospital
his head. She was on the danger list, he said,
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eral of the ordinary police wore bandages, The
‘had not had it all their own way, it seemed.

e accused were charged separately or in batches,

2 Peacelove, charged with unlawfully addressing

wil : Herbert Smith and William Gruder, charged

it assaulting the police and resisting arrest ; Thomas
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Riddle swallowed, fighting his emotion,
“She musta't die,” he said. “Ewverything that can
be done for her must be done, Do you understand 2
Everything 17
"’Tnllr]eru ?'s. nothing we can do tha‘;qha:!l't already
one,’ replied the doctor. "Nothing can be 1 .
Eﬁ ii thezs cL:s-. There's & blood clot pressing on (] mtock, cha.r_ge% wqth &dl:fra:ssu:!g & crowd ; 5?,,,_.@
the brain. If it clears away she'll live, if it doesn't 1 _.!;hi-l'gﬂﬁ with incitement to ‘i".l.-llhl.El'H'_‘nE and resisting
she'll die." ' e mzater Emmﬁnﬁ:& mé:h EIS$T.'|J-H.'-IIIE the
ving orders that he was to be notified imme > resisting a . er Groom | . .,
diitﬁ}r n% any change in the girl's condition, Riddle Peter Groom ! cried the usher, and Groom mounted
went home, But he could think of nothing but e to the dock.
Theodora. At last, afraid that his orders might be® ddle stared uqd frowned. Hnw had the young
gverlooked or disregarded, he rang up the hospital gome to be mixed up in .ﬂ“E? The young idler
“There is no change,” he was informed. B d back defiantly, with his head held high, and
He rang up again in the moming and received th - moment the magstrate !:tll:i'l:l.d. himself :llaten:rg to
answer : “There is no change,”' ount of the events hﬂ.dlﬂ;g to the Etnlﬂ:l‘bg dowmn
T gdora Luddon. A troopér accosed Groom of
3 attempted to pull him from his horse. Groom

The charges arising out of the nots were listed or
hearing. The public e::dlmu;eh in t:eg l:‘:i?:ﬁ .

wiled with unem : 2 T op
ﬁtiw oyEs upon ]Jiprl:a.s. in & huosh, ke took hiss ated in his answer. ; _
on the bench, and hizs own eyes roved ower e that question,” the magistrate ordered.
grimly. It was because of that miserable, maloda 0 . u:l-ren the accused tried to dt:a.g me
rabble, he thought, that Theodora lay between i worship, ﬂ.Jfﬂ trooper said, licking his lips,
and death, . ed a -l.‘.t‘at.:k at 'im mﬂi_mF hﬂ'mn _Hf, diucked

He tried to forget Theodora and concentrate on the it a 5.1.1'1 who was standing behind him, Tt was
procedure of the court, but could not. : nt.

Some of the accused wore plaster on their faces, o8
bandages round their heads, or both. T]I:m!.r £l
up an image of the girl lying in the hospital bed ;
her head swathed in lint. There were some LCCORES
in court, and one of them wore his arm 10 8 S0

smash a girl's head in with your baton 2™
g that he was like to choke, Riddle gazed at
trooper. The man Ipoked émbirrassed, and

girl's skull was fractured 1" exclaimed Groom.
on the danger list. 5he may die. Then you
me out with your baton,' he said, glaring at
er. “Dhidn't you? Didn’t you #*
i resisted arrest,” said the trooper.
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Riddle gazed at the trooper, unable to trest himeelf
to speak.
The prosecuting sergeant interposed : “The mattep
of the girl may be the subject of a special inguiry,
your worship. It has no bearing on the offence witly
which this man is charged, and it can't be advanced
as an extenuating circumstance becanse it ha
afterwards not before he tried to pull the trooper off
his horse.””
Riddle made an effort and said quietly: “I . . |
understand, sergeant.” In the same quiet wvoice he
said to Groom : “You will confing yoursell to ques.
tions which have a direct bearing on the offence with
which you are charged.” ' He went to the privy then resurned his seat in court,
“l haven't any questions then,” said Groom. The cases dragged on through the day, and the
A plain-clothes constable entered the witnessbox mext day, bt towards the end of the second day he
and said that he had seen Groom try to pall the 1: “Decision reserved’' in the last ease.
trooper from his horse. Groom questioned him :m.gn.‘l H'm.g court  will delwer its decision at ten-thirty
then gave evidence himself, He said mdignanthy: : sw morning.”

“It's & pack of les | T didn’t tooch the man, or try P " For the tenth or the twentieth time he rang up the
to touwch him. Miss Luddon was with me—standing ital : Theodora was the same, He received the
behind me. It was the murderons blow the trooper - answer when he rang late at night, but early on
aimed at me that struck her. . . " ay morning a nurse answered the telephone and

“T don't want to hear about that," said the magis mid cheerfully -
trate in a hard, calm voice. "It has nothing to do " think she must be better, I don't see her name
with the case. You heard what the sergeant sajd * on the danger-list, If youw'll held on Il inquire,”

There was a murmur from the back of the com _;'-_, " The magistrate waited. The nurse seemed to be

insistent and angry. A voice cried : “Shame ! 2 1 a long time, but he heard her veice again at
there was a sibilant hissing. Riddle's self-contral

UPSURGE 283

f sa) 7 gemanded the young man. "I can only deny
24 T tried to pull the trooper off his horse 1
‘?H_F “H the I"

« reserved his decision. He had reserved it in all
He would deliver them all at once at the end of
Pm.:gedinga. He rose abruptly, snable to contain

Hm,: court will adjourn for five minotes.”
“Thﬂ Lotd of the Urinal 1" someone in the enclosure
q goftly as he went out, and an unpleasant titter

" his chambers Riddle rang up the hospital.
“There iz no change,” came the voice over the wire.

snapped. ) *I'm sorry,” she said. "l made & mistake. The

"Silence 1" he shouted. "Silence ! If there's anothe patient died at half-past four this morning. That's
sound from the back of the court I'll have the enclosare ber name was crossed ofi the list. She didn’t
gleared ! . . . Have you got anything else to say £ R ——

he barked at Groom.
*1f 1'm not allowed to mention the girl, what can:
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oL you will be senfenced to nine months
. anpisonment with hard labour [

T made you a promise once,"’ said Riley, clenching
his hands. “You know what it was, and it still holds
:-_:.l ; E"

¥ The magistrate rose sbruptly, pushing back his
heavy chair.

- #The coart will adjourn for five minntes.”

He had to steady himself against the wall of the

."' R

Promptly at half-past ten Riddle took his seat on
the bench. The police and lawyers in the court com-
mented in whispers npon his appearance. His fage
looked drawn and old. When be spoke his voice
trembled, He said:

** As always in cases arising out of public disturbances,
accusations of brutality are made against the police.
T have called attention to this before, and what I have.
zaid before | say again now. When disturbances occur
it is the duty of the police to quell them. Someti
the police have to be brutal to do their duty,
this js particularly true in cases where crowds
incited by professional agitators to violence, . .

"In two cases I find that there is insufhcient evidence.
to warrant convictions, In all other cases I find the

5
Mrs. Blundel wrote to her daughter Cynthia :

My darling, I dom'l fmow how fo express my
pympatky for you. To his misdeeds yowr worthless
Hrishand has now added the desgrace and husiliation
of getting wrixed wh in en wnemplived piod and
being gent fo gaol. Oh, my dear, what can [ say ?

I:h"IPEE ulIGt.ar}r.. o This i3 too much ! You miusin'l hesilale any longer.,
“Jogeph William Symonds. . . . You wesest divores hom, T was against my advice
g e PRl oy dhat you cver mayried fim, bl you weeg S0 insestend,

thinking you Fnew beiler tham your mother, and
erer since you've reprefied it He couldn't be true
fo you, and wrow @ appears thal he has so far for-
gotten lis class and upbringing as fo idwow in ks
ot with a ot of laxy wnemploved. He must be lost
to every tmpuise of decency and respectabilify. [
s sure all your friends in Perth wmust be falking
af nothing elze. I am sending you the newspaper
reports of the whole disgraceful affarr.  Oh, my
dear, ["'m so sorey for wou, the ferrible disgrace !
I'vg worittess 1o a private ingsiry ageni and ashed
deimi fo wrdle fo you, becawse you'll have fo have
definite evidence for a diworce.  Of cowrse, he'll

As Riddle named the accused he promounced their
sentences, The court gasped at their severity. |
“Peter Groom . . . one month's imprisonment
with hard labowrl . , ." |
Groom raised his hand and wiped away the sweat
that broks oot on his brow, A month’s 'iII:I.Pl'I'S-l:I 1met
with hard labour! . . .
“Steven Riley, . . ." N
Riley nodded grimly to Riddle, who looked back at
him with cold rage. In his grief it did not occur to
him that the Communist, too, was suffering. He
thought of him only as the man whose mfluence I d
brought Theodera to her death.
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Fapse fo wait fill Peler gets ont of gasl before he cam
do anything, but you ought 1o be abls fo pive jiim
sompeting to go on. I understand that before this
frotible Pefer actually wend into the Brideways River

relief camp and was wilh all those graceless scamps
whi smarched out. 've serd you cuitings abowd that,

ton, 50 I needn't write aboud it My darling Cynilia

I'm 5o sorry for you. Please write and tell me
what to do. If yow can anly get your fresdom from
Peler Groom and marry some decent man who will
Ewow kow fo freat you I shall be hapfy. o - . I

Peter! In a relief camp! In gaol! The startled
Cynthia threw down her mother's letter and ook up:
the cuttings. It was true | Her heart fiuttered in h:g‘
breast like a captive bird. Peter in a relicl camp, m!
gaol | As all that that implied was borne in upon her,
she burst into tears, She felt as though her heart
would break, It was her fault! She had left him.
destitute. . . .

And she loved him. She no longer sought to deceive.
herself. It was becanse she had loved him se om .
that she treated him so . , . to punish lam . . =
bring him back to her. She was overwhelmed by
remorse.  His faithlessness no longer seemed impos
tant. - . .

And her mother wanted ber to divorce him , . o
when he was in trouble, needing her. Her mother
1f it had not been for her mother she would ne
have dene it, it would all never have happened, th
the tears still streaming down her face she began ta
drag out her clothes and her cases. She was going

pack,

- Australian  de

EPILOGUE

: q!L‘I'EEIIIntjiJ:L the E:.mn year, at Berne, an international
4 conference of peasant and proletarian organiz
ng took place. A rr:lv-ulutiuna[:'}' upsurge in -_-1.-1:;
' ialized country of the world was remarked.
tes observed that even m
borm Anstralia, the least advanced of the Auwstral
‘Btates, there was a defnite revelutionary upsurge.
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