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PROLOGUE. 

It was a hlll in Sussex during the early spring 

of 1907, at dawn. A group of actors stood on the crest 

with Hellebore, while the others strolled down to a path 

which crossed the valley. On the right of the hill was 

the road leading'back to London, and waiting there at thits 

moment ware the four hackney carriages belonging to the 

company • The coachmen were gathered round the first 

carriage polishing wine-glasses and putting them on a 

large silver tray. 

Hellebore was wearing a black overcoat too big 

for him, and at his side, holding onto his trousers, stood 

s. c h1ld of about ten years. They were both looking down 

into the valley J a few feet from the other actors. Helle-

..... bore had thrown part of his overcoa t across the bOY's 

shoulders. 

The first morning wind was beginning to blow. 

Hellebore spoke to the chIld, glancing down s.t him,: 

"You were asleep, Edgar. We had to carry you 
. 

down to the cab." 

"Jeanne promised to wake me up, but she didn't, 
-

the bitch. Did you see her?tl the child asked, pouting. 

t'No, I only saw the Irish girl. Jeanne was still 
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asleep. How is she? II 

n·Oh, all right." 

IIHow are things at Monty Brane's1 11 

-
The child became instantly excited and gripped 

Hellebore's trousers harder as he spoke, his eyes wide: 
-
tlTwo of the ponies got something wrong with them, II 

he said. tI~B.e.y both we nt down together, and they had t.O 

be shot. If 

Hellebore hodGed, and they wa,to hed the valley below 

in silence. They stood close together, dreaming, while 

tb.e actors behind them talked and stamped their feet. At 

the back of the hill was darkness, and before them was 

light, increasing now. 

tlHave you been watching Jeanne lately?1I Hellebore 

asked the child. 

"Yes, but I dontt like trapeze work. 

me to try, but I don't like the w'ork. tt 

She wants 

flWell, they can't make you do it if you don't want 

t tf o. 

"Oh, Jeanne told me to tell you that people still 
.ktid 

talk about the Fins, '::(Edgar I 1 1 ! 3:i. sleepily. 

liDo they? I should never have thought so. U 

IIWhs.t was the F i os?" 
~, 

t1Your mother and I used to do a turn together. 

Did you try those stunts I showed you?" 
$ 

ttYe s, and I did them on my own. n 

"I'll come down and see you at it one day. I'll 

take you by surprise,1I Hellebore said. 
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"Are you going to take me away this summer?tI 
A 

tJWell, the show comes off in the first week of 
~ 

J un e, - I' 11 wr it e t 0 J ea nne abo u. tit. Donrt sweat on 

it.fI 

The child was silent for a moment, then added: 

t1 I heard Jes. nne say to Monty y au I re a rich man. 

Is it true?" 

"Yes, I'm richer than those two rOlled together. 

What were' you dOing listening?U 

"1 was next door. I heard them. tI 
-

UDon't call Jeanne a bitch, eittler .'1 
-

Hellebore pu.t his arm round the child t s shoulder 

and turned to a young actress standing near him. 

If Hear what he called Jeanne?" he a.sked her. 

II 0 h, 1 ex pec t he hear s worse then that. tt 
--
"Down at Monty Branets, you mean?" 
-
"Ye s • It 

Hellebore nodded: 

"They have to grow up earlll down there. 1I 

"Has he started properly yet?" the actress asked. 

t'N 0, not till hets turned fourteen. Then he t 11 

be like his dad." 

An actor came up from behind Hellebore and whispered 

to him: 

tlWell, you' can keep your dawns, Jack.1f 

Hellebore turned with a look of surprise, and laughed. 

"You tIl pull thr ough, If he sa id. "There's some 
= 

brandy coming. 11 

The coachmen brought the silver tray and glasses 
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to a stile at the foot of the hill, and when he saw them 

Hellebore walked down with the others. When the company 

was together again he filled the glasses with bra ndy and 

took the tray from one person to another. 

While the carriages were being turned round they 

stood drinking in silence, watching the dawn come up_ 

He llebors be nt down a nd gave Edgar a sip fr om his glass • 
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On the evening of Good Friday, 1920, Hellebore 

was due to meet Albert Lorraine 1n the foyer of the HS-tel 

de la Reine in the Rue de Rivoli. The foyer was a long 

hall with wicker chairs and palms on either side, and 

at the end there was a wide staircase leading up to the 

apartments. Albert Lorraine stood waiting at the foot 

of the staircase 1n his evening clothes. He glane,ed 

at his watch, then touched his hair lightly with the tips 

of his fingers. He was between fit,y and sixty years 

old, a small" plump man with a very pale face. 

tiny" delicate eyes and lips nervously pursed. 

He bad 

He walked back and glanced in at the lounge, 

where there were already thirty or forty people, most of 

them standing and talking together. 

foyer-wall chimed half-past seven. 

A. c lock on the 

Hellebore turned the corner of the first landing 

and waved to Lorraine. They smiled at each other. When 

he reached the foot of the ata ircase they shook ha nd s in 

silence, looking into each other's eyes. Lorraine took 

Hellebore's arm as they went towards the lounge, and 

as~ed him: 

flDid the journey pass quickly?" 

Hellebore was Shy, gazing down-at the c"arpet of 

the hall. 

"Yes, I enjoyed it, .Albert," he answered. 

Lorraine put his hand on his shoulder and wa lked 
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slower: 

"There are fifty people coming to night. t. 

Do I know a ny of' them?" 

f'you know Bernard Charpentier, and Eliza Manning, 

Francine Berger, Jean and Pierre .Duloi .... Bordeau." 

"Is Eiselheim here?" 
.. 
Lorraine shook his head and told him that Eisel-

-hairn had stayed at the theatre. 

"We've interrupted rehearsals, you sea," he said • 
-
Hellebore stopped. 

UWhat, for me?'· 

"Yes. We wanted to give you a good welcome, 

Jack. U 

"Have you seen Eliza?" 
-

She's inside wa i ting for you. 1I 

Hellebore glanced into the lounge ana instantly 

took hold of Lorraine I s arm. He drew him ba,ck from the 

door, out of sight, into the hall again. 

"Is all this for me?" he asked • 

Lorraine nodded with a nervous smile, blinking 

as he looked into Hellebore's eyes. 

"But I don't know these people," Hellebore 

whispered to him. 

"I'll keep most of them away from you. I do 

promise that. We'll have the introductions after dinner." 
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Hellebore was more at ease now. He clasped Lorraine's 

hs.nd firmly under his arm and walked am.ong the guests 

smiling and bowing, geering at one or two. of ~hem closely 

every now and then, as if he had ~gh~ld face. 

"Can you see Eliza?" Lor2aine asked him. 
~ 

But just then a young woman came from behind 

Hellebore and sald quietly in his ear: tf I I ill here, Jack. U 

S~e had pushed through the press of people at the 

entrance • She was a well-built young woman, a 1i tt.le 

taller than both Lorraine and Hellebore, and across her 

right cheek there was a. dark scar. Hellebore turned 

at once. 

They hugged each other, laughing. 

deep into his eyes as she spoke to him: 

She looked 

"r've been so nervous waiting for you." 
-

Hellebore took her hand proudly a nd turned to 

Lorraine. 

ULet t s find somewhere quiet, -'just the three· of 

us, U he sa id • 

They walked to a corner of the launge aCleaQeD~ 

and sat down, a little apart from the other guests. It 

was a kind of alcove.z with rose-patterned wall-pap~r, a 

little raised B,bove the level of the salon, from which 

they could see all the other guests. Lorraine sa tii 

leaning forward on the arms of his chair" biting his lip, 

glancing about him, tapping his foot on the carpet, as 
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if there were something he must tell Hellebore which he 

could not bring himself to tell. 

III heard you kept cattle in the War, Jack,1I he 

said. 

"I only had a couple of Ayrshires. 1I 

-
"Well, I want to hear about all that. Have you 

decided what it's to be after the Theatre de 1a Fete?lt 

Madrid, - the Circo Allegria. 1I 

Hellebore turned to Eliza. 

"What about Eiselheim?" he asked. 

he be going?" 

tlWhere will 

"Belgium again, I think," she replied, watChing 

him with a smile. IIHe went down well there. I shall 

see more of you now that you're working again, shan't I? 

Did you really not go on a stage once?" 

"I gave three private perform.ances, that's all. 

A rid one of those was a t my own place. fI 

Eliza toucsrhed the back of his hand with her finger=> 

. =tips, ignor~ng all those who stood near the alcove glancing 

up at them between the palms. 

"Why, Jack?" she asked. 

you did it. 1I 

"Nobody here knows wby 

-
If I nit inc t • I took a cab round London and I c'oula 

see it wasn't the place for me. It wa s empty. All the 

old-timers were gone. There were a lot of new faces 

backstage, and they were faces I didn't like. Something 

we at out of me. The parties weren't the same. Those 

people did n' t need a clown'" 

"He d 1d keep his band If in, though, said Lorraine, 
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seeming to wake up suddenly. "Did you hear about the 

gymnasium? II 

Eliza told him that she had been hearing about 

this from Bernard Charpentier the previous evening, but 
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Lorraine simply turned to Hellebore and said to him:, as 

if only this had been on his mind: ttl told Benedict a 

dress rehearsal at three o'clock tomorrow afternoon. 

Is that c onvenient?" 
-

"Yes, pr.ovided I have the stage in the mornlng. 11 

II I shs.ll call for you here soon after ten 0' clock, 

then. t1 

Lorraine winked at Eliza. 

uHsa he changed?" he aaked her, nodding his' head 

towards Hellebore. 

"I don't think so, Albert. The eyebrows are 

a little fairer, and he isn't quite so slim." She kept 

her eyes on Hellebore as she spoke. r'Wha t about me, 

Jack?u 

tlNo, you ha ventt changed, my dear. Are yau gOing 

to have lunch with me tomorrow in the Crimson Tower? 

Does it still exist?" 
-

"1 had it lengthened," Lorraine told him. lilt 
.~ 

now has a magmlflcent balcony of its own:, and the walls 

are panelled with mdlrr'ors, Jack. 

the thea tra tomorrow morning. tI 

I aha.I1 take you round 

nAIl right, then, II Eliza said, tI we'll lunch 
- -

t'ogether in the Cr;l.mson Tower. U 

nAnd ask Helen, II Hellebore murmured. II Is she 
-

her e tonight'1 II 
... 

Eliza told him that Helen wa~s at the theatre 

with Heinrleh Eiselheim. She sa id this a 11 tt,le bit t:erly , 

and she had frowned at the mention o~ Helen's name. Bhe 
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waited a few moments, her eyes avolalng Hellebore, than 

added: 

"They do annoy me. 1t 

tlWhy, are they together too much?tt Hellebore 

asked her. 

"They spend all day together, but he never says 

a word to her. They just look at each other. She 

adores him, you know. And I think be's jealous of you. lI 

-

"You shouldn't tell Jaok these things, Eliza,n 

Lorraine put in quietly. 

he ve aga inst Eiselheim. 

"1 don't know wba t you can 

What have you got against him?" 

Eliza half'smiled a,s she spoke. , -

ttHls silence, his composure ••• n she answered. 

"Sometimes he makes me feel quite frightened. Sometimes 
. 
I turn round, and there he is Watching me. His eyes are 

so clear!f:I 

Hellebore laughed. 

"He hasn't come here tonight," she went on, 

II because he is jealous of you, Jack." Lorr'alne tried 
-
to speak, but she cut him. short. tlOf course he is t 

And Helen must always follow his whims. 

like to bang their heads together. u 

Sometimes I'd 

-
IIDon't listen to her, Jack,ft Lorraine said. 
-

"E1selheim 1s at rehearsal." 
-

Eliza waved her hand 1n front of him angrily. 

11 Oh, the h 1 1 f t I • re earsa sn important. 1 she cried. 

"We only finished at Brussels three ~ays ago~ He could 
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easily have come, Jack. So could Helen. f1 

A waiter brought each of'them an aperitif. 

He first 'of all spread a cloth over the dark oaken table, 

then put down the slim glasses. Lorraine and Eliza 

raised their glasses to Hellebore, and they drank. 

Hellebore smacked his lips and looked at the palms just 

to one side of the alcove, then at the finely-worked 

o •• li08. 

"This is different from the old place in the 

Rue de Tournon," he said. I1They '11 miss me there. tI 

Lorraine answered him nervously, tapping his 

foot on the carpet again: 

theatre. It 

n I thought it was better to have you near the 

"You know why, dont t you?u Hellebore ~s~ed Eliza. 

"No, tell me." 
-
"He likes to keep an eye on his first turns. 

There's a clause in my contract about my leaving the hotel 

after midnight, too. 

the Rue de Tournon." 

He couldn't keep his eye on me in 

"What's the clauss, then?" 

"You tell ,her, Albert," Hellebore said. 

Lorraine spoke unwillingly, glanc ing at ne i ther 
I} 

of them, as if he were the victim of a joke: 

"It simply says that if Jack leaves his hotel 

after midnight during rehearsaletime he is guilty of a 

breach of contract, except in the case of war, fire, 

pestilence, robbery, earthquake , assault or kidnap. 
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But Jack isn t t the only one who has it in his contract. U 

Eliza smiled at Hellebore. 
. n t1you t 1'e his pris oner, dear, she said • 

. , 
Hellebore hid a yawn with his hand: 

ttA willing one t onlght. 11 

uDid the journey tire yeu out?" s he asked him. 

I sat on deck and enj oyed myself. It 

was s_unny all the way over." 
-

"Have you spoken to Bernard yet?" 

He shook his head and followed the direction 

of her gaze. 

flWhere?t. 

He has just come In." 

She pol~ted to a tall man, not older tl~n forty, 

who was standing by the entrance to the lounge ;::~nd 

laughing. He wore a heavy black cloak with a 

clasp and. Q'h8.in at the neck, and he' was just throwing it 

back on his shoulders. He carried yellow ~loves, which 

• TiaAt"/ he constantly struc~:- palm of his other band, and in 

his buttonhole was a white carnat 10n. He stooped a little 

as. he talked, frowning and gesticulating, then threw his 

head back with a laugh. He seemed to dominate those 

round him, and to expect their eager attention. H~ was 

slim, his face had many lines, and his gaze never dwelt on 

a thing for very' long. He constantly looked about him. as 

he talked, but seemed to see nothing. 

C harpent iar • 

This was Bernard 

ft I tva a.sked him to manage the press tanig,d.t, tI 
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Lorraine said. I:IWe shall be leaving the press until 

after dinner. tl 

Hellebore glanced at him with a frown. 

tlLeaving what?'1 he asked. "What are you 

- tr springing on me? 

Lorraine stroked his chin. 

"Well, I thought they'd like to hear a few words 

from you. After all, no one in Paris has seen you for 

f i v eye ar s • t1 

He turned to look at Charpentier, and added: 

uNa turally, the newspapers are interes,tea. U 

"Ah, the newspapers ••• u Hell eb ore nodd ad 

ir onical1y • "What do they want to know? U 

-
But Lorraine was occupied with something else. 

He took no notice of Hellebore's. question and got up. 

uWill you excuse me if I go and have a word with 
-

Bernard?" he asked. Then he seemed to remember. t'What 

do they want 00 know? Perhaps you'd better talk to 

Bernard about that over dinner, Jack. I've put him next 

to you at table. Will you excuse me, then?" 

He left them, and Hellebore wa tc hed him walk 

between the guests towards the door, where Charpentier 

was stlll standing. 

"What's he up to?" he asked Eliza, his eyes 

narrowed. 

"Well, you have a big reputation now, dear,n 

she replied. Itpeople haven't seen you on the stage for 
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nearly five years. He wants you to meet the journalists 

afterwards a nd talk to them. U 

"Well, r'm not a paper doll." 
~ 

He was still watching Lorraine. 

Eliza laughed and sqeezed his hand: 

tlperhaps you are to .Albert" my dear. He me 
-

sunk six hundred thousand francs 1n this show. He told 

me this afternoon he'd never spent more on a shOW in his 

l1fe." 

tl I doubt that .11 Hellebore glanced at her. 

tlr was very surprised to see that note waiting for me, 

you know, telling me to wear my dinner jacket and be 

punctual. I thought we were going to have a nice little 

supper-party on the stage or in my dressing-room, like we 

used to. Does he .,pact me to enjoy this?" 

"What about us" then? We haven't had a bite to 

eat since two 0' clock this afternoon." 

"Why not?1I 
-.., ..... 

He was looking at her hair, which' was smooth and 

s hart, a nd a t her c hee ks, flus hed heal thily now wit h the 

heat of the room. He smiled proudly as she answssii him. 

tfWe Came straight frOID, rehearsals," she said. 

"Albert insisted. He promised us a little snack as soon 

as we got 3here, but nothing came of it. He said he must 

have at least five people from the theatre here, - so there 

are Fran<.t,ine, the Duloi-Bordeau's, myself and Charpentler. u 

She pIcked up his glass and offered it to him, 

catching his smile. He took a . sip a,ne she laid 1 t down., 
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Then she got up and came to the chair nex t to him. 

tlyou haven 't asi{ea. about the Virgin, II she said. 

tlNo, I was looking round for her a minute ago." 
-
"Even now she doeen't look a day older than 

seventeen. She was a nurse in the War. She was in one 

of the haspi tals very near the front line, s.nd she had to 

deal with all sorts of horrible cases, - so Albert was 

telling me. And when she was offered leave she wouldn't 

take it. She refused leave twice~" 

"Yes, she I s a calm girl, very calm, t1 Hellebore 

murmured. "Has sne still got that lovely fair hair down 

to her shoulders? She hasn't cut it?" 

UNo, dear. You'll see her at dinner." 

She took his hand again. 

111 heard about your son," she whispered, leaning 
-

towards him. . "Where was he killed?t1 
- -

"Flanders somewhere. I don't know exactly." 

Eliza sighed • 

tJWe came down from Brus sels by car, tt she sa iei, 

t'And all along the road there were those ruined ~illages. 

They were all white and quiet. We never saw people 1n 

them. n 

They sat 1n silence for some time. The talk in 

the room was louder now, and they were more alone. 

"Did you notice hi?" my scar w en you came n; she 
-asked him .• 

UN 0, of' course not. 

difference to your f'ace. 1f 

It doesn't make any 
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both look up as Lorraine returned to his seat. He 
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coughed and smoothed down his waistcoat, watching Hellebore 

anxiously. 

uWha t' a the ma tter?u Hellebore' aaked him. 
6 - • 

Lorraine did not -iDaa answer immediately. 

~I was thinking, Jack," he said. "There I s still 

time eooug h to postpone, - if you really want to. tt He 

flushed slightly, as if he had at last spoken his mind • 

His tone became more intimate. It I have everything ready 

in case you want to do the wise thing and rehearse for 

another week. You know what I feel about it from my 

letters. 1i 

11 I know just when I need a long re hearssl, and 
-

at present a day's enough for me." 

Lorraine frowned and shifted in his chair 

angrily. 

tlOf course, this leaves me a litt,le worried, 11 

he said. 

UWhen weren't you worried over a First night?u 

Hellebore asked him very qu,.tly. 

"1 sent you twenty-four cables inside ten days, 

Jack, but you seem set against all advice. In 1911 you 

let me revise the whole of your turn, but you've changed 

s inca then." Ha leaned foward. tly ou see, Jack, business 

has been none too good since the Armistice, and I have 

sunk more into this show of yours than I like to think 
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about. My restoration costs since 1918 have actually 
e 

trebled the fund I set aside for re~alrs and d$lapidatlons. 

During the War, Jack, my theatres went to wrack "and ruin. 

Now without you I can't recoup that loss. Naturally, 

I'm unwilling to take unnecessary risks. Of course, 

J~Ck, like all business men I tend to minimise my ~rofita 

a nd rna ke m uc h of a los s • But business isn't an easy 

game, B.nd I don t t want to throwaway our chances f or the 

sake of a few more re hearsals. II 

"What do you think I' ~e been dOing in En~nd?: 
Hellebore asked him. 

"But I wasn't there to see you, Jack, and from 
-

my point of view over here that show of ours is gOing to 

be under-rehearsed. It's not a risk I enjoy taking, and 

the more I think about it the more terrible it seems. 

Whom can I consult about your rehearsals in England? 

No one. Four years is time enough to lose all yoar 

abilities, Jack. In too t time you could forget how to 

act, you could run to fat, you could lose enthusiasm, 

you could forget what it feels like to stand in front of 

two thousand people every man, woman and child of whom 

look on you as the greatest clown in the world." 
-

Eliza looked sideways at Hellebore, protectively. 

rlDon't be depressing, Albert, It she said. ttyou t ra 
- . 

silly to talk like too t. U 

.. 
Lorraine continued to watch Hellebore. 

HI want him to do the wise thing," he said. 

"A nd I d h th won er weer an English manager would take the 
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Hellebore still did not move. 

flShall I go bac'k and find out?tt he asked. 

"You're annoying him, Albert," Eliza said. 

But Lorraine took no notice of her: 
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"In the War, Jack, people used to be asking about 

you all the time. Bernard kept you alive in this 

Grountry, and without that column of his people would never 

ha ve gone on asking, Where is Hellebore? n 

-
tlDon't take any notice,1I Eliza, told Hellebore. 
- .• 

"He had no sleep last night." 

Lorraine shook his head an~ith tight lips 

murmured:, tlNo, I'm very worried about it." 

He gazed at the floor with a frown, then sudmenly, 

as if light had broken from the sky, he looked up at 

Hellebore and smiled. 

~+romise not to worry over dinner." He felt in 

one of his pockets. ttl wanted to give you something for 
-

luck, Jack. Did I bring it?" 

tfYes, t1 Eliza told him. "I saw you put it in 
-

your pocket. It's only beads, Jack. 1I 

Hellebore smiled. 

flAh, you still carry your beads, do you?" he asked. 

"Now donlt refuse them, Jack," Lorraine ~ald, 
-

ttbecause I must be humoured in these things I as Bernard 

will tell you." 

He took from. one of his pockets a rosary with 
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black beads and a silver-plated crucifix. He handad 

it to Hellebore, who twirled it round his fingers, 

examining it. 

tlWhat a.bout that one with rubies Eliza told me 

about in one of her letters?" Hellebore Bsked him with a 

wink at Eliza. 

Lorraine glanced away slyly and replied: n I 

still have that. It 1s precious, of course. fl 

He leaned back 1n his chair, as if he had 

performed an impo~ant office, and added: 

"Now take 1t to the theatre tomorrow. There, 

that makes me feel better. Do I look t1red?" 

tlA little pale, Albert," Eliza told him. 
-
t'Do you still suffer at nights?u Hellebore asked. 

Lorraine nOdded. 

"Nowadays I keep a little' samovar in my bedroom, II 

he said, "and when I know there's no hope of sleep I drink 
-

tea. I us ually know by three or four 0 ~ c lock. It He 

sighed • -l1r:.eavlng the bedroom at dawn 1s like walking out 

of a tomb. Sometimes I have gone without sleep for three 

or four nights together, Jaok." 

"You worry too much,u Hellebore said.- rtyou 
-

ought to see a doctor. tI 

ItBut I don't 'belleve in doctors. 1I Lorraine looked 
-

down. ·'And the older I grow the more I think about death." 

tlYou've a long way to go yet,t1 Eliza said. 
~ 

tlWaaaever I see a young girl, I imagine to myself 

what she'll be like in fifty years' time. I can't sit in 
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this lounge w1thout thinking wbat it will be like 

tomorrow morning when everybody has gone. Sometimes 

I t m a-fra id togo to s le ep. you know. Perhaps that is 

why I donlt sleep at nights. Perhaps I'm afraid I shall 

die in my sleep_ 

it?" 

-

Well, sleep is a kind of death, isn't 

. Lorraine raised bis glass to Hellebore and 

smiled, aa the tall doors leading into the dining-room 

a, • ..- were folded back, revealing a brilliantly lit 

table and a row of liveried servants on either s1de. 

The guests began to put down their glasses on the 

oecaslonal tables, wa1ting for Lorraine and Hellebore 

to lead the way-
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On the mantel in Hellebore's drawing room stood 

a slim damask vase with a handle on each side. He took 

Lorraine's rosary from his pocket and laid it over the 

neck of this vase, so that it was supported by the two 

handles. A large 8.nd hot log-fire burned in the hea1:"1th. 
JI 

These were his apartments in the Hotel de ls 

Reine. The time w~s fifteen minutes before midnight, 

and he had not long ago said good-night to the departing 

guests downstairs. The room was quiet, and his footsteps 

made no sound over the carpet. Across the wide windows 

were drawn long, deep-red velveteen curasins, and little 

c auld be heard from the street below save the occasional 

passing of a hackney-carriage. 

Hellebore was not a tall man. He only gave the 

impression of largeness. He had very thick, light-brown 

eyebrows, a straight nose and a firm chin which he pushed 

forward when he was angry or rebellious. One noticed his 

long ears and their lobes; he sometimes pulled them with 

his thumb and forefi nger when he was perplexed, gazing down. 

He was light on his feet, and he moved easily and slowly, 

as if he were always comfortable. 

He sst down and for some time gazed into the fire, 

then he began to dose. His head fell very slowly to the 

back of the cbair, his mouth opened· and his right hand 

became limp on his knee. He breathed deeply, as though 
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exhausted. 

A church-bell near the hotel struck midnight, 

and he woke up with a sharp snore and stared about him. 

'Then he we nt to the bedroom and undressed in the dark. 

He fell asleep instantly. 

At ten minutes past midnight there was a knock 

on his drawing room door, then silence again. The door 

opened and closed. Someone took two or three steps into 

the room, and the lights went up • A male voice called 

out softly: ttMr. Flnstanley. tl 

voice, precise and educated. 

It was an Englishmants 

Hellebore opened his eyes. 

"Who is that?" he called out. 

The visitor waa confused. It could be told 

from his tone: 

"I'd no idea you'd be in bed." 

It Who i a it? tf 

tlMy name 1s - Henry Sangaon. tI 
-
Hellebore cursed. He went to the bedroom door 

a ad opased it. He stood on the threshold in his pyjamas, 

his hair tumbled, frowning and peering into the lighted 

drawing room. 

Henry Sangeon stood before the log-firs, with 

his hands behind his back. He was a slim young man 

with dark ha ir J smaller perhaps than Hellebore. He bad 

a sharp, pale face J and long ha.nd s. He had the 

appearance of a young priest with a very serious, even 
~1 

awed, sanse of has vocation. 

"I'm sorry, 1'1 Hellebore murmured" ttWe haven't 
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met before. tI 

He did not trouble to button his py jama-jacket 

over his chest. At' first the y Dung rna n dld not reply J 

then he spoke, nervously: 

t1My name 1s Sangson. I knew your son, - E~gar." 

Hellebore walked further into the room, staring 

at him. 

"We were 1n the army together, II the young man 

add ad • 

Hellebore shook hands with him absently, and for 

somts time they\vwatched each other without speaking. 

1t1 was told you kept late hours," Sangson said, 
- . 

lowering his eyes. U Otherwise I should never ba ve come. II 

"Were you with him when he was killed?" 

... -
Hellebore nodded, then yawned: "You must give me 

time to wake up." 

Sangson remained standing in the same pOSition, 

with his hanos behind his back, as if nervousness prevented 

him from moving. He watched Hellebore breathlessly. 

Suddenly hoe said, his voice full of a.nxiety: 

minutes. 

"Let me see ypu tomorrowt" 
~ 

But Hellebore shook his head: 

"NOW that I'm up you may as well stay a few 

Who told you I kept 1a te hours, - Edgar? If 

"Yes. U 

- -
ttyou are about his age, I 6xcpect. t1 

"! 11 ttle older .. tf 
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Hellebore ind icated a chair by the f'ire, and 

they sat down. 

tl I have nothing to offer you here, tf Hellebore 

sa ide "And I can't ring for anyone, because that might 

worry my manager. I'm a prisoner here, young man. I'm 

insured down to my finger-tips. Did Edgar tell you that?u 

SangsDo continued to watch him thoughtfully. 

ttYe a, 11 he answered. tlHe was always talking about 

you. It 

t'How did you come by the name of this hotel? 
~ 

perhaps you were a t the dinner-party downstairs?" 

It No, I wa s n • t • Mademoiselle Berger told me." 
-
"You know her?" Hellebore aaked. 

"A little. It 

., S he was there tonight, - one of my guests." 

"She told me when you'd be a.rriving in Paris 

But 

a nd when your dinner-party was likely to end. 

Edgar that I'd visit you. 1I 

I prom.ised 

"lli asked you?u 

Hellebore was ill at ease. He rubbed the side 

o'r his nose, watching the young man with narrowed eyes. 

"Was that his dying wish?t1 he asked. 
-
"Oh, no!tI Sangeon replied witl'l a smile. "But 

I felt under a special obligation to him because we were 

intimate friends, and because when he ask~d me to com.e 
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and see y o~ he asked me in a spec ially serious way. U 

t1Why?u 
_ 0 

Itl don't know why.1i 
Q -

They both gazed into the fire. The church-bell 

nearby struc~ t~lf-past the hour. 

uHe worshipped you, fI Sangson murmured. 

~ -
"It was a kind of religious worship- The thought 

-
of you consoled him. He never connected you with the 

War. Among your theatres and circuses you were holy 

and immaculate. As for mmae If, he thoug ht he was e.xac.tly 

the mind who ought to suffer it. So there was a kind 

of mercy in it for him,- U He looked up at Hellebore. 
-

II _ the mercy that it wasn't being inflicted on you. If 

you had put on a uniform and gone out to Flanael's he would 

have lost faith, because the only thought that made it. 

bearable to him was the thought that there was something 

in the universe une:onnec ted with war, - namely, you. if 
-

Sangson spoke clearly and without hesitation, 

sitting on the edge of hisfhair. It was as if he had 

been in the room a long time, whereas Hellebore was still 

tired, and troubled by this visit. 

Sangson looked about the room. 

U I feel like a child who has just come into a 

palace, tt he sa id. u,A nd like a child I d on I t really 

believe you exist. After a time Edgar and I ceased to 

think of you in the flesh. You have a beadtiful room 
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here. n 

flI hadn't really noticed,rt Hellebore replied 

in a quiet voice. 

nIt's the kind of room I expected you to have. 

Edgar told me about the axtraord inary houses you used to 

buy in Enla nd , He told me you decorated. them fabulously, 

then got tired in a few weeks and sold out." 

t10hJ"t~e are stories people pick ~p. I wasn't 

used to money, that's true. But don't believe all those 

stories .If 

IIHe used to tell me about your retinue of doctors, 

secre taries, gyrnnas ts and masseurs in the old day s. He 

used to tell me about your little daily rituals: massage 

at ten o'clock in the morning, a ride in the afternoon, 

a coffee-party before each performance. He told me about 

the banquets in your honour, your crowds at the st-agedoors, 

your magnificent clothes, your opening of charity bazaars, 

your statements to the press, your signature under the 

forewords of books, the gymnasium you built in Wiltshire 

durin~the War which could be turned into a litUe theatre 

with a seating capacity of a hundred. There were so many 

things, and I've forgotten most of them. r never expected 

to know you 1n the flesh, and now, with you 1n front of me, 

r canlt bring the two together in my mind - you and 

Hellebore. He told me about your tours from country to 

country, and how half therorld never realised what 

nationality you were. T~e French claimed you as French, 
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the Hungarians claimed you as Hungarian. He told me 

about the royal processions of hansom carriages you used 

to take out of London to see the iawn oome up, and the 

brandy you served from a tray just before the return 

journey. tI He looked int a Hellebore I s eyes with an 

expression of awe. "When you came into this room 

from your bedroom just now it was rather like seeing God 

for the first time." 

Hellebore stared back at him in a puzzled way_ 

"Was it?" he asked. 

itA porter downsts.irs .at the door has instructions 

to keep out visitors. A banquet is given in your honour. 

Legends fly about that you keep late hours and perform 

every evening 6n two or three hOw:'~tj§'1 sleep. A spec ial 
//\ 1\ 

hush falls over people at the Theatre de ls Fete when your 

name is me nt ioned. r. 

"W"ha t pea pIe? n 

- -
"I I m thinking of Francine Berger, it Sangson replied • 

rtShe is a ladyS)ln-wa.itlng of the court. A kind of sacredness 

surround-s you. That's how Edgar and I us~d to think of you. 

We felt we had a special cla.im on your attentions because 

he was your son and I was your son's be st friend. We 

seemed to possess you. We could carry you like a feather 

1n our caps, and sometimes you made us feel immune to 

danger. u 

Hellebore glanced down. 

"I'm slad," he said • 
... 

. nHe was always proud whe n people told him he was 
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like you. And sometimes he annoyed me by appearing to 

have a secret too good even for me. The secret was you. 

It annoyed me to think that you were more! his possession 

than mine, being his father. But I used· to console myself 

with the thought that after all he was ve~y unlike you: 

he had none of the clown 1n him. We used to talk about 

you in the dug-outs, and between bombardments, and when 

it was cold and raining, and when we were going up for an 

attack, and when a patrol had turned out badly.1f 

The young man paused and then spoke awkwardly, 

shifting in his ohair: 

"When he was' killed the world he had made up for 
... 

both of us - out of you - fell to pieces, and I was left 

1n its ruins. You see, he should never have been allowed 

to come back to the front after he was wounded the first 

ji;lme. u 

Hellebore's eyes were \half-closed. 

looking at the young man • 

He was not 

Did n' t 

ItWounded? Was he wounded?" he asked. 

flYes, 'J replied 
-

Sangson. "In the spring of 1916. 

yo~ kna;?" 
... 

Hellebore' 8 answer was hardly a lid ible. 

II No, I did n t t know that J ff he mum b 1 e d • 
-r'B u t yau mus t ha va known. It 

Hellebore seemed to become a little impatient. 

"No, I tell you I didn't," he said • 
.. -
"But the authorlht1es must have notified you." 
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Hellebore shook his head again: 

" 
til never heard a word about it~f1 

-
IIBut he was sent back to Engla.nd J II Sangeon went 

on, lIarn he was in an English hospital for two months. 

It was a hospital in Herefordshire. 

company the following year. tt 

He came back to my 

"Well, I was never told about that," Hellebore 

-
said ~uletly, sunk into his chair. 

t1The War Office must surely have notified you. 1I 

-
Sangeon was fi~lng him with his dark eyes. 

Hellebore shrugged his shoulders, and shivered a little. 

He got up, rubbing his hands together, and went to his 

bedroom. There he put on a dressing-gown o~ white 

towelling and a pair of bedroom slippers. S.everal times 

he yawned. He walked back to theiB fire without looking 

at the young man and warmed his bands. He then went 

to one of the windows. He pulled the curtain aside and 

looked out, leaning against the wall with one foot crossed 

over the other. 

empty street. 

He looked down at the lamps of the wide, 

It was now utterly silent outside. 

UWhenll was he wounded, did you say?" he asked I 

without turning. 

nEarly in 1916." 
~ -
"Well, it' s possible they notified me, I suppose. 

I moved about a lot in 1916. The letter was probably 

passed on from place to place, and then lost. I didn't 

have a settled address in 1916, you see. It's poss ible 

they notified me and I never got the letter. Was it a 
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bad wound? tJ 
-Neither did Sangson turn when ae spoke. He 

rema.ined staring into the fire, neat and erect. 

U It was a _pnel wound in the thigh from a 

heavy Ger~an shell, II he said. "1 thought it must get 

him his discharge from the army, because of the damage 

to his thigh-bone. 

he was fit again. II 

But it hea.led and within six months 

Hellebore looked up quickly at the roofs 

opposite: 

11 I might ha ve been able to see him, then. tI 
-
"Being an officer _ II Sangeon stopped. "You 

knew he was an officer?" 
-

Hellebore made a little gasp, and lowered his 

head as he answered: fiNo, I didn't realise. 11 

HBeing an officer he knew what was expected of 

him, so he went back to the line in 1917, and a few weeks 

after that he was killed. Had his nerve not been broken 

when he was wounded he would never have been killed, I'm 

sure of the t. He was killed in one of the fiercest 

battles of the War. He could no longer bear to hear 

men scream. He was always on the pOint of running. 

away, he was always panic-stricken, though his fa ce looked 

det'ermined enough. A terrif ied man in ba ttle is like 

a vulnerable child. Normally he sees his own death in 

advance. r. Sangeon turned at last to look at Hellebore. 

"The knowledge gives him a grey, condemned, mute, 
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beseeching look about the eyes. tr 

Neither of them spoke for a few moments. 

liThe authorities should have seen at the end 

-of 1916 that his nerve was golng,tt Sangson said. "But 

there ••• II 

He shrugged his shoulders, and ega in there was 

silence. 

UHe wrote you a letter, I think, a t the liB end of 

1915 or in January, 1916. It was to tell you he had 

j ained the army and was embarking for France. tf 

"Yes, I remember that one letter," Hellebore 

replied. 

"He thought you might disapprove of it, and he 

wrote the letter to find out. II 
°b 

Hellebore was puzzled by this. 

uDisapprove of what?tl he asked. 
-
tlDisapprove of his having joined the army and 

volunteered for the western front." 

"Who was I to disapprove?'f 
-

I'He t1B.d sue h a deep respect for you, tt Sangson 

said. ftHe was a.nxious to know what you thought. He 
\ 

was anxious to have your good will.tt 

Tf 0 h, he had that. n 

tlHe tried to imagine your face as you read the 

letter. One minute he thought you'd disliPprove and 

refuse to answer. A nether minute he thought you I d be 

pro,§4d of him and tha t your answer had gone astray. 
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-
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"No. I think he put it down to the bad postal 

arrangements. They were bad at the time. It was a 

pity. You could have helped him., you see. You could 

have prevented his death.11 

"How?U 

"He wrote you ma~ lette~ you see, and you 

answered none of them. He should never have been allowed 

to go back to France. His nerve had gone. It was quite 

easy to see that from his letters. He knew it himself. 

He wrote you two letters from hospital a'nd asked you to 

do your best for him, in just so m.any words. 1f 

"But I only remember tha t one letter, II Hellebore 
~ 

said. "perhaps the others never reached. me. I only 

remember the first one, at the beginning of 1916. And 

how could I help a soldier?" 

flyou could ha,ve used your influence to keep him 

in England • Your influence must have been very great 

on certain people. In those letters he told you his 

nerve had gone and that if he went into the line again 

he'd certainly walk into trouble. He told. you the t 

nightmares woke him at night, that he seemed to hear men 

screaming. He wanted the company of gentle people, so 

that he could learn how to be at his ease again. Yet 

he lacked the courage to tell the army tha t. It was up 
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to you,_ d tI He depende on you. 
- . 

Hellebore's head was still bent forward. 

"What inJtuence had I got, - a C10Wn?~ he asked. 
-
I1Everyone knew your name. 11 Sangson was instantly 
- -

ready with his reply. flyou must have had powerful friends. 
-

You could have insisted like a father on his staying in 

Ehgland. He expected your fatherly interest and felt 

quite confident of it even when he was dying." 

uWha.'t could I have done?n 

UThe thing to do was to go straight down to the 

hospital a nd' find out how long he I d be 'there, then make 

representat ions to the War Office, then visit all your most 

influential friends in London to pr'ess your claim, 

privately. Oh, it was often done successfully. I've heard 

of many instances where mothers and fathers were able to 

do this service of mercy for their children simply by 

speaking to the right people at the right time. He had 

done quite enough in the War. People would have known 

that. When he was wounded in 1916 he was one of only 

twelve or-fifteen survivors. That Was out of a batta1ion.1'I 

Hellebore turned nervously from the window. 

tly DU must und ers tand, young rna n, JI he sa 10., "1916 

was ODe of the busiest years of my life. There were 
" 

contracts to termina te, managers to see, ... I bad thousands 

of jobs to do and I was never in the same place for more 

than a fortnight. 1f 
He left the window suddenly and began 

pacing the room, frowning. liMy secretary dealt with most 

of the correspondence. And you must understand tha,t 
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evary year I bad many, many begging letters from people _II 

His voice became weaker, as if he had begun to realise 

the lameness of what he was saying. If - begg1ng for 
-

money, for release from gaol, ·for rescue from cruel 

husbands ••• tl 
,~ 

He stopped and stared at Sangson. then walked 1n 

silence to his chair, appalled at himself. He sat down 

and leaned back wearily, stretching out his legs. 

flD1d you come here tonight to show me how much 

I'm to blame?" he asked. 

tlNo, Mr Finstanley,tI Sangson replied politely. 

til bad the letter about his death when I was alone 

1n the country at the end of 1917. That was one of my 

quieter years. I thought about his death. I wrote to 

Jeanne straight away. II _ 

Sangson had also leaned back in his cha1r, as if 

he were tired now: "I remember he wrote your name as his 

next-ot-kin in his army book, tI he murmured. "He gave your 

address, not his mother's." 

tlWell. she brought him up. I only took h1m for 

holidays and taught him a few stunts. It 

tlReally, I suppose'" Sangson said, tlhe invented you. 

YO.u were one of his dreams, and very necessary to him. ilou 

were neaessary to both of ias-, to bring some warmth into our 

bodies. We talked about you as if you belonged to us. You 

5ehped us to deqy that everything we saw and heard and touched 

"bad death 1n it, that every man was dead or dying, 

that the meaning of everything in our world was deatae 
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You helped us to deny the truth. You helped us not 

to die too soon. II He leaned forward, and for the first 
- . 

time he gesticulated. "I curse the day when my eyes 

were opened to that empty, forlorn world where your son 

d1ed. When he died he was cold, wet to the skin, 

speecbless and blind, and he couldn't move. I· remember 

the rain pouring down his face • He was sitting up. 

. It was dark. All he could do was to sit and wait for 

I wish I could put that memory out. It was one 

thing to know and live 1n a dead and ru1ned world, but, 

my God, to fall into it, to become part of it as he did, 

to bave the universe turn its back on you, to be without 

any foothold 1n a huge desert of emptiness ••• n 

tlAre you. blaming me for that?tl Hellebore aske'd him. 
o 

Sangson's lips were pursed as he answere~: 

flyou could have spared him that." 

ttB ut I bad my own life I II Hellebore said quietly. 
~"> • • 

. ttl was only twenty-two when ne was born, and I separa ted 
= . 

from his mother five years after that. So Monty Brane 

was really his father. I'm not mak1ng excuses. tI He 
~ -

paused, watching Sangson, as if to judge the effect of 

his words. III used to give him treats, and - another 

th1ng - I never put my hand round his mouth like Monty 

Brans did now and again. The hOi used to hear a lot of 

gaudy stories about me down at Monty Brana-s, and ae grew 

. up proud of the name. But I never brought him up." 
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tty ou. were his fa tner. " 
~ ~ 

"All I'm saylng ls, I bad a life of my own. 

My father trained me up as an acrobat. and tightrope walker, 

but I had to fight to be the kind of clown I am today. 

You don't learn that sort ot thing in the circus, I can 

tell you. On the stage you ba ve to know how to use '1 our 

face • In the r1ng it doesn't matter. All I'm saying ls, 

I'm made of flesh and blood. It took me years of practice 

to build up my turn. A lot of' people used to worship me 

like Edgar did. Tba t' s quite natural. I was mobbei once. 

But you can't lay a whole war at my feet. You and I 

lived in two d1fferent worlds. I knew noth1ng about yours. 

Thousand s of men were killed ln t he War, but you oa n t t lay 

the lr des the at my feet. It 

11 I would never try to," the young m.an said. 

Hellebore smiled uneasily: "You sounded as though 

you were." 
~. 

Sangson's reply was without any warmth: ttAll I 

said was that. word from you could have prevented Edgar's 

death. That was all. It 
~ 

t'But I hardly bad a pr1 va te l1fe at all. Somet1mes 

I never had a moment to myself for au months on end. 

Thousands of people used to write me letters. I had to 

travel up and down the country every week. When I wasn't 

travelling I was practis1ng, and when I wasn't pract1sing 

I Was ·on the stage performing." 
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"Then you'd become a kind of statue," Sangson 

tOlafm· 
"Listen to me, young man, you could take all my 
•. 

carpets and my managers and my earnings and my cronies 

and my clothes and my cabs and my hotel suites and my 

foreign contracts and my masseurs, you could take them 
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away and drop them in the sea if you liked, but lid go 

out in the street and I'd do a turn and I'd get an 

audience somehow. Thst's because I've got the spunk 

of a clown. r'm a clown down to the nails on my feet." 

He pushed himself forward in his chair, tapping his own 

chest, his face flushed with anger. tfWhat do you think 

I am, some pot-bellied pie-can with a million of money? 

I~'s people like you who make me a statue, people l~ke 

you and Edgar • What about all those s~Dries he told 

you, about rides in the Park and royal processions? 

They're not true, I tell you, they're not true.,t 

Sangeon glanced at him diff1dently and they sat 

in silence. Hellebore was brea thing heavily, st irred 

now. But suddenly he laid his hands down on the arm-rests 

of his cbair, smiled at the young ms,n and got up. 

Only one small log was burning in the hearth, and there 

was a chill in the room. 

fILet's go out, young man," he said briskly, rubbing 
-

his hands together. "Let's find somewhere warm. I'm 
~ 

wide-awake and Ifm hungry. You knQw Paris. Take me 

somewhere. n 

Sangson was astonished by this. 

UBut surely you must sleep now, U he said, star1ng 
~ 

up at Hellebore from his chair. 

Hellebore turned and walked towards his bedroom, 

where the light was still burn1ng. 

"Come and talk to me whlle I changa. u 

Sangson followed him into the bedroo~, and 
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Hellebore took his evening clothes out of the wardrobe. 

He was smiling and exc ited, moving about the room quickly, 

from chest-of .... drawers to wardrobe. 

11 I haven't d one this, t1 he said, tI I baven' t gone 
... 

~ . 

out at this hour of the morning for the best pamt of five 

years. tJ 

He began changing while Sangson stood at the door, 

wa tohing him. 

I1Are you always tninking about the War?" Hellebore 

asked him • 

. - -
ftltc:seemsi to have got into your blood. u 

- -
uYes J I suppose I belong to the War, II Sangson 

replied, his sharp eyes lowered. t'l feel I shall never be 

able to tear myself away from it. It won't let me live 

properly. Eefope it happened I felt I belonged to a few 

friends and a small town 1n Somerset, but now I don't belong 

to anything, - e~cept to War. When you fight 1n a war 

you root yourself like a plant into another world, - a 

world of murder. Whereas once you helped people into 

chairs and smiled at them, now you set mines for them to 

fallon, and you run your bayonet through them. And these 

are things you can't forget. I ought to he ve bee n killed, 

like Edgar. Tl1at would bave been logical. fI 

~ 

Hellebore drew his chair nearer the mirror to tie 

his bow. 

IIGo about the world,tl he said, flas if you didn't 

have a past, it can be done." He turned from the mirror 
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to face Sangson. UWha tis your work? II 

fir work in~a je~ellerts ShOp~1I 

Hellebore continued to look up at him, his 

eyebrows raised: 

U In a shop? An educated young fellow like 

yourself?" he asked. 
-
Sangson nodded in a resigned way. 

"~ctlY,U he said. tfThe work has no meaning 

f or me. U 

UWhy do it, then? Are you free to leave it? 

Could you leave Paris if you wanted to?" 

Sangson Wa s like a pa,le child a t the door, 

a nswering Hellebore I s questions. His hands were io his 

pockets, and he stared down at the carpet. 

"Well, then, why doni t you?tt Hellebore asked him. 

"I'm well looked after here. I've nothing to go 

away to. II 

tlA ad suppose there had never been a war J - what 
-

would you have done?" 

til had work as a solicitor's clerk when I was 

fifteen, a od I would have saved money fr am that and used 

it to take a teachers' certificate when I was nineteen." 

Hellebore frowned at him, unable to believe this. 

"! nd here you are, It he sa id" II sellin'@; jewels in 

a Paris shop. II 

II I refused togo back to England because my 

childhood was finished. In the War I met a man called 
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Celida. We became friends, and ne invited me to his 

house here in Paris. Then ne offered me a jab in one 

of his shops. He is a rich man, and his wife 1s devoted 

to me. He hae a large house, and servants. 11 

But Hellebore was still puzzled. 

"How is it you can do work that bores you?" he 

asked. 

tlOh, I think while I I m dOing it. II 
~ 

Hellebore got up to put his ja~ket and overcoat 

on, and as he did so he came near to Sangeon. He looked 

into his pale face warmly, examining it for ma.ny seconds 

in silence. All this time the young man dld not lift 

nis eyes from the floor. 

"War took away all your hope," Hellebore told 
-

him. "But wetve got to get used to death." 

Sa.ngson shook his head. 

11 I never did, tI he sa id, n and I ne ver will. U 

.-. -.- ..... 

ftBut mustn't you try B.nd forget these things?1I 
-
"Have you ever seen a dead man?" Sangson asked. 

Hellebore stared at nim and shook his head. 

I·you came upon him suddenly, I' Sangson went on. 

"There he was, blind and mute, exactly as trees are. 

You sometimes felt him watChing you. A mome nt before, 

perhaps, you heard his voice, but now you were alone. 

He was still there, yet you were alone. That' a the 

petrifying thing that happens when you come across a dead 

man: you become alone in a universe of mute, eternal 
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things. And you can't get used to that. NO man can 

get used to tha t /t 

Hellebore buttoned his overcoat, then took up 

his hat and cane from the dressing-table. Sangson 

watched him while he pulled on his white gloves. 

Suddenly the young man spoke a.ga in, but this time with 

his eyes full on Hellebore. 

Jtr've been an evil visitation to-night,tI he said. 
-
Hellebore walked into the drawing room • As he 

1iiIixlIB passed Sangeon he pinched his cheek lightly with 

his gloved ha no.. 
ttBut suppose you had never come? I should have 

gone on 11 ving like an orchid on ot her pe opla' s dresses." 

He glanced at the dying ashes in the fireplace. 

One of the curtains moved with a slight chill wind. 

If I shall move tomorrow J II Hellebore murmured. 

tThis room feels like an undertaker's. II He turned' back 

to Sangson sharply • tlWell, I'm ready to make a night of 
-

it. Where s ha,ll it be?" 

"r know a place called Les Anges," Sangson replied. 

nIt's the only place I can recommend after midnight. II 

f1 Is 1 t far?u 

II No. It f S in the Rue st. Honor/: " 
o. 

Hellebore noticed the rosary hanging over the 

arms of the vase. He went to the mantel and took it 

down, then returned to the bedroom. He- opened the 

wardrobe door and slipped. the beads' into a pocket of 
~t-

the tweed suit which he would be wearing the f%iiluusina; 
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day. Sangson remained standing quite still at the door 

leading out into the narrow ball. Hellebore went across 

to a small table between the windows and took a rose 

from the bowl. He put it in his bu.tton-hole and smiled 

at the young man. 

tIOna for yoU?f1 h.e asked. 

He looked at Sangson in silence, waiting for the 

answer, smi11ng. 

But Sangson only replied: 

It You see, when I say you helped to k1ll Edgar 
~ 

I really mean you helped to kill me. u 

They arrived at Les Anges, a casino 'at the 

fashionable end of the Rue st. Honorl. soon after half'-

past one. It was the mornlng of Easter Saturday. 

The entrance ball of Les Anges bad high columns on either 

side and tapestries which ware neglectea and dusty, and 

at the top of a wide stone stairoase was the corrldor 

lead1ng lnto the club-rooms themselves. The lu.stres 

1n this entrance hall were not alight, and only a bare 

arc-lamp sho~e down onto the staircase from the th1rd 

land1ng, giving the great ball a blQ8, ghostly appearance. 

They had walked through the streets without 

say1ng a word to eacD. other. Sangson ~d s1mply 
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indioated the tall entrance to Les Angee with a nod 

of his nead, and Hellebore bad fall,en. back a l1ttle 

to let bim lead the way. The moment they bad reach.ed 

the top of the sta1rcase a faint noise from, the rooms 

could be heard, the faint thumping ot an orchestra in 

a quiek waltz, and the clattering of dishes. 

The impression made by these rooms was quite 

d1fferent from that of the ghostly entrance ball downstalrs. 

Sangson pushed open the door and at onee the coloured 

llghts and the sound of the fast, loud waltz burst forth 

upon them. The cellini was made of frosted glass with 

robed figures 8Q1raved across 1t, and, belng illum1nated 

from behind. this glass had the appearance of belng a 

huge, solld block of light. In the walls there were 

arched n1ches each contain1ng small plaster casts of 

class1cal sculpture illuminated by vlolet, blue and 

yellow 11ghts. 

Some people in fancy dress were throwlng long 

paper streamers over the heads of the dan~er8 ln the 

ballroom. One after another the streamers flew across 

the room, falling onto the shoulders of the dancers, 

then gradually floating down until they were sp11t and 

trtodsn underfoot. The throwers laughed loudly, and 

one of them clapped his hands at a'wa1ter nearby and 

imitated a man thirstily dr1nking. 

fhe d1nlng tables were arranged 1n long tiers 

abOve the ballroom, separately. Hellaoore and Sangson 

) 
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went to a table at the very back ot the room, on the 

highest tier, almost under a m1nstrel's gallery. 

Sangson leaned back in his chair with a smile. 

"This is what happens," he said, "when a 
'"' =- ... 

manufactu.rer fDom Lyons decides to buy a club. He 

thought he was golng to set a fashionable olientele, 

but all he got were people much like hlmself.tI 

"What are you dOing here, then, as a"member?" 
~ -

Hellebore asked him ta1s quietly, with his eyes averted, 

watching the ballroom below. 'I'rh.ere aren't any young 
-people here. It's a club for m1d41e-ased people. 

None of' these people have ever been young. 

see that by the look on their faces. 1f 

You can 

... 
"The Italians I share house w1th. brought me 

here. t. 

The waltz ended, and two or three couples 

ascended from the ballroom to the d1ning room. The 

olothes of the women were a little behind the prevailing 

fashions. 

t'By the wa'jj, II Sangson said J tt I sball have to 
-

introduce you ;0 my be nefactors. They 1 re here." 

UTo who?" Hellebore asked absently. 

"To the Italian couple I told you about this 

evening: the Celida's, the people I sbara house with. 
-

I saw them as I oame in. tI 
... 

Sangson seemed to 'D's excited now that he had 
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aome into the casino. H1s dark eyes bad become 

sharper and glanced about more quickly. He was stlll 

pale, and there was sweat on his clean-ahaven upper lip. 

He bad unbuttoned his evening jacket, so tha,t he gave 

a s11ghtly leas neat and prim appearance than before. 

A new dance began, and Hellebore watohed a 

man and woman from the table nearast !lim. go down to 

the seeond tier of the d1n1ns room, then into the 

ballroom. The streamers were now all in fragments 

on the dance-floor and their raatllng· C ou.ld be heard 

from the dining room as the couples swe;t them torward 

with their feet. A waiter brought two glasses ot 

Italian Vermouth to their table, then laid the cutlery 

for a meal. 

said. 

"mhey only seem to do the old dances," Hellebore 

II I' va been wal ting for the one-step." 

"N 0, they don t t play rag t 1me he re • The band 
~ -

does S1r Roger de Coverley and. the Lancers 1f you ask 

them. You have to put in a request with. one of the 

wai tars.·' 

"But do these French people know how to dance 
-

Sir Roger de Coverley and the Lancers?" Hellebore asked, 

a little disagreeably. 

t'Some do. Do you prefer the new dances, then?'· 
"" . 

"No. I like the old tunes. But I' d give anything 

to see young people dane1ng round that floor and 

enjoying themselves. I like the one-step because 
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y oang pe ople do 1 t .t~ 

",Look," Baagean said, leaning forwarQ and 
"" . "'" 

putting b.ls band on Hellebore',s sleeve, tlt·here they are. 

My Italian fr1ends. fJ' 

... 
Hellebore tlrned and watched them go down the 

stairoase and, after pausing for a moment at tbe eige of 

the floor, take up the dance. The woman was dressed. 1n 

a fine gown, with a purple rose at her waist. She was 

sure and erect,· while her husBanti was perhaps a little 

smaller, a sllm, dapper man with a pale faoe and hair 

gray at the edges. He moved deftly, even arr"ogantly. 

Sangson told him that he and Glordano bad 

met 1n Belgium 1n 1916, and had become triends. Tb.en 

they bad met a seoond time in the last few months ot 

the War, and Giordano bad invited him to Paris. The 

Calida's bad a large house in the Rue du Bois de Boulogne. 

11 She's a fina-look1ng young woman," Hellebore 
-

said, watcblng the couple. 

"They're not a happy couple." Sangson glanced 
-

at him qu1ckly, almost susp1ciously. "They both want 

a ch1ld, and he can't give her one." 

"Can't?" 

itNO. He t 11 never be able to. If 

"D1d he- tW.ve an accident in tb.; War, tb.en?tl 

Sangson shook h1s head shyly, playing w1th his 

kn1te on the table-cloth. 

G1t'odano Calida bad been to the doctora, anti 
.I 
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his sterility bad been proved. They bad ottere4 him 

no hope of ever being able to produce children. No 

doubt there were explanations, but none could be given. 

Maria was a robust woman from the country, the 

daughter of a farmer 1n Tuscany. Her bands were those 

ofa peasant woman. Only in her faoe was there an 

ex tra ord 1 nary delioacy.· She bad black eyes, refined and 

pure, and their expression was distant, like that of a 

dreamer. Perhaps her nose was her most delicate feature, 

and as for her mouth, 1t was full ot a wilful determination. 

People watched her when ahe moved, soothing their eyes, 

as it were, on her calm frame. 

Every day she yearned fO.r her child, and in a few 

years she would be too old. Her body cried out tor a 

child, the more so because she felt she might never have 

one. The 1dea of his being sterile norr1fied Giordano. 

For many years he, baa maae no mention of th1s horror: he 

only carried it in his eyes, behind the urbane neatness. 

Giordano would be willing to let her sleep with 

another man, simply to get the child. 

Hellebore this in a wh1sper. 

Sangson told 

t'Well, th.en, th.ere' s the solut lon, '" Hellebore 
" -

answered quletly. tlWb.V dosen't she go and sleep with 

someone else?" 

U It's so dlft'icult for them ••• " Sangson turned 

and watched them again in the ballroom below. "She has 

her religion, and sleeplog with someone else is a mortal 
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sin." 

Hellebore shrugged: t1 It depends how badly she 

needs the' child." 
... 

t1 She ooesn't wish to hurt Giordano. Sh.e insists 

they choose a father together." 

Perhaps the couple had waited too long. She 

had dreamed about it too much. Bne bad often described 

the chlld, - its ideal hair, the colour of its eyes-, the 

faot that it would take after Giordano, whoever the 

father might be. They had talked 1t over too much. 

Giordano had known that he was ster1le tor five years. 

All this time they bad waited, presumably for the right 

father. 

tl It's a very miserable business, believe me," 
~ . 

Sangson said with a sigh. liThe more they wait for the 
-

right man the less likely are they to find him.'t 

Suddenly Hellebore asked him: "What about your-

self? You could have slept with her. 

You're d~'cent looking.~ 

You arentt sterile. 

~ 

Sangeon stared at h.im 1n confusion. He was 

astonished by the question. 

Then he spoke: 

He could not at :first reply. 

II It would seem like incest, I suppose. I llve 

in tbe same house, and ever sinee I came to Paris Marla 

has treated me like a son. N He smiled. 
,,..,. - ~ 

sometimes look to them like a frightensd child, as I do to 

you. When I came to Paris I needed a little nursing. 
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No: perhaps they'll never be able to choose. She may 
-

be"inoapable of be1ng unfaithful to him, and he of allow-

1ng it. I often wonder whether they are too devoted to 

eac h other. U 

-
A waiter brought champagaB and an ioe-box to the 

side of their table. Hellebore nodded slowly. 

"Yes, tI he said • "It's a miserable business." 
-~ 

The dance ended. Most of the couples went to 

the velvet seats a~he side of the ballroom, and three 

or four waiters clad in white hurr-led down from the .dining 

room to take their orders. As Maria Celldas returned to 

her table she looked up towards the minstrel's gallery 

and notioed Sangson. She waved her hand, then pOinted 

him Qut to IJ,er h..u,b9..n~ J who bowed and smiled. 

IIThey seem out of place here, tt Hellebore said, 

wactb,ing them. 

IIYes, they look as though .they are thinking 

something out between themselves. Yet they're rieh 

shopkeepers like all the other people here." 
~ 

~he waiter drew their champagne from the ioe 

and turned away from the table. He crouched with the 

bottle between bis knees and pulled out the cork. 

Hellebore yawned. 

!laziaxiBx aax Bla.B 

"youfd be surprised what illegal business goes 

on b etweell some of these people, tl Sangson added, looking 
... 

at SOme of the guests sitting nearby. "Giordano bas 

. I 
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done a bit of smuggling in his time across the Italian 

border. Most of them deserve a prison sentence. If 

"I can well ballev& 1t." 
~ 

"Paris is no place for Maria. She doeen' t try 

to dance ~legantly like the other women here. lf 

They ate their dinner slowly. Sangson asked 

Hellebore's opinion ab~ut every dish, and, after closely 

examin1ng the list, he called for a wine which he said 

would exactly match the tood. He leaned over the table, 

touching the plates when they came, Judging everything 

that the waiter brought and sending back to the kitchen 

the dishes of which he disapproved. 
, 

When the crepes 

Suzette were being prepared behind them, he went and stood 

by the waiter until the brandy had been lit. 

When they had taken coffee he got up. He was Just 

about to leave the table when a waiter came with cognac. 

He drank it standing, 1n one gulp. Hellebore watched him, 

then did the s~e. They put their glasses back on the 

table simultaneously, and as they d1d BO they glanced at 

each other and laughed. 

He went down to the second tier and spoke to the 

Celiaa's. They turned and looked up with surprise at 

Hellebore. Giordano Calida peered at h1m and smiled as 

Sangson talked to them~ Then he nodded and rose, and 

all three of them came up the narrow gangway towards 

Hellebore's table. Hellebore was still laughing a 1i tt.le 

to himself. He got up and pushed his chair back n01s11y. 
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then went a l1ttle way to meet them, h1s hand outstretched. 

Gi:ordallo nodded tp Hellebore genially as he sat 

down: 

"We bave a bOJt for tomorrow night', Monsieur, 1I he 

said. 

Hellebore made a little bow in his seat and 

murmured, "I t m delighted. tt 
- -

Maria spoke to her husband w1th a sm1le, touching 

h1s shoulder lightly: ItTonlgb.t, my dear." 
~ 

"0f coursel" he cr1ed. He neatly pulled back 
.... 

his sleeve and glanced at his watch. UIn eighteen hours 

t1me .11 

ltD on' ~ remind me, tI Hellebore anBwered as they 

laughed politely. 

Gi:ordano turned and beemoned to one of the waiters 

who was standing on the lower t1er. He aid sO with his 

chin up, not looking at the waiter, like one acaustomed 

to servants. 

II I saw one of your performances in Italy, If he 

told Hellebore. 

I1Wb.erewould that bave been?ft 

"An, of course, you doni t r~member 1t. It 
~ 

was a long time ago, eleven years ago, in R1minl." 

Sangson. 

him. 

"But I do remember. tt Hellebore turned to 

"Th8.t was my first continental tour, U he told 

A waiter stood at Glordano'ssi A e, bo-1ng u. 'fJ respect-
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fully. G10rdano~a1d his band on Hellebore: s arm. 

"Now we shall celebrate this honour. Because 
-

you understand it !! an honour meet1ng you here. I 

always thought you were a little ••• a little magical. 

But here you are 1n the flesh. So - " He took a 
-

w1ne .. list from the wal'er. Hls charm was perfect, and 

every gesture schooled. 

glanoed at Hellebore. 

nodded, watch1ng him. 

It _ we shall oelebrate." He 
-

t~you 11ke champagne?" Hellebore 
- -
tI I see y OQ ba va been dr1nking it 
-

already_ But Sangson 1s all ama teur in these matters. tI 

He then selected a vintage, and the waiter 

hurried away. Hellebore asked him whether he had Blways 

lived in Paris, and Giordano told h1m that they bad left 

Italy 1n 1904. 

tlWha t made you want to leave~" 
~ 

Giordano moved closer to him, appear1ng to refleot 

deeply on this .uestlon • 

"!here wasn't a big. enough llving to be had," he 
If . 

said. tlBoth of us love our country, but -" He rubbed 
.... 

his thumb and foref1nger together. U - it was a question 

of bread and butter, you un:ierstand. My 1dea was to go 

to America. I bad j uet enough money. We were both 

young. Maria was j uet turned twenty-one. 

Maria - well, you know what women are!" 

But therel 

All this time she had been watching Hellebore,wtjaa 

following her husband's words with a smile. 
~ 

tt I hated the thought of going to America," she 
• 
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said. 

II It was all I could do to get har b.ere, fr"om. 

Tuscany. But now we have a very fashionable little 

business. Oneof our clients is a gentleman called 

Albert Lorraine who _ u He made Hellebore a little bow. 

.. .. I believe 1s known-to you." 

nOt course, of course. tt. 
~ 

Giordano was flattered: tlHe often vis1ts us. 

Yes, I saw you perform 1n R1mlnl eleven years ago. I 

remember your name outside the theatre: ELLEBORO. But 

I never thought I would ever eome face to faoe with you.~ 

He turned to Sangson. 

hotel, then?1t 

flyou ca.lled at Mr. Finstanley IS 

The waiter poured the champagne, and GiDrdano 

ra1sed bis glass: "A health, then. In honour of 

Hellebore, wishing him suocess tomorrow night - tt He 

oorrected h1mself with a smile as Maria and Sangeon raised 

the 1r glasses. u ... tonight." 

Tne polka came to an end and there was the sound 

of applau.se from the ballroom. It was very hot now in 

the raoome. Most people had moved away from the d1ning 

tables. and some had gone up to the minstrel's gallery', 

to get a batter view of the dano1ng floor below. Maria 

and Giordano turned to look. The couples who bad been 

dano1ng oont1nued to applaud the orc;b.estra, laughing ahd 

crying out. 

Maria clapped her hands together a~cltedly: "They 
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want 1t agaln~ It 

Giordano leaned towar4s Hellebore, h1d1ng h1s . 

m.outh from. her with his hand as be spoke: "She tires me 

out dane ins. 11 

-
Silenoe fell in the ballroom, and then the crowd 

sighed. The conductor raised his baton under a yellow 

spotlight from the minstrel's gallery, and the orchestra 

struck up into a second polka • Mar,w more couples than 

before went onto the floor, and the light stamping of their 

feet could sometimes be heard. above the orchestra. 

Giordano la1d his band on Hellebore's arm: "Dance 

wi ttl my w1fe. Please. Show ller how you dance. II 

Maria overheard this remark} and flushed ai:188jS~ 

when she saw Hellebore r1s~ his Cba1r~1te~ 
His presence seemed to strike ner dumb. Her eyes were 

particularly beautiful when he bowed to her. Together 

they went down to the crowded ballroom, and G1ordano and 

Sangson Via to hed them as they took up tb.e dance. 

"Wha t made you call on b.lm?1t Giordano asked. He 

d1d not look atfhe young man. 

"It was a sudden decis1on. I don't know why." 
o c -
They said nothing tor aome time. Then Giordano 

asked suddenly: 

ttWas it Mar1a's ldea that you. should go and see 

UMaria's? Of course not. What a.re you think1ng 

G1Driano looked away uncomfortably. 
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"Does he know about her?" 

"Know What?~ Sangson asked him,_ 

"r mean, w~t did you tell h1m. about bar?" 
= . ~ 

Sangson glanced at hi. quickly, then understood. 

uOh, I said we were fr1ends, .. no more." 

ttaut you talked about Edgar mostly?" 
-Sangson nodded sadly, as if there had just been 

a betrayal.: "He seemed to have forgotten Edgar." 

"Well: three years is time enough to forget. 

I expect you made him feel a little miserable. But 

Maria thinks it must be a relief to you ••• You needed 

to talk these .things over, though I sometimes wonder 

whether it was wise to go baa:k over the past like that.'t 

He sipped his champagne, gazing at Hellebore and Haria 

as they danoed. "'fha t' s how I like to see a man danoe, 

with his shoulders firm and straight. Look, he's as light 

as a feather. She looks well, carrying him in her aap.1t 

He glanced at Bacsson, but the latter's head was bowed • 

II He' 8 shorter than I would ba va tb.ought. He looks 

taller on tne stage, - at least as I remember h~, thouga 

that was eleven years ago. Perhaps itts due to the 

floppy olothes he wears on the stage. 

sad now, does he?" 
"" 

He doesn't look 

Hellebore was laush1ngas he danced, and at 

every fourth beat he hopped particularly. high. He moved 

more swiftly than most of the others, whir11ng Ma.r1a 

lightly between the couples, 1n and out, along the edge 
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of the floor and 1nto the middle again, b.is head high, 

his cbeeks very flushed, with Maria lost and seeming to 

dream in his arms as she floated along. 

"This is the first time b.e bas left England 

since the~War broke out,~1 Sangson Jltlrmured. 

hTb.en I expeot he means to enjoy' himself. It 

As soon as the dance came to an end Hellebore 

and Maria returned to the table. laughing ana breathless. 

Her shyness had gone. 

"Hadn't we better go baCk," she asked Giordano, 

n if only for a few minutes?" 

t'Not yet, my dear. Weill have a little more 

ohampagne, then go. II He spoke to Hellebore. "We ba. ve 
~ -

three or four friends at the lower table. We mustn't 

neglect them. entirely." 
-He took the bottle of champagne and filled Marla's 

glass, then offered it to Hellebore, who shook his head • 

11 I'm merry e nougb., thank you. U 

-
G1ordano chuckled and held the b6ttle up to the 

light, squinting at it. It, was s, quarter f.ull. 

"Come,tI he said, "you must have another glass. 

We Rust finish. the bottle before we go back to our own 

table. Yes? Of a ourse! f1 

He filled Hellebore's glass. Then they all 
. " 

tOUChed glasses and drank. 

uThe next dance ought to be for Henry," G·1Drdano 
. "" 

whispered to Marla. flHe looks se> out of it sitting there. 11 
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He beckoned to one of the waiters and ordered 

more champagne. But Maria wanted to stop him. 

IIUr. Finstanley bas already ref'used it, Giordano, tJ 

she said. 

It Oh, mere poll te ness 1" he shouted. 

want to be off?' home, then?" 

"DO you 

'. 
"No, my dear." She shook her head quickly • 

"Let's make a night of it!" 

Giordano was triumphant. 

tiSnall we then?tt he asked Hellebore a.nd Sangson. 

~we catll go back to the house together • II Maria 

said, "f'or an early breakfast at dawn." 

tlDoes that suit you?tt Giordano asked Hellebore. 

tlyou are both very kind. tf 

The Drc:hestra began a slow Vial tz, and Maria got 

up. She touched Sangson's hair lightly, putt1ng it b$ck 

from his forehead, and together they went down into the 

ballroom. A waiter brought the second bottle ot champagne, 

and Slordano moved to a chair at Hellebore's side. He 

filled the1r glasses, t1pping a little onto the table-cloth. 

uHas he made you feel SBCt'?" he asked. 
~ ~ 

Hellebore shrugged, staring down at the table: 

ItHe has suffered. too mucn, I think. 11 

. "" 
Giordano did not reply to this. They tOUChed 

glasses and drank, tnen he filled them again. He glanced 

at Hellebore quickly and said: "I hate Sangson being in 

my house." 
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Hellebore looked at him 1n astonishment, nia 

1..;1 0 tlWk'D'? l. eyas W t.\e pen: UoJ 

- .", 

"He is too secretive a person. You never hear 

a sound from hia room. He 1s so ,ulet in everything he 

does. 1t 

fiRe's a child, t1 Hellebore murmured, embarrassed 
-. . 

by Giordano's worGs • 

t1 I no longer believe tha t. He is always trying 

to get Marla alone, tor instance, though he says she is 

only a kind of mother to him. Also I am certain he bas 

a lover somewhere, but not a lover 1n the proper sense. 

I mean I'm sure he doean't love her, only uses her as a 

kind of prostitute. I have peard various things." 
-He gazed down at Sangson 1n the ballroom, not 

tr oubling to hide his fee11ngs in front of Hellebore. 

He took up the latter~ glass and put it against h1s lips, 

making him drink; and for the third time he filled the 

glasses, a little unstead1ly, but still with rare breeding: 

til happen to know he visits her two or three 
., 

times a week. to relieve himself. if you will excuse the 

expression. Of course, I would never tell Maria any of 

this. It would kill her dream of him. as the son she 

might have had:. If it weren't for bar. I would have 

asked him to leave my house long ago. t. He leaned back" 
~ , 

with his arm on Hellebore's shoulder, sigh1ng. "HOW I 

reproach myself for hav1ng offered him a Job here and a 

place 1n my family. Young men like these belong to dug-outs. 
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not to families. But there, ne is polite, he 1s well-

edu~tedJ he is useful to me in my export work. He is 

my only employee whom I dare send to dinner with a 

business agent from another country." He frowned ~ 

"But he belongs nowhere. He refuses to make roots for 

himself. He behaves like a paralysed man. He must 

depend all the time on other people • otherwise he waula 

nave a home ot his own by now, and a beautiful wife, and 

children." He looked Hellebore 1n the eyes. "And I 

bave to bear this blood-sucker in my house. Sometimes 

I am even afraid of him .• I am afraid that he will bring 

ruin into my home. He's a wreoker. tt 

"Well, his own life has been wrecked, perhaps," 

Hellebore-said ~ in a low VOice. 

nOh, I know what he has suffered, Mr. Flnstanley. 
-. 

I bave been his trie nd. But I happen to know one thing: 

he liked the War • Such a young man is born for murder. 1t 

"You hated 1t, yourself?" 
~ ~ 

Giordano sm1led rather sadly: uAll the War meant 
... 

for me was my seps.ration from Maria. We were too much 

1n love with eaoh other, perhaps. I used to yearn to 

be with her unt1l I was almost mad. I was in the Franch 

army for three years. I lost weight. I bad skin-trouble. 

I caught malar". and one thing after another. I'm not 

a fighter. War 1sn't for people like myself. War is 

for young men w1th nothing to lose. Wha t bad this young 
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fellow got to lose?" 
-. 

Hellebore nodded slowly, then glanced up at 

Giordano: "Did you meet my son?" 

. 11 No ~ my fr i e ad • II 
~ ~ 

Maria and Sangson returned to the table before 

the danae ended, and Giordano got up: "Now we really 
~ 

must go back to our table. For a few minutes, - would 

you m1nd?" 

'~ Not at all. It Hellebore added, look1Qg at 
- -

Maria: UBut we must have another danoe or two before dawn," 
~ 

ana Maria laughed sllyly. 

Girodano pointed to tile bottle of o.bampagne: 

If It 1s there tor you to ilr1ak. t. 

The Calida's went down to their table, where 

the1r guests were waiting for them, and sat with their 

backs towa~ds the minstrel's gallery. 

Sangson bit h1s l1p and said to Hellebore with 

an eff'crt: uI'm sorry I used those words about your 

kill1ng me." 

I'The faot is you said it." Hellebore then 

added: "i.1ts\t~\O me. sansso~. You went out to Flanders 
-

because yau wan.ted to. I didn't ask you to go. And 

in your place lid never bave gone. I I d Doe var ba ve joined 

up_ My work comes first with me, and 1t always has done. 

I wouldn't bave cared if Jerry had won the War and then 

burnt .Y theatre down, my work would still come f1rst. 
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You'd- never have oaught me taking the trip to Flanders. 

It Edgar wanted to go out and risk his life, that was 

his business. I didn't ask either of you to go, and I 

don't owe .you anyi thanks for winning the War." 

"'We werea't fight1ng for you or anyone else." 

Sangson answered him coldly, holding aloof. "We weren't 

even fighting far our country.-

"You went ou.t to cut fine figures, though.." 

"Well, tbat could be true. t1 

-
"It he'd come to me and asked me what to do, 

I should bave sald, do what you w~nt to do - it you do 

that you'll only bave yourself to blame." Sangson began 

to turn away, but Hellebore put his hand firmly on his 

cheek and made him tace him agaln. He fixed h1m w1th 

his eyes, sternly_. "When I was fourteen years old, 

Sangson, I wanted to be a clown and get a first turn, 

and I bee;ame a e.lown and I got a first turn. I'm the 

sort that gets what he wants. You've only got to look 

at my ohin. - it belongs to a man who gets what he wants.u­

Hellebore lA1d his bands on the table palms downwards. 

"And the samew1tb. my bands. I never came along and 

asked people l1ke you to live my life for me, and I'm not 

going to live yours for you. Every man's free to do 

wba t he can 1n this world. It 
~ 

He lifted his glass and drank the champagne in 

one gulp. He bad begun to talk less dist1nctly. 

tlyou let .the War House push you about. and 
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you've only yourself to blame. If you d1dn' t like the 

War you ought to Dave been a ooncbJ'. 

a c oncb1 afterwards. lf 

It's no good belng 

~ 

"It wasn't against my conscience to kill Hermans. 

I volunteered to do It. I wanted to do 1t." 

"Why?tt 

Sangson's reply was b1tter: "Perhaps to see 

men die and near them scream. I only vol unteered when 

I knew what kind of war 1t was, when I heard about the 

explosives and the oasualty-rate. I couldn't bear that 

there should be so mucn suffering and me not-there. I 

wanted to suffer. U 

-
Hellebore shook his head ln wonder. It was 

clear tbat the drink was affectlng him. 

"Ioan't ounderstand lt, It he sald. ttWba t made 
-~ 

you want to suffer? I can't understand It. Why go and 

throwaway your llte? ... a decent young man like you?tt 

t1Oh, well, I would ba ve bad to go anyway. tI 

flBut I can't understand it. Here you are working 

1n Paris in a jeweller's snop when you oould go back to 

England to~orrow if you wanted to and 11~e a l1fe of your 

own. If 

I'No, the War k1lled my faith in ., well, it 
-

simply killed my faith. t1 He paused, as 1f he bad said 
"" 

too much, but he decided to go on. tilt taught me tb.a.t 

at any minute the worst canbappen. That's an extraordinary 

d1scovery. It killed my sense of baving a future. 
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After the War the world became a cold and desolate 

place. I needed protecting against that. And my 

work at the jeweller's does protect me. It's so 

simple. It needs no thought whatsoever."' 

Hellebore stared at him, swaying: "How does 

1 t proteot you?" 

tflt gives my 11fe a fued order. I go to the 

shop soon after n1ne 1n the morning, I call on S1gnor 

Ca11da for lunch at half-past noon, and th.en I return 

home for a bath and aper1tifs soon after five o'clock 

1n the eve n1ng. 

bear treed om. II 

I darenlt l1ve otherw1se. I couldn't 

"The War's turned you into a child. Yes, 
-

you've got the look of a fr1ghtened child sometimes. 

What do you th1nk about at your work, then?" 

eon, I daydream. fI 
... 
"But don't you ever want to do something else?" 
- . -
"Yes, I do, very often. But as far as amb1tion 
~ 

goes I'm like a man who worships the dawn and always sleeps 

through it. It 

It was &s if Sangson bad rehearsed these words. 

He allows. h1mself no remark which might seem natural. 

He drank w1 th Hellebore, but not for a moment d1d he los's 

grip. He sat 1n his chair solemnly, like one whose 

confession had just been wr1tten down and signed. 

But Hellebore was beginning to tap his feet 

under the table 1n time with the orchestra, to smile at 
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nothing, to whistle and hum, to swing his shoulders 

slightly as if he were dancing. 

Suddenly Sangaon called out for some cognac. 

The waiter oame to the table and asked whether he wanted 

glasses. He rep11ed coldly: "Une bouteille." 

Hellebore laughe.: 

aren't we? I'm beginning to feel among friends. In 

the old days we used to take hansom cabs round the West 

End after the show. We used to talk and sing in each 

other's bedrooms until the dawn came through. We used 

to bave supper on tne stage with our make-up on. We 

used to play tricks on each other during the whew. t. 

He looked down at the second tier, where the 

Calida's were sitting. It happened that at this moment 

they were pOinting Hellebore out to their guests. 

"I like your friends, N he said. 
~ ~ 

"Soon the word will be round that Hellebore the 

olown 1s here, n San.son rep11ed. t'And they are sure to 
-ask you for a little turn. 

vulgarity •• t 

They have that kind of 

"Lorraine wanted sometb.ing dignif1ed. He 
.... 

wanted it described in all the newspapers. But your 

friends are easy to get on with." 

Their bottle of oognac came, and Sangson filled 
~ . 

two lqueur glasses. Hellebore took his immed1ately 

and put it baok. 

ItCome to the Crimson 'fower tomorrow at tour, II 
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uThe Crimson Tower?" 
G 

"Ask at the box office. Tall you what: I came 
'" 

from England with only a day to spare. I want to go 

straight into dress rehearsal. 

'the epell." 

I don't want to break 

Sangson had begun to wateh h~, for Hellebore 

was really talking to himself, with his head bowed. 

"Lorraine's putting six hundred thousand francs 

into this Job. 

for five years. 

I haven't been near a professional stage 

Tba t was the War, thank you. HBt s one 

of the richest men 1n France, but he'll never miss church. 

He worries too much. He wants a woman behind him, though 

I should th1nk: a woman would find him a l1ttle too fussy_ 

He likes his two baths every day, and his fingerna1ls are 

always just so. I've never seen a crease in his suit. 

BI'e frightened of being ill, and I donlt have to tell you 

h.e never 1s ill. tt 
~ 

Sangson nodded. me bad bardly listened, though 

his eyes bad remained fixed on Hellebore. It was as if' 

he had become a more resolute person, perha,ps because of' 

the drink. For suddenly, w1th a very determined look, 

he leaned torwariJ and whispered to Hellebore: I'Dr1nk. 

Drink." 

Hellebore looked at h1m in drunk surprise for a 
~~~ 

moment, then obeyed him with a smile, as if he'ba~ made the 

suggestion. He poured his cognac 1nto the champagne 



• 

• 

66 

and drank. The moment be put down the liqueur glass 

Sangson filled it aga1n. 

It did not take long for the other gueats in 

the club to discover that Hellebore was among tb.em. 

Word bad travelled down to the ballroom trom the Cel1das' 

table, and even the condll<ttor of the orchestra bad been 

told • Some minutes later a·waiter came to the highest 

tier with a message from tne manager. He asked whether 

it would be possible for Hellebore to give them a little 

impromptu performance, or at least a speech, to celebrate 

the honour of' his first visit to the club. Sangaoll 

smiled at Hellebore when the waiter bad given his message, 

and sa1d, so tbat tbe waiter could hear: uJust as I told 

you. These people are capable of anything. Noth1ng is 

too vulgar for them. In what other Paris casino would 

they ask a celebr1ty to do such a thing?" 
-

ttIt's because I'm a ClOYD. A olown 1s supposed 

to belong to everybody.t1 
-

Hellebore's words were run together. Sangson 

told the waiter that Mr. Finstanley wished to rest, bav1ng 

bad a Cba.nnel-crossing that day. He said tais coldly, 

making 1t sound like a rebuke, and the waiter bowed before 

leaVing the table. 

"Well, t1 Hellebore murmured, tt I might oblige them 

y at. 1I 

Itperbaps a bit more to' drink: will give you. the 
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necessary courage," Sangson said, f1ll1ng his glass 

aga1n. 

'rhe dancers 1n the ballroom constantly turned 

to watch Hellebore. Newcomers were quickly told the 

news, and some of them came and stood near the minstrel's 

gallery 1n their outdoor clothes, staring at him qu1te 

openly • Sangson seemed troubled by their gazes, but 

Hellebore simply shifted bis chair a little so that his 

back was turned towards them, and went on talk1ng, drumming 

his fingers on the table. 

"Eliza's got a scar down one side of' her tace 
"" 

whicn I think makes her" look all the prett1er. She gets 

sawn 1n balf. Elselhelm does the sawing. You ought to 

see her among the tigers. She was twenty at the time. 

The lovely sleepy one turned on her. It knocked the 

whip out ot her band and caught her on the right Cheek. 

Now every day that sleepy tiger sees her come into the 

cage. Does it so much as stir? They're like lovers. 

He was born in captivity, and th.ey're always more danger­

ous. The wildness comes out of them, and they suddenly 

turn. " 

.He ra1sed h1s head and looked at Sangson w1th 

clear eyes. The latter was caught oft his guard. 

"What' did you tell me to drink for?" 

Sangson b11nked quickly and murmured: "why 

sb.ouldn ' t we enjoy ourselves?u 

tI t don't need two managers. Lorraine by himself 
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is a hand-full. t~ He laughed, and it was impossible to 
.. 

tell whether he bad been joking. His hair was disnevelled, 

and his cheeks were very flushed, as he lolled back in 

his ohair gazing at the wall, away from the other guests. 

tlM1 dad took to drink. That fin1shed h1m. He tria' 

h1s luck at the stagedoors selling songs at a dollar a 

number. Those were the days when the circus used to 

ride through. your tWbn in a long, procession. The bani 

used to go in front, then the horses and ponies and aleph-

ants all spruced up. There used to be b1g golden 

tableaux on the carts with the trapeze girls on top, and 

you could see the lions in their cages. The clowns used 

to walk alongside. They used to fool about and give 

sweets to the kids. The circus my father was in went 

round the same circu1t for thirty years, up to Leeds and 

back again. f. 

Three or four waiters went across the ballroom 

gathering up tbe paper streamers. The plush seats on 

a1 ther side war'e now orowded wi tb. people waiting for the 

next dance, and the dining room, was empty save for Sangson 

and Hellebore. When the dance-floor was clear of 

streamers the orc,b.estra struck up into another polka J 

and Hellebore clapped his hands, roaring with laughter. 

He watched the dance closely, tapping his feet. 

He took the bottle of cognac and f1l1ed his own 

glass, keeping his free hana cupped over Sangason's. 

"In my honour," he said, then cf1rank and gasped. 
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"For old t1mes." 
... 

He reeled in hia chair and gripped the table 

firmly with. both banas. His face bad changed. He 

smiled loosely as he spoke: 

tI I d1d murder Edgar. It 
- . 

Sangson started forward: 

n Are you drunk?" he whispered • 

very bloodshot.~ 
-

ttyour eyes are 

Hellebore answered him vehemently: 

U I murda red. him." 
... 

He stared at Sangson f'or a moment, then took 

his banda from the table and leaned back. He had half 

pulled the white cloth to the floor in doing this. 

It It m dru.nk, II he said quietly. It I' m not u.sed 
.-

to all this. I never touch it. Very careful about 

"Do you feel siok?" 

"No. tI 
- .... 
"Do you feal you might fall'" 

"I feel d1zzy. and r'm gOing-to ob11ge them." 
-
Sangson looked down at the second t1er where 

the Celida'~ were sitting. They bad naw beeD joined by 

their guests, and one of them was watching Hellebore. 

"You must 8i t st1ll, U Sangson told him. tlyou 
... 

must talk as little as poss1ble. 1I 

eo 

Hellebore frowned and stared at the table. He 

swayed a little and tried to look at Sangson, lowering 
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his head and blinking a great deal, then widening his 

eyes fiercely. 

"Why?tJ he asked. 

"Peopie are watching you." He spoke to Helle-
.-. 

bore slowly and d1stinctly. "You must go to the lavatory 

and smarten yourself up. YOU8V6 spilt ohampagne down 

YOw/Shirt-front, and your hair needs comb1ng.: 

tlThat's it. Everywhere I go people treat me 

like a statue. 
:. 

It was you gave me the boo~e. But you 

still want the statue. It 

a sc hool-t eae,her. It 

Then he added: "You look like 

He got up, pushing his chair back with a clatter, 

thougn he could hardly stand. The oro has tra bad just 

finished playing, and everybody was return1Qg to the plush 

seats. Sangson at once jumped up to stop him. He 

went and laid his hand on his arm, but the moment Hellebore 

felt it he turned and pushed him away with all his 

strenstb.. Sangson fell back against another table with 

a shocked gasp, upsetting a decanter of water and almost 

tear1ng the cloth from the table in hls effort to prevent 

himself' falling. Hellebore was standing with his face 

towaras the ballroom, panting, bis eyes furious. 

"I'll give you lavatory," he murmured • 
.,.. 

Sangson was also aflg-ry now. Everybody 1n the 

ballroom bad turned and was watching him, baving hearQ 

the deaanter fall. He came to Hellebore's side ... : 
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"What are you. up to?" 
~ 

Hellebore did not look at him. He merely sa ld , 

swaying as he stood there: "I'll pay you~lot out for 

tbose five years." 

Betore Sangson could stop him he was on his way 

down to the lower tier, sllpping and stumbling as he went, 

b,is eyes furious, and his head hlgh, in defiance. The 

Cellda's and their guests drew back their ohairs when he 

approached them, wondering anxiously what he would do. 

Most of the people in the ballroom were watching him in 

silenee, as he swayed and frowned over the Celida's. 

Two of the women at the table, friends of Giordano, smiled 

nervo~sly, as if wishing to placate him and make his visit 

seem ordinary. 

Glordano got up and put his hand on Hellebore's 

arm, llke a father, but the latter shook him off. He 

pOinted to Mar1a. who was meekly sitting ln her cha1r, 

probably terrif1ed. No one was speaking 1n the ballroom. 

"You wlll dance?" Hellebore asked. His question, 

was like a threat. 

She looked at Giordano. who hes1tated. Then b.e 

sm1led and nodded, as if he bad known Hellebore a long time. 

He had decided to be pol1te. 

IIG1 va Mr. Finstanley this dance, my dear, n he 

said. 

He went to Maria's chair and p,ulled 1t out as she 
. 

got up. She went to Hellebore's sids, casting a nervous 
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glance behind her, and took his arm bef'ore they wal·ked 

together down into the ballroom. All eyes were upon them. 

The conductor bad his baton raised, waiting for them to 

reae h the f.l oor. Hellebore was still frowning and mu~-

murlng to himself. ,He swayed on the staircase, and Maria 

gripped his arm 3B firmly. 

He was aware that the silence was for him, and that 

the conductor bad been waiting. He took his time. His 

eyebrows were raised, a little imperiously, as he led 

Maria with slow steps to the centre of the floor, and the 

other dancers, silent and watchful, drew back to let him. 

pass. She avoided their eyes. She was hushed and 

tremulous. Hellebore took her left band delicately in 

his, as it she were a princess, and put h1s arm round h.er 

waist. He gave the oonductor the briefest of glances, 

and for an instant the baton remained stlll. Then it 

fell, and the orc"hestra struok up 1nto a quick waltz • 

He danced more quietly and boldly than the rest, 

and the orchestra quickened its rbythm to keep time with 

him. He whirled and whirled Marla round on the tips of 

his toes, his eyes w1ld and lost, the sweat pour1ng down 

his flushed face, f11nging himself into the dance with a 

kind of callous vehemence, spar1ng himself nothing. Maria 

was helpless in his arms, trying to ~eep pace with h1m. 

Tne rose had fallen from her waist, and bad already been 

trodden underfoot. Her hair was out of place, and several 

times she almost slipped. Bu.t he did not glance down at 
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her, to catoh her appealing look. For he was really 

dancing alone. 

He stared ahead of him, his mouth open, trans-

fixed into the circular dance, as if he could never stop, 

and seeming to dance faster and faster. His bands rested 

on Mar1a, rather than held her. At any moment she could 

bave slipped out of·h1s grasp. Yet he did not so much as 

brush lightly against any of the other dancers. He 

whirled 1n and out of the other couples, and they would 

turn tith astonishment as he ~saed them. 

But suddenly his hands eeased to hold her. At 

last he was alone. She stood in the centre of the floor, 

abandoned and on the point of weeping. He was lost in 

the dance, and the conductor decided to prolong the tune 

when he saw what had happe.ed. It was a triumph for him. 

Hellebore was taking long, sure strides between the other 

couples, whirling round with his arms exactly as they bad 

been before when tney had held Maria. Only his face was 

d1fferent now. For it bore an expression of pain, like 

a ts •• 1ble gr1n, with the sweat saturating his brow and 

oheeks, and his black jacket fly1ng open. The conduetor 

was prolonging th1s martyrdom, delighted at the solo 

performance. He conduoted with h1s back to the oro.b.estra, 

work1ng his shoulders up and down vigo'reusly, his white, 

bald head shining 1n the spotlights from the m1nstrel t s 

gallery. 

"" Maria walked quiokly to th19 side of the floor, 
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her head bowed and a handkerch1ef up to her mouth, and 

there Giordano drew her solemnly to one Qf the plush 

seats. They sat there 11uence. waiting for the I dance 

to and. They watched Hellebore's frantic dance w1th 

pity and fear. 

At last the f1nal chord was playad, and the 

conduotor lowered his baton w1th a proud sm11e~ He 

came down from the rostrum with his band outstretched. 

For a tew seconds Hellebore continued to da.nee, unt1l 

the silence began to dawn on him and he stood staring up I 

at the ceiling, h1s arms bang1ng at his side, in a strange 

paroxysm of trembling. Gradually he came back to life, 

seeming bewilders. at the sight of the other dancers, who 

clamoured round him clapping their bands. Everybody made 

way for the conductor, who put his arms round Hellebore's 

neck and kissed him on both cheeks • 

Hellebore d1d not know whether he sho~ld bow or 

not. He was not sure whether these were his enemies or 

friends. He looked from one to another of the bard faoes, 

and at the small, inquisitive eyes. He lifted an lmagln-

ary bat qu1ckly from his head, then clapped it back on 

again and d1d a mock bow. They laughed, pushing forward, 

the ones at the back jumping up and oraning their necks to 

see him. 

Then he seemed to grow tired. He looked about 

him again, seeking somebody. He pushed his way roughly 
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through the crowd, cursing them in a low voiee. He 

went to the side of the floor, and there Giordano led 

Qim to where Maria was sitt1ng. Hellebore fell back 

into bis seat w1th a sigh, understand1ng nothillg, and 

very tired. 

When moat of the oouples had returned to their 

seats and the waiters had come down into the ballroom to 

take their orders, someth1ng unexpected happened. The 

condu1};or had been consulting with the rest of the orchestra 

ina whisper,. He kept glancing back at Hellebore, who 

was totally unaware of him. He then raised himself and 

lifted his baton. When he .lowered it - no one was paying 

any attention to him - the orchestra entered a slow, melan­

choly,l .... forlorn tune, and people began to turn their 

heads. The music filled the domed ballroom Wit~ts lonely, 

sad phrases, and Hellebore's eyes grew wider. Slowly he 

turned his head. The effect ot this music upon him was 

extraordinary. His mouth fell open, and a drowsy wonder 

seemed to take hold of him as he l1stened to the phrases 

which night atter night for so many years had preceded h1s 

entrance as the wbl te plerr"ot. . The 118JD.lD.illl condue:tor was 

a cunning man. He watched Hellebore w1th the eyes ot 

a servant, divining the speechless pa1n whlchmlght perhaps 

be taking hold of this clown. 

It was clear that they expected something of him. 

The refre~baents were forgotten. Everybody knew this tune. 



• 

• 

77 

They all looked across at him, some of tb.em clapp1ng, 

the bolder ones beokoning him to rise. He did get up, 

and 1t was clear that he bad little control over his limbs. 

He seemed to be faintly aware that an sud lence bad come 

into being, and that it required something of him. It 

appeared that he might make a speech, and everybody 

stopped talking • He bad his hands' on the ~apels of his 

jaoket, 1n a speeoh-making attlCude, but when he opened 

his mouth, try1ng to keep his dignity as he swayed about 

in front of Maria and Giordano, noth1ng came forth. He 

stood there paralysed, with all eyes upon him, the only 

man in the long ballroom who was stand1ng. 

The conductor saw h1s predicament and , .. ,.4 came 

down to rescue him. He walked aeross the floor with a 

smlle and took his arm. He led him up,to the platform, 

and there was lnstantly a burst of applause, beoause it 
"'oAe~t-

was now clear that the ~ clown was about to ssg1n some 

kind of performanoe. Hellebore walked slower than the 

conduotor, plodded rather, his shoulders bowed, as if he 

were being dragged along. Bu~ this only appeared to the 

audience as his unwillingness to show off. When he reaa had 

the stage, in the oentre df· the spotlights from the 

minstrel's gallery, their applause grew louder, then died, 

as they waited for his act to begin. Only someone 

standing vary close to him would bave been able to see his 

stare, like that of a drugged man, and the trembling of his 
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lips. 

He went straight to the piano. For a moment 

as he stood there with his back to the audienoe, his 

shoulders bowed and his hair t~sled, leaning over the 

pianist, he looked like a beggar who had come foot-sore 

into th1s expens1ve place. The pianist at once jumped 

out of his seat and made way for him. But Hellebore did 

not s1t down, nor did he play any notes. He was looking 

for something, 1n the gloom outside the spotlights. He 

bent down and peered under the keyboard. He was about to 

ask the conductor a question, but then went on with his 

searcn, this time feeling with his bands behind the thick, 

round leg. There was not a sound in the hall. 

He searched about in such. a rapt, absorbed way 

that it was poss1ble to see a humo~ous, intention beh1nd 

it. And accordingly a few people began to laugh. Others 

smiled, peering forward into the shadows at the edge of 

t he spotlights, wa.i t1 ns for this bowed figure with the 

blaok jacket and the crumpled trousers to bring the little 

act to its olimax. 

But he became impatient. Only ;he pian1st could 

see his face, which was close to tsars. Suddenly, without 

any warn1ng, Hellebore hit the highest keys of the piano 

violently with his fist and cr1ed out at the top of his 

v oiee: "Where I s the lever? Where I s the lever?" The 

conductor turned to the aud1ence and shrugged b.i~ shoulders, 

roaring with laughter. The hall was almost in upr.oar. 
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They were all asking each other ques~lons and laughing, 

wondering what could ha va happened. The nex t thing they 

saw on the stage was Hellebore puffing wi!dly at a cigar 

which he had seized from one of the guests nearby. He 

blew the smoke out as if he were trying to form a cloud 

in front of himself, and, though his expression was ... 

frantic and panic-stricken, far from that of a performing 

clown, at a distance it was poss1ble to see a grotesque 

figure trying to raise a few laughs. 

Once a suffle ient cloud of blue smoke bad been . 

created, he ...... opulled off his black tie, then began to 

take off his jacket. But aa was ln such a hurry to throw 

of all this clothes that he only pulled the jacket half 

of~, down to the elbows, before he iegan heaving at his 

trousers. Some of the man in the audience jumped to thelr 

feet. At. hhe sight of' Hellebore bent slightly forward 

and savagely tugg1ng at his belt, a tall woman with a red, 

chapped face at the side of the hall began scream1ng with 

hysterioal laughter, so that the whole of her body shook 

in a series of helpless spasms. Two members of the 

orchestra obeyed the conductor's· glance. They went ~p 

to Hellebore and shouted something at him, then, when he 

appeared not to hear them, they seized his arms and pulled 

them away from his trousers. Sangson was stand1ng at the 

top of the sta1rs leading into the dining-roam, looking 

down, quite· stl1l. 
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The Calida's had. n·otlced Sangson. They got 

up and returned to the di n1ng-ro om., avoiding people's 

eyes, and hurrying along. 

Hellebore Qid not seem to understand the shocked 

laughter. It was clear to anyone standing close to him 

that he could bardly see bis spectators, for he blinked 

a nd peered about wi tb. a frown, as if he were tr;ing to 

make out an object a great distance'from him. Probably 

he could only hear their volces, - the laughter and, here 

and there, the salacious, half-muffled cries ot encourage­

ment. 

But he must have seen Maria leave the ballroom, 

for he at once stumbled forward from the p1ano and, in 

trying to gain the other end of the ball, fell straight 

down from the platform to the floor, with his bands stretched 

out before him. Everyone now knew tba.t he was drunk. 

The nOise, certainly the laughter. beaame d1fferent. It 

was now a kind of shocked clamour, as people left their 

seats and came onto the floor to get a better view of him. 

Hellebore still had his eyes fixed on the end of the hall. 

He jumped awkwardly to his feet, covered with the white 

French chalk from the floor and broken streamers of every 

colour, and lurched forward between the a,losing ranks, his 

hands held out before him l1ke one walking in h1s sleep. 

At the top of his VOice, w1th the tears pouring down h1s 

face. he called out: "Marla! Maria! II 

Maria bad disappaared from sight at the top of the 
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staircase. Sh.e and Giordano, led by Sangeon, had gone 

to a table from wh1ch it was impossible to see down into 

the ballroom. 

The crowd was now determined to get a performance 

from him of some kind, however grotesque. They clustered 

round him, ena ouraging him w1th tiBia! Blat" and -Bravo!tt 

One of them, a small, corpulent man, cleared a way ana 

laid down 1n tront of Hellebore a long blue streamer. 

Than , roaring with laughter, be held h1s arms out side­

ways and began tip-toelngrid1culously along it as if he 

were walking the tight-rope. Hellebore stood there 

reeling and seemed at last to understand what was required 

of him, for he began to do the same thing at the other end 

of tne streamer, peering down wi tb. a frown as he lurcheQ 

and stumbled along it, with the tears still wet on bis 

face. The laughter was not good-natured. But Hellebore 

stayed on his tight-rope, jostled and pushed by the orowd • 

He nodded and sm1led absurdly, as 1f he were pDoud of their 

laughter. 

Some of the men exchanged scornful glances with. 

their wives, and close to Hellebore, perhaps within earshot, 

someone murmured: "B~tehom.me ••• , But most of them, 
,~ ~ @o < 

though quite aware that he was drunk, were enjoying his 

grotesque antics, in which there was no humour or dignity 

at all. 

The conductor was b1t1ng h1s l1p nervously, for 

he realised that matters were now out of his control. 
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He turned and struck up the band into a loud rag-time 

tune, o'allieg out to everybody below to take their places 

tor another dance. But no ODe took any not1ce of him, 

for Hellebore was now danoing alone, stamping his feet 

on the tloor, with his arms bald BiBA above ~ his head. 

He was waggling his hips in the or'iental fashion, as two 

of the men 1n the crowd tied long streamers round his 

neck and waist, trussing him up like a corpse as he lifted 

his knees and jiggled about on the same spot. 

But suddenly he wanted to go. He stopped and 

looked about him. He was 1n the very centre of the, crowd. 

He looked from one face to the otber, and panic seemed to 
f' over come him. He put his head down and pushed furiously 

at the shirt-fronts of the men nearest him, though it would 

have been easy enough for him simply to walk away. By 

doing what he dld he made 1t necessary for them to defend 

themselves, and they did this by clinging to him, to prevent 

him heav1ng about w1th his arms and legs. He pushed himself 

f' orward , and t he men 1 nv 01 ved .. f our or f 1 va of' them -

moved as one body with him., towards the staircase. The 

orchestra stopped instantly, and the conductor jumped down 

from the rostrum. One or two of the women screamed, and 

there was no longer any laughter. 'fhe co nductor could not 

believe his eyes. There was an expression of utter horror 

on his face. Most of the other guests began leaving the 

ballroom. A hus b. bad fallen Over them,' a hush of shame 

perhaps, as they realised that things had gone too far. 
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It was as if Hellebore had suddenly realised 

that the crowd had been mock1ng him: for one moment he 

had been dano1ng in the oriental fash1on. and the next 

he bad been punching at the chests of the men nearest 

him. 

He managed at last to break away. But instead 

of running up the stairoase he went back to the empty stage 

where tbe instruments lay. He must have intended to do 

damage there, in a sudden mood of spitefulBese. He tried 

to jump up onto the platform, but one of the waiters 

quickly pulled him down and drew him roughly away. The 

crowd gasped when they saw a waiter handling Hellebore the 

clown in this way. 

The proprietor came. He was a tall, broad-snould-

ared man with a thin, greased moustache twirled like a 

sergeant-major's at the edges. He pushed his way through 

the .. rowa. at the top of the stairca,se, but before he went 

down into the ballroom he looked about him and called out 

for Sangson. The crowd made way for the latter, who left 

his table and walked, quite calmly and slowly, between 

them to the ballroom. He looked down at Hellebore's 

slumped body without astonishment. He only seemed to 

detest being on show in this way, with a silent crowd of 

guests behind him .• 

'I! § rna iii @it" ii I'l'f 'E., ted "ell 81 Ej): 

-,;;,' 1.'& ?@ gu'" I a •• Enislaw:t': 
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Hellebore was standing limply between two 

waiters, with his head bowed, covered from head to foot 

with .white chalk, while from his neck and waist hung 

numberless streamers in shreas. He was quiet now. 

The wai.irs who were on either side of him hold1ng his 

arms shifteo in an embarrassed way, for this was a most 

unus ual c b.arge • 

It was possible that one of. the other guests 

had struck him, 1n the face, perhaps, or the stomach, 

for he almost hung, dea tllly pale, 1n the 1r arms. 

The manager approached him: 

"Qu ' est-oe quIll y ali, lYLonsieur?l1 
~ 

Hellebore raised his head and looked at him 

with half-closed, bloodshot eyes. He pointed dumbly to 

SangsOQ, who was on h1s way down the stairs. The ballroom 

was empty now save for the little group round him. 

The manager turned to Sangson and asked him in 

broken English: "You are a :friend, I believ~?n 
-

"Yes. I am sorry for what has happened. n 

The manager then spoke in a low vOice, so that 

Hellebore should not hear: uGat him out of here. t• 

ttHe is not my responsibility.n 
.. 

'IVery well. I shall get him out myself. tI 

~ -
The manager whispered something to the waiters, 

and they half-carried Hellebore up to the dining-room. 

As he .passed Sangson's pale, ereot figure, Hellebore 
4I'1i',J: 

I':; 
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t1What have you done to me? They' va been 

laughing at me. It's 'YOU behind it." 

And he repeated to the' manager as he passed him: 

11 It' s h.im, that young man. tt 
" -
The crowd made way fer him and stood in utter 

silence as he was led like a criminal to the second tier 

of the dining-room, then through. the door leading out 

into the vast entrance ball. 

When she saw this Maria ran across to Sangson: 

"Won't you h.elp ·him.?tt 

- -
He did not look at her, nor did he answer her. 

He simply looked straight ahead. 

ttWon't you get the car tor him?" she asked. 

He smiled bitterly: uSo you have chosen him, as 

I thought. Well, if you have chosen him, minister to 

him like a wife. Order the car yourself. Tell one of' 

the waiters. tl Suddenly he regretted this and looked 

dow. at her pitifully_ 

for saying that, Maria." 

He took her hand. ItI'm sorry 

"You have changed. II Then she asked: uWba twill 

they do with h1m?" 
"" 

He looked away: "Oh, they'll find him a car • 
... 

They III send him back to the hotel. You must understand, 

Maria: he's in a dangerous mood. We could do noth1ng 

wi tb. him. He blames me tor all this. tl 

nAnd you are not to blame? He 'was your guest 

here." 
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t1Then you have certainly chosen him. l
' 

II I don't know what you mean, It she replied, 

looking down quickly_ 

He led her back to their table. It was empty. 

"Has Giordano gone, then?" he asked. 

She gave him a glanee full of contempt, and said 
.' 

quietly: It No. He's with the manager, making it up with 

b.im, - and -. probably' greasing his palm. ft 

He had seen her contemp;. 

uMaria., please walk wi th me. II 
-

All his arroganoe 

had disappeared. "Only for a few minutes, - until 
~ 

Giordano bas finished. Please, Maria, - just to clear 

the air. We're confused. tI 

"I'm not. It 
~ -
trWill you come?tI 

He got up. 

11 If you a,oms, It he said, U I shall be able to 

explain myself. 

this." 

I cant t, bear that you should hate me like 

"No, Itll wait here. 

for you here. II 

ttAll right, then~ u 

You go, and weill wait 

He sighed and began walking away. The moment 

she saw his expression, however, she came runn1ng from the 

table and took him by the sleeve, gazing into his eyes: 

"NO, I'll come,ft ahe sa1d, uif it's a very short' 

walk, and 11' you really want me to.1t 
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U I do. U 

He drew the wrap round her shoulders. and 

together they left the room • 

There were low, dark olouds over the streets 

of Paris. and the lamps were still alight. One sida of 

the sky was clearer, where the dawn was ooming, and a 

c~ll1 wln~ was beg1.ning to blow. The streets were 

deserted and quiet, apart trom a hansom cab here and 

there. 

Sangson and Marla were walking slowly down the 

Rua st. Honor( towards the Plac a VendSn, arm in arm • 

"You've chosen him to give you a child, haventt 

His face seemed very pale in the half-darkness, 

and his eyes war, piercing and black. 

passed her hand over her brow wearily. 

She frowned and 

II I don't know, II she murmured, shaking her head. 

U I d on I t know. tI 
<-

"Did you mention anything of the kind to him?" 
-
"These things can't be done 1n cold blood, Henry." 
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She turned her face away, trying to escape. I'We only 
~ 

danced together. 

to eaoh other. II 

He's a stranger. We hardly said a word 

~ 

liThe blood wasn't cold when you danced, - so 

why should it be at any other time? Speaking is unnecess-

ary. There's a communion of the flesh." He added 

breathlesslyx, not daring to look at her: "And I suppose 

you'll ask him about it tomorrow? 

will. 11 

Or perhaps Giordano 

"You aren't being fair to yourself J Henry. You're 
~ 

a better person than th1s." 
~ 

"As soon 'as I told you he was ooming to Paris 
~ 

you started ask1ng questions about him." He smiled. 
~ 

"Well, he's a famous man, so it'll be a kind of 1mmaculate 
'" 
conception, wh1ch is what you're after. t' He paused, 

. = 

and asked quietly: "But don't you see how disgraceful be 

1s?" 

"He may have been upset by your visit. r'm sure 

he was." 

tlyou are only finding excuses for him.·1 He 
~-

stared down at the pavement. uTb,1s is the man we dreamed 

about. Th1s is the great Hellebore. He's noth1ng but 

a boose-sced! en murderer." 
~ 

She took her arm away from his at once, and walked 

alone. 

"You've never talked like this before," she said. 

ttYou've always been so gentle. But something horrible 
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has come into you tonight. 1I 

~ 

'1Dld you enjoy the spectacle, then? You don't 

think he disgraced himself?" 

tI It was only a mood. He was wonderful before 
,,. 

you gave him all that drink." 

tl I gave him _1ft 
- ~ 

"Well, before he bad all that drink." 

"But don't you see that these are only the ta~ums 

of a quite worthless cemebrlty1" he oried. "They think 
~ 

they can stampede their way through other people's lives. 

They think they're exempt from criticism. Their minds 

go soggy beoause they t re always with cronies. tt He lifted 

h1s chin defiantly. 

inherit the earth." 

"Well, I believe that the poor shall 

Maria spoke quietly, unaffected by what he was 

saying: "You should never have gone to see him. You 

should never have mentioned his son. 11 She 1 ooke d a head 
~ 

of her, at the distant lights of the square, between the 

trees. "What you did tonight may affeot the whole or 

his oareer.·' 

UPerbaps, then, I wouldn't m1nd being tne lnstrum-

ent of his destruction. II He spoke with extraordinary 
-, 

clarity. in a low vo1ce. He was a like a priest who· had 

overcome his scepticism and really believed at last. 

flMy God, he murdered my best friend.. Do you know _1" 

He turned to Mar~. "I think I en j OyeTle degradatl~n 
t onlght, .. every moma nt of 1 t. n 
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She took no notice of this remark, and he went 

on: I1But _·you have faith in him. You refuse to see the 

real Hellebore. II He frowned, 1n a sudden spiteful mood. 

I1You've chosen h1m because he has a famous name, - the 
~ 

cheapest possible reason. You chose him immediately 

you saw him in the flesh. In fact, you were astounded 

to find that he's got flesh at all!U 

Bhe half stopped, in tears at last. 

UThat lsn't true!" she cried. She watcbed him 
-

for a moment. flWhy are you so angry with me?" 
- = 

He gripped her arm frant1cally and made her stop 

altogether 1n the silent street. 

"Are you golng to ask him to give you the ch1ld, -

tell me. Maria! It 

He put his face very close to hers, his eyes 

desparately staring at her in the grow1ng light. 

f'r om him, bow1ng her head • 

She hid 

HI can't answer you," she said. 

thought about 1t.1t 

"I haven't 

, "Well, why have you walted all this time? You've 
-

been wait1ng five years, and soon you'll be too old. Why 

don't you let me do it, Maria? Let me give you a chlld, 

Maria!" 

He took her by the shoulders and tried to pull 

her further towards him. He put his arms round her, under 

her breasts, and hugged her to h1m, arylng into her 

s houlderll. They swayed helplessly tOllther on the 
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pavement. 

Henryt What's the matter? For 

GOd's sak~' tell-me!~ 

His head bent forward, sobbing and screaming, 

his hoarse voice echoing in the silent. empty street. 

he cried ou t : 

II I could d 0 i t ~ I could do itt" 

I 
Hellebore turned into the Cbamps Elyseea and 

went to the middle of the huge. deserted avenue. He 

carried his top bat, and his black overcoat was open. 

He lifted h1s feet high, as 1f there were steps to mount 

1n front of him. He stood still, swaying a l1ttle, 

wi th a frown • 

He reeled, then ran forward in a helpless, 

headlong rush. trying to stop himself falling. His top 

bat slipped out of his hand onto the road and rolled over 

on its brim. He bent down and moved towards it. his arm 

stretched out. He fell forward onto his knees and crawled 

to the hat. He put it on the baok of his head and slowly 

lifted himself up. He began walking towards the Arc de 

Triomphe along the middle of the avenue, lurohing from 

side to side. 

As he walked he closed his eyes aDd smiled, and 
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beganJSing~ at the top of his voiee: 

Bon solr, ol·d thing, cheerio~ chin-chin, 

Na-poo, toodleoo,.goodbye-ael 



• • 
II 

•••••• 

• 
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The curtains were still drawn in Hellebore's 

bedroom, and he lay asleep on his bed. He was still 

fully dressed, and his overcoat was torn from the shoulder 

down to the middle of hisbback. He lay on his stomacl.1, 

brea th1ng very deeply, and near his head J a. t the sid e 

of the pillow, was his top hat with dust on the brim 

and a crack the whole length of its crown. The 

eiderdown had fallen to the floor, and it was crumpled, 

as if he had trodden on it before getting onto the bed. 

Albert Lorraine opened the door of the drawing 

room and looked about him in the half darkness. He 

wore a dark morning suit with a carnation in his button-

holee He stood with his hand on the door and drew 

back a little, afraid of what he might find. There 

was no one in the corridor behind him. He called out 

IIJack! II softly J then went across to the bedroom. He 

pushed the door open and gasped with surprise when he 

caught sight of Hellebore in the darkness. He quickly 

pulled the curtains back and sat down on the bed at 

Hellebore's side. He seemed suddenly very tired. The 

clouds outside were low End grey. 

He bent forward to have a better look at 

Hellebore's face. He noticed the torn overcoat and 
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gazed at it with horror. He then went into the bathroom 

and returned with a tumbler of water~ He began gently 

flicking the water into Hellebore I s eyes, and after a 

few moments Hellebore started up and stared about him, 

almost knocking the tumbler out of his hand. 

Lorraine spoke to him softly: 

II Shall I call the nurse? It he asked. 

Hellebore shook his head and closed his eyes 

a.ga in. 

"Our own', I mean, II Lorraine added. 
-
uNo, Albert." 

Lorraine gave him a towel for his face, drenching 

a corner of it in what was left of the water. He pulled 
t 

up the eiderdown from the floor and put it round Hellebore s 

shoulders. 

liThe hall porter rang me last night and told me 

you'd. left the hotel," he said. "You look very ill, Jack. u 

Hellebore lay back on his pillow with a frown 

and put his hand to his head. 

"Did the porter see me?tI he asl\:ed. 

"Yes, he saw you go out." 
-

UNo, It Hellebore replied irritably, 
~ .~ 

me come bao k?" 

"No. You must have been very drunk. 

your averc oa t. II 
~ 

t1D id he see 

Look at 

He lifted a piece of the torn overcoat Which lay 

under Hellebore's shoulder. 
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Hellebore peered up at him and said, "Look at 

you, with your flower. 

bottle." 

You look like a tallyman's ink-

If Well , I had this morning planned. 

shall hav~ to postpone. U 

But now we 

-
IIHave you any tablets for my head?1I 

III want ;0 see you 1n a bath, Jaclr, then we must 

go to the theatre. Postponements are compliaated. There 

is a great deal to be done. Conferences have got to be 

called, and contracts prolonged, and a new show has got 

to be rehearsed at short notice." 

tlHelp me down, then, U Hellebore murmured. 

He put one foot over the side of the bed, then 

t he other. He sat for a moment on the edge with his head 

in his hands. 

IIA postponement of two weeks would be fair, tI 
-

Lorraine said, watching him carefully. "Let me help 

you to the bathroom." 

Hellebore put his arm round his shoulder and 

together they went to the bathroom. 

"Now you must tell me what happened. 1I 

~ ~ 

Hellebore sat huddled at the side of the bath, 

and Lorraine ran the hot water. 

tI! young fe llow called, II Hellebore replied. 

"I was just hopping into bed. His name was Sangson. 

Have you heard about him? He f S a fr ie nd 0 f my son IS. " 

He glanced up at Lorraine drowsily. If Do I look drunk?u 



• 

• 

93 

flYour eyes are very bloodshot, and you look 
" 

paler than I've ever seen you. I 'ought to call a nurse, 

I really ought to. II 

there. 

olothes. 

$ 

,. No, I shall be all r1ght. t1 

~ ~ 

Lorraine looked down at him, his 11ps trembling: 

"Where did you go to?" 

"Where what?tt 

'-'Where were you off to when the porter saw you?" 
/ 

"A place called Le~ Angae in the Rue st. Honore. tJ 

It I know it, U Lorraine said. fiB usiness people go 

Is your yoU;g friend in commer~e, then?" 

uNo, he t s a jeweller' a assistant. tt 

"Shall I help you In?U 
- ~ 

Hellebore shook bis head and began taking off his 

He remained sitting while he pulled off his torn 

overcoat and then his ,evening jacket. The sweat had dried 

in great crinkly patches over his shirt. When he was naked 

he took a jar of bath-salts down from one of the shelves 

and poured them into the water clumsily, almost emptying the 

jar. Lorra ine took 1 t from him and carefully rescrewed the 

top. The green crystals floated under the surface of the 

water like a cloud. melting, and a warm scent gradually 

filled the room. Hellebore stayed leaning on the side of 

the bath for a moment with hls eyes closed, then he got 1nto 

the water. 

If I met an Italian jeweller and his wife. Giordano 

and Maria were their names. I forget their surnames. tI 

Lorra1ne still watched him closely. 
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"How long have you known this young man?" he 

asked. 

Hellebore took a sponge and pressed some water 

over bis forehead. 

II Is there a towel bandy?" 

G~ia.,...(. ... 



• 

• 

94 

Lorraine put a towel into his outstretched hand. 

flHow long have you' known him?u he asked again. 

fi I told you," Hellebore said. "I saw him for 

the first time last night. 

1n my life. tI 

I've never seen him before 

Lorraine seemed disturbed b~ this. 

UBut you said he was a friend of your son's. t1 

II So he was • They were soldiers together. tI 

UBut I thought you meant b.e was a friend of the 

• 
ItWhat family 1" Hellebore asked. 
- -
Lorraine b.esitated, then shrugged. 

rtA friend of Jeanne's, perhaps J If b.e said. "But 

why did he come last night?" 
I 

If I d on I t know. He talked about tb.e War. That s 

all I remember. He's e good talker. tI 

Lorraine watched him 1n silence as he washed. 

After a few minutes Hellebore lay back in the bath, 

eJt hausted. He closed his eyes. 

tilt's lovely here, Albert." 
-

Lorraine glanaed at his watch. 

"You ought to jump out now, II be said. 

past ten, and we were due there at nine. 1I 

" Jump. Listen to that." 

Ult's 

Hellebore sat up, put his l~nds on the bottom 

of the bath knuckles downwards and heaved himself up to a 

kneeling position. Lorraine laid the bath-mat across 
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the floor and went to stand in the doorway. Hellebore 

drew one of the chairs nearer the bath. With one hand 

he clung to the rim of the bath and with the other he 

held the chair. He lifted himself up, but as he did 80 

the chair slipped back, he lost his grip and fell dIownwaI'ds., 

hltilng his chin on the sideDf the bath. The water 

splashed across the room, and there was a booming noise 

fr om t tle ba t has he s tr uc k 1 t • Instantly Lorraine ran 

forward and took him ~ the arm. Hellebore clung to his 

shoulder and gradually pulled himself aut of the bath. 

As he did so he drenched Lorraine I s jacket. 

II 0 h J my good n e s s, look. tt 

Lorraine stared at his wet sleeve irritably. 
i 

He went into Hellebore s bedroom and with a look of 

distaste took the jac ket off. He wiped the hot water 

pipies carefully with a handkerchief, the"laid the 

jacket over them, smoothing out all the creases. 

Hellebore dried himself a.nd came into the bedroom 

to dress. Lorraine turned to him suddenly. 

idea." 

"Where do they all li ve? II he asked. 

uWho?u 

- -
"This young man and these jewellery people .... 

Hellebore shook his head and mumbled, tI I've no 

But Lorraine still fi~ed. him with his eyes. 

t, Isn I t that an odd hour to call? tf he asked. 
....... . .. ~ 

"He happened to hear about your dinner-party -" 

Lorraine cut him short: 
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tlWho from?'1 
~ 

"Oh, these things get arou.nd Paris." 

"How is it the hall porter failed to see him 

come ina? II 

"Perhaps he did see him, H Hellebore replied. 

He has instructions to t phone 

me if you receive strange visitors." 

/~ 
Behind the dress circle of the Theatre de la 

F~te a door led into a wide lounge with mirror-panelled 

walls. It was customary for the artistes to use this 

room during rehearsals, and among them it was known as 

the Crimson Tower, because its balustrade skirted an 

immense dome of stained glass over the foyer. Lorraine 

and Hellebore sat drinking coffee by one of the windows • 

They had waited at the Hotel de Is Reine for Lorraine's 

jacket to dry, and a little before eleven o'clock they 

had come to the theatre by swift car. All the way 

Lorraine had sat in the corner of the' back seat watching 

Hellebore, but the la tter had not turned his head, only 

hummed, then seamed to fall asleep. Lorraine had 

jogged his arm angrily when the car drew up outside the 

stage-door in the narrow alley-way. 

He had run up the carpet\ed stairs from the 
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foyer and ordered black coffee. Then he ha.d helped 

Hellebore to one of the chairs by the window. 

"When am I see ing Benediot?" Hellebore asked. 
- . 
11 Seeing Benedict for wha t?11 

uFoI' the rehearsal." 

Lorraine stared at him. 

"Well?" Hellebore asked. 

fiWhich-rehearsal?" 
- -
liThe rehearsal this morning, - what's the matter 
= 

wi th .you? The rehearsal for tonight's performance. ,,' 

Lorraine spoke quietly and deliberately: 

"But I am postponing, Jack. 

postponing. I thought we agreed. 

I told y·ou I was 

I am postponing." 

"You are not.t! 
- -
.. I thought all our difficulties were over, and 

that for once we had agreed with each other. 

you open the question up again?" 

Why must 

"Because tonight is first night, and we are not 

po s tponi n8. tI 

ttL~ok B,t you, Jack, with your head in your hands -

you won't be f it for a first night before the end of neJt t 

week. I have everything ready for a postponement. You 

heard me tell you I was postpon1ng at the hotel and you 

sa id not a word. Why open the question up again?" 

11 I felt ill. Now I feel better.tI 

f·you look, if anything, worse. II 
-
"That won't show under powder and a wig," Hellebore 

sa id. 
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"It will show in your movements. I won't 

have ,ou falling orf the wire simply to gratify your pride. 

I shall call a conference at half-past eleven, and there'll 

be no performance tonight.1 I have made up my mind. 1I 

... . 

It You are gOi os to turn a couple of thousand 

people away from the door tonight." 

1I0h yes, and more if you wish." He looked at 
-

Hellebore defiantly • I'IBut I won't have you throw1ng 

away your career, and also my money. I shall call a 

conference at half-past eleven, and meanwhile I shall 

show you round the new wing. You have all the time in the 

world. I am the one who'll be busy today. Sit here 

and rest for half-an-hour if you ·wish. Or let me ta ke 

you round the new wing. Do whichever you want. 1I 

Hellebore yawned and rubbed his eyes. 

11 I shall see Benedict, II he said. 
-

I1We shall all see Benedict B.t halfp~st eleven. 

Shall I show you round the new wing?1l 

f1 Show me my dressing room, ,.- Hellebore answerled. 

f1 T ha tis a 11 I we nt to see. I want to sea my paints and 

costumes and the Virgin; and i want to be left alone with 

them. Call a conference if you like, Albert, call a 

d ozeb, but we won't pos tpone." 
- -

It I have made my mind up. ft 

itA nd I have made up mine. f1 

They left the lounge and walked along a carpet\ed 

gallery under the glass dome, then down the foyer staircase 
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to one of the entrance doors of the auditorrkum. A 

corridor went from the back of' the pit along the whole 

length of the theatre to the dressing rooms, passing 

underneath the stage. 

Outside the dressing room Lorraine took Hellebore's 

arm and drew him back. 

"Look, If he sa id. Itr just want you to see that." 
<fR, 0nro. 

Hellebore looked up and above the frame of the 

door saw in gilt and flo~rished letters the words: La 

Salon Hellebore. 

"Was that your 10ea?11 he asked. 

- ~ 

"What are you going to do now, scrub it out?" 

tiNa, that won't be necessary.1t 
- . 

"You'd better scrub it out," he said, turning to 

fa ce him. Lorraine looked away: 

f.lWhy?fI he asked • 
•. -. -. 

IIBecause you don't think I am worthy of it. n 

"Oh, you'll be worthy of it and more in a week, 
"" -. 

provided you are sensible," Lorraine said quietly. 

UGet a man to scrub it out, then. Shall we go 

in?" 

Lorraine opened the wide doublc€1 doors and they 

went In. It was a long rooa, its ceiling high and carmed: 

roue h more a. drawing room tha.n a dressing I' oom. Two wall-

length windows faced the door, and between them stood 

Hellebore's dressing-table. On the left 
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there was a wide couc h which c auld serve as a bed, and 

beyond it a curtain drawn to conceal one corner of the 

room. On the right there w s a tapestried screen and 

beyond this wardrobe e, a sewing table and a 

wicker c ha ir. There were k portraits of the two 

Gr imaldi ' s on the walls. 

I1AIl this is new," ellebore said. "Was it 

your id ea aga in!:tt 

"No" this time ent ier helped me in the 

d ssign. If Lorraine wa s ing. "We spent many hours 

together over it." 

I1When I was last he e I ha_d a room fifteen by 

ten; this is a change from hat. It must have cost 

you money. tI 

Hellebore m cunningly a s he sa id this, 

and Lorraine murmured with.e aggerated casualness: flOh" 

11 mo ney ••• 

Hellebore walked to ards his dressing-table but 

then stopped in the middle 0 the room and stared before 

him. 

ttAlbert J It he said. "I want to be sick." 
- ~ 

"You what?u 

ii I want to be siok. II 
- . 

liT here t s a quickly! U 

Lorraine ran to the orner of the room on the 

left of Hellebore 1 s dressing- able and pulled back the 

c urtaln; behind it was a wash-basin ana a mirror. 
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Hellebore went to it, his hand over his mouth. Lorraine 

turned away as he vomited thickly into the basin. He 

retched three or four times, then turned both taps on. 

He leaned over the basin with his eyes closed, gasping, 

and Lorraine supported his brow with the palm of his hand. 

uLook, It Lorraine said, II tha t f S only for a quick 
- - ~ ~ -

w~sh. If 11 show you the bathroom and la va tory. If 

He led Hellebore to ~he opposite side of the 

room and showed him a door behind the screen and wardrobe 

furniture. 

r1 I expect you could use it, f1 he added. 

But Hellebore shook his head and turned back 

into the room again. 

"May I use the telephbne on your table?u Lorraine 

asked him. 

Hellebore coughed and blew his nose. 

lIr didn't know I bad one,tl he replied hoarsely. 
-

111 want to call the conference. 

enough by that time, no doubt. 11 

uGo to hell with your conferences. 

get better." 
-

You'll be well 

Help me to 

"Lie down on the couch, Jack. Don't talk. 

Lie back. II Hellebore went to the couch a.nd lowered 

himself slowly down. tlput your head bac k, tha tis right. 
- -

My God, you look washed out. I'll call the Virgin up.tI 
~ 

Hellebore raised himself suddenly and spoke as 

if it were a terrible effort to him: 
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I want to get rid of 

Lorraine took a white handkerchief from one of 

the drawers in the dressing-table, sprinkled Eau de 

Cologne over it and brought it to him; he laid it across 

his brow, and Hellebore closed his eyes. 

"I'm sick to death of all this," he sa.id. His 

voice was barely audible • " I want to go away. I'm 

s 1c k of the jab. tt 

"Well, eaactly, so would a nyone in the world, 

a ad tl'la t 1 ~ why I dec id ed to postpone." 

II I want to go away for good. 

your postponements." 

To hell with 

Lorraine pursed his lips: 

It I simply d on It uncrerstand you,ll he answered. 
-

"I'd like to break all these walls down, all 

these thick walls. I'd like to set fire to them and go 

away for go od. fI 

"Would you include this room, Jack?n 
~. 

flYe s ; oh, I'd include this room, I'd start with 

it. ltd smash the mirrors first _fI 

-
tJ'The ones over the dressing-table?u Lorr-aine asked 

with distaste. 

..... 
IIWell, that would be quite a good beginning, they 

are w or t h qui tea Ii ttl e for tune 1 n thems e 1 ve s • i What e1 s e? II 

"Oh, I'd set a match to the curtains. That 
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screen _11 

III thought you'd go for that screen. f1 Lorraine 

smiled bitterly. "The tapestry is one of the rarest 

things in this theatre." 

tI B ur nit.. bur nit. I'm sick to death of it 
... . -

all. You can't keep me walled up in this place. I've 
~ -

finished with everything, and I'M glad I've flnished. tt 

tlr don't understand that,tf Lorraine replied • 
.... 

"Whoever wants to keep you walled up? Tha tis the tallt 

of a sick man.» 
- 1/ 

II I'm glad, then • .zj5 ,'" 

"Glad about what?" 
" 

"Well, it's. allover. 
I' 

I've been s 10k down the 
~ -

s ink, a nd the tis the end of Hellebore. tr 
... 

IIWhy ShOLlld that be the end of Hellebore?" 
-Lorraine asked, arranging the things on the dress1ng-table 

with a smile. 

UWhy, hy w ••• Hellebore was only a dead carcase, 

anyway, so good riddance ." 

ttListen to me, Jack. 
-

You are a silSrk man, and 

you hardly know what you are saying. I shall postpone 

the whow for a week, and .then you t l1 have your first night, 

and the best one of your career." 

Hellebore ope ned his eyes and looked across B.t 

him fiere ely. 

tin 0 you think I don f t mea n woo t I say 1" he asked. 

"You mean it, my dear fellow, but tomorrow you 
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will mean something different. Meanwhile I shall call 

II a conference and postpone the show. 
~ 

"Shall I tell you what we'll do? We'll cancel 

the show, we'll tear the contract up - this morning. I 

said I've fi~lshed with everything." 

ItWha t?" Lorraine cried. 

Hellebore raised himself and lean~ forward on 

his elbow, watching him • 

"There, tI he said quietly I t1that t s what I mean • 
.... 

, II 
A nd "that s what I say. 

Lorraine turned awa~, chastened. 

"No, no,tI he murmured, shaking his head. 
... .~ 

II I am finished, I am not fit to go on a stage 

again. That's the bare truth of the matter. Your 

instincts were right last night; r'm not fit to go on a 

So let me go away. I've finished with stage again. 

Hellebore. Bring the contra,ct here and we'll tear it up, 

go on." 

Lorraine was awed and pale: 

lIThia is a different tune, Jack. II 
-fir tell you, Hellebore is finished,o so see him 

decently buried." 

uWhat have these people been dOing to yoU?1I 
'. 

Lorraine asked him with C ompassioR. 

uWhat people?" 
~ . 
tlThese jewellers and this young man of yours." 

~ 

Hellebore sneered at him, his hea,d down on the 
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cushions again: 

"Oh, tim old enough. to look after myself. 

Didn't I canoel the contract 'out of my own free will 

last night?" 

11How?u Lorraine asked. 
<. -

II I walked out of the hotel atter midnight and 

there W8sn t t a ~ or revolution on. 

of oontract, wasn't it?" 

That was a breach 

-Lorraine shrugged his shoulders and pouted glumly: 

"These are very serious words, Jac.k, II he said. 
= 

tiThe whole world r s changed. I can't find a footing 

again. II 

n I shall postpone the show for a week, and I'll 

leave you to think the rest over. It can't be true. 

Your words mean the end of a career, and I won't allow 1t." 

IIThey are true. II 

"My poor, dear fellow,1t Lorraine murmured, t'what 
~ -a s1ght you are, ly1ng there. I could never have predicted 

it. What I said last night was due to bad nerves _ It 

"It was due to bad nerves." 

~Je··J7 
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"Here, ta.ke this bloody souvenir away," he said. 

He drew Lorraine's rosary from the pocket of' 

his tweed jacket and threw it violently at Lorraine~s 

feet. It clattered against the leg of the dressing-table 

near which Lorraine was still standing. 

At first Lorraine said nothing • He simply 

stood and watched He~lebore. His lips were drawn tmght 

together. Thenid he spoke: 

tI I I ve seen them behave like this bef ore. II 

Them? Wha t do you mean, them? II 

t1The celebrities like yourself. It I S a form 

of hysteria that comes with middl,-age. You are forty-

five, arenlt you?u 

liMy name is Jack Finstanley. 

you than them?tt 

Aren't I more to 

-
fly ou appal me. U 

Lorraine, pale a nd trembling, bent d own and 

picked up his rosary from the floor. He then walked to 

th.e door without glancing at the COUCh. Having opened 

the door, h.e turned, and said deliberately: 

tlVery well, I shall cancel the contract. 1I 

He left the room and nellebore lay back on the 

couch again with a, long sigh. 

Lorraine went swiftly to his own office. This 

was on the floor above the dressing rooms. One of '1ts 

doors communicated with a wooden gallery running across 
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ovsrlooked a small park. which adjoined the theatre at 

the rear wall, behind the stage. 

He slammed the door and went straight to his 

1L07 

desk, his lips pressed together and his eyes narrowed. 

There was mist between the trees outSide, and everything 

was still. Bernard Charpentier got up from one of the 

armchairs by the window • He had 'h7ean sitting 1n the 

shadow with his dark cloak wrapped B.cross him, and Lorra ine 

started when he saw him. 

Charpentier bowed, immensely taller than Lorraine. 

II T he ent ire thea tre he s be en r ing~11lg you for the 

last hour ~ II he said. "You look troubled. U 

~ 

11 I have just come from Jack. 

has been golng on. II 

"'Where is he, then?tl 

ttWhere is Jack Flnstanley?" 

Something very nasty 

Lorraine looked out 

of the window bitterly • If I III tell you where Jack 

Flnstanley 1s. He is lying on his backside in his dressing 

room; h~s face is green and he has been behaving like a 

madman." 

"He has been most dreadfully sick. Some young 

adventurer came up to his room at midnight and the worst 

happened: they filled him with drink and sent him back at 

five in the morning." 

IlYwho? n 
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"I ha va my suspicions, but no more. Listen 

to me, Bernard: I shall need your help, because I 

think this wili be our busiest day since the Armistice." 

I1Why? ... 
~ -
t1Listen to me, Bernard: I am going to run an 

entirely new show. I am cancelling tonight's performance. 

And I am .... tearing up Jack's contract." 
(l 

Charpentier roared wi th laughter. 

nOh, Albert, come, come! tI he cried • 
~ 

But Lorraine continued staring out of the window, 

pale. his lips pursed. 

II I am going to tear up his c ontrect, It he repea ted 

quietly. "All tha t will take time. N 

lIyou can't tear up a contract signed by Hellebore. 

Any manager who tears up a contract signed by Helleuore is 

a fool or a madman: whic hare y ou?1l 

"But, Bernard, I ha ve just come from his dressing 

room • For the last five minutes I have been listening to 

him telling me that he 1s finished for good, that he wants 

to leave Paris and that he would like to burn his dressing 

room and then the entire theatre down; and I know when 

Jack is in earnest." 
.. 

"He got drunk, I suppose?U 

t'Drunk? 
. -

I found him lying on his bed with all 

his clothes on, and hhe shoulder of his jacket torn. He 

had two hours' sleep. And you know what Jack is like 

if he dossn't. get his sleep. U 

... 
Charpentier shrugged and sat down again, drawing 
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his cloak about him like a blanket. He stretched out 

his legs and yawned. 

nIt does,n't sound like the end of the theatrical 

world to me, II he said • 
... 

"His eyes are bloodshot. His ha lr' s allover 

the place. His face is swollen, there's a bruise the 

size of your finger on his chin, his hands are trembling. 

Ifi that is the Jac,k Finstanley I knew yesterday and the 

cJack Finstanley I signed up a month ago then I have nothing 

more to say: but it isn't. He could no more play 

Hellebore tonight than you or I could. A nd he realises 

that. He sees it very clearly. He said it very slowly 

and plainly to me, I am finished, he sa.id, Hellebore is 

finished. And he asked me to give him a decent burial 

by tearing the contract up. II 

But Charpentier still shook his head. 

"Get him d own onto the stage J n he replied, nand 
-

see how he shapes; postpone the show until next week _tt 

UNo, I can't have dealings with the fellow. 

have other shows waiting to see the light of day.1I 

I 

fI It may be that he's only trying out your loyalty, 

Alaert. lf He watohed Lorraine slyly. ttA nd it may be 

that after a. little rest he'll be himself again." 

"And it may be that he is, as he himself says, 

finished." 

"Well, it would be most amusing if you tore up 

his contract and he then recovered and fell stEaight into 



• 

• 

110 

the erms,of another manager. It would be most amusing 

to see him sign up tilth another'manager." 

"Oh, that can't be helped. u 

~ 

Charpentier chuckled: 

I1Still, it would be amusing,l1 he said • 
... 

Lorraine pulled the curtain further back and 

looked down at the park in silence. After some time he 

tu.rned and looked at Charpentier, his eyes clear now • 

"Would you back him with your last franc in his 

present state'?" he asked quietly. 

Charpentier nodded. 

II You see J A Ie er t J II he said J II if Y ou 1 n t e ad to 

destroy Jack you won't do it by tearing his contract up." 

UWhy should I want to destroy him?" 

"If you refuse to sign him up y eu are obliged 

to destroy him, or at least to try. How can you afford 

to let him strike bargains with other managers in France? 

You must know that quite balf of all business enterprise 

consists in thwarting other people's~ You can't destroy 

him by tear i ng his contract Llp. But you can destroy him 

by letting him go on the stage tonight and deserve his 

cat-calls. In that case he will be his own enemy; he 

will destroy himself. And that is the best you can hope 

for: ttw.t he will destroy himself. In that case not 

another manager between here and Tokyo would touch him. 

And should he recover: suppose telis first night were his 

best? Who would be the gainer then?" 
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Lorraine shook his head: 

"I can't for5et those bloodshot eyes. t1 

.. 
"Send him a message that Benedict is waiting for 

him on th~ stage." 
"" 

"No,lI Lorraine answered, "I must think about it. 1I 

c~ . -
I1Well, the time is already twenty-si~ minutes 

past eleven. It 

HAnd I already feel worn out. u 

•. 
Francine Berger, dressed 1n a white surgical 

0lral~, knocked on the door of Hellebore's dressing room 

and walked in. She drew back the moment she saw him. 

One of his arms hung down at the side of the couch, his 

eyes were closed and his mouth open; across his chin was 

a dark blue bruise. She closed the door and went to him; 

she knelt and listened to his breathing. Then she pulled 

him by both armpits further onto the couch so that he would 

lie more securely. He gasped and shook his head limply 

as she moved him • 

tlWha t J s the matt er?" he a st:::ed 11 

"You are in your dress ing room. t1 

tl I l{now. -
Wha tis the matter wi ttl you, r mean? 

-
What do you want to move me for?" 

.... 
ttr thought you lool{sd uL1comfortable,1t she replied 

-1n a soft voice. "When I came 1n I thought there had been 
... 

a tra.gedy. I thought someone had killed you. May I get 

something to cool your head? You look so ill. II 

She went to the wash-basin and made up a strip of 
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wet fla nnel. 

"Tell me what happened,1t she said. 
,~ 

II I think somebody must have hDt me last night, 

but I'm not sure wha t i1.appenec,. I was as tight as a 

flddler's bitch. I was sick a little whlle ago, so 

I feel better than I did. tI 

"What about the bruise on your chin? You must 

have had an accident. II 

"I hit it on the side of the bath this morningt 

This is an unlucky day. II 

nOh, don't say that. Remember tonight. II 

She laid the strip of cold wet flannel across 

his brow. 

If I have been waiting in my room since ten o'clock,tI 

she told him. tlEveryone was looking for Lorraine. 

he seen you? It 

Hellebore sighed as she p~essed the flannel 

aga iost his brow, and smiled • 

f'Oh, yes, we've seen each other I tI he said. 
, -

vertainly seen each other. rt 

Has 

UWelve 

If I cannot remember you drunk at the hotel last 

night. " 

I'No. Someone called on me shortly af:.t .. E before 

midnight. We we nt out together. II 
'" 

trThis was a friend of yours, I suppose?" 

She took from one of her pockets a bottle of 

smelling salts and held it under his nose. 
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UNo, a stranger," he said. 
-

ttwhat was his name? II 

iiSangson." 
-
She became quite still and stared at him in 

silence. Her hEnd with the smelling sal ts had mowed 

away from his nose, and she now rested it against his 

shoulder, quite lost. Then she remembered herself, 

replaced the salts in the pocket of her overa.ll and got 

up fDom the couch. She had long, blonde hair to her 

shoulders, and a slll1l, delicate face. 

"Wha t are we to do, then?" she asked. U It is 

so odd, you lying there at this time • J{fou are us ually . 
up on the stage by now." 

II I shall be gOing up soon. I want you to leave 

me here to rest a little. Just leave me a little and I 

shall give you a ring when It m ready. II 
-

"Shall I draw the curtains?" she asked. 

that help?" 

He nodEled, and she said: "You must not get 

drunk on important occasions." 

She took the wet flannel from his forehead and 

wrung it out in the basin. She then drew the curtains 

across both windows and left the room. 

Hellebore slept again, then stirred and looked 

about him. The room was in half darkness. There was 

not a. sound from the stage or the other dressing rooms. 

He pushed himself lower down on the couch 80 
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that his head would lie at the same level as his body_ 

He lay absolutely straight, with his arms firmly at his 

side: he began breathing deeply and regularly, expanding 

his chest to the utmost each time. He continued this 

exercise for some minutes. Then he turned to a position 

at right angles with the length of the couch, ·so that only 

his trunk lay across it, while the calves of his legs on 

one side a nd his hea.d on the other were unsupported. He 

raised his arms and drew them in a circle over his head 

so that they touched the floor under him palm downwards; 

then gradually he began lowering his head and shoulders 

to bring them nearer the floor. At the same time he 

strained upwards wit~ his hips and thighs. He trembled, 

he began to sweat, but gradually his legs came up. When 

they were c lear of the couch he swung himself up int 0 a 

ver~ical hand-stand. But the insta.nt he was there, 

balanced on his head and the palms of his hands, a pain 

seemed to strike his middle, and he flung his legs down 

to find a sitting position. As his right leg descended 

it caught the side of his dressing-table, and a glass jar 

fell and smashed on the floor. 

He went to the dressing-table and sat down be~ore 

the mirrors. He leaned close to the mirr.ors in the half 

darkness and peered hard into them. He dabbed rose-water 

on his temples and along his upper lip. He widened first 

one eye and then the other by holding back the lids. He 

took a, pair of nail sc issors from the table and carefully 

cut the hairs 1n his nose, drawing his upper lip down o~er 
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his teeth. He rubbed cold cream into the bruise on 

his eLlin, and combed hls hair. He then went behind the 

screen; from the chest of drawers he took a silk blouse, 

a pair of cloth trousers secured with elastic at the 

ankle, and a pair of slippers. 

He changed into these and left the room. 

Eliza Manning entered Lorraine's office just as 

Charpentier was getting up to ge • She stepped half way 

across the room and looked from one to the other. 

"Hullo, wha t' s the ma tter with everyone," she 

asked. lBenedict has been down on the stage for the 

last hour. It 

"Albert will tell you everything, fI Charpentier 

answered. "I'm off to see Jac.k.lI 
... 

He left the room, and Eliza Manning went across 

to Lorraine and kissed him lightly on the forehead. He 

was sitting now at his desk, close to the window. 

"Well, what t s the matter?t. she asked him. "You 

look nervous again." 
""' 

He looked away from her: 

ttOh, Jack's been playing the fool. But I refuse 

to talk about it now. Sit down. 11 

He indicated a chair ne:xt to his own. 

"We had a little d1sagreement,U he said, lIand I 
." 

,~ 

want to forget about it. I promised to see you at ten 

0' clock, my treasure, and I wasn't here. Tbat was due 

to Jack. I am sorry. Let me k1ss your hand. II 
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--He drew her hand across the arm of his chair, 

smiled at her sadly and gently kissed it. 

lIyou looked pert and handsome last night,1I he 

sa id. II I would have Eiselhiem on permanent contract if 

I could, just to keep you in Paris ••• 

by talking about death?" 

Did I disgust you 

-
tlyou must never worry about what I thinke fI 

i'l Dol d i sg us t you?" 

uNo, my dear. 1I 

.-, 

He looked at her for a few moments, then sighed. 
f~ 

"You understand my faith in Michelon, don't you?" 
A 

he asked. 

.. 
If You doni t think it's laughable?" 
-
IINO, Albert. tI 

ttWe 11 , I wr 0 t e to hi m a b eu t that very que s t i on of 

death some weeks ago. Would you like to see what he wrote 

back? I've never shown you one of his letters. Would 

you like to see it?" 

He opened one of the drawers in his desk and took 

from it a sheaf of papers secured by a clip onto an oblong 

piece of three-ply wood. All these papers were numbered, 

beginning with mumber one at the top. On the wooden 0 

board itself there was a subject-index. He pushed back 

the sheaf of papers and ran his finger. down this inde~ 

until.he found under the letter D the word Death, No. 57. 

He :turned to No. 57 of the papers and withdrew it from the 

sheaf. He handed it to Eliza. 
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'''HOw careful y au are with your things,!J she said 

"Fancy keeping an inde.x. fI 

n Is that fo 01 ish?" 

"No, it's clever." 
'. 
She read the letter while Lorraine looked over 

her shoulder: 

"How miserable a life everlasting on earth would 

be. Death is not your melancholic thoughts abou~ 

it. It is not drab, empty, dark, loathsome. It 

is peace. It 1s the door by which you go out. 

Try to cast away these memories of funerals: they 

have to do only with the living death, with the 

hell that is ins ide us now, bot with the real 

d ea th, that 1s el1erlas t ing pesce. Every melancholic 

thought you bave is a temptatiGo from the devilJ 

and you must treat it as such. Do not pity 

yourself. Be tleartless to yourself, and in this 

you will be heartless to the devil. Self-pi ty is 

a pleasure indulged most by melancholic people: 

1 t is their s in and shame, and it is no more 

forgivable than the most heinous crime. 

In Jesus Christ, 

Father Mic helon." 
- ~ 

Hellebore entered the pit by a door at the side 

of the stalls. Grey dust she~ts covered all the seats. 

The curtain was up and there were noises of hammering and 

shouting in the wings. Only a dim blue light came from 

the stage. Subdued red stars were alight in the domed 
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ceiling of the auditorium, wtenty or thirty 1n number, 

and from the centre of this dome hung a huge s1lver 

chandelier. In the pit itself, where Hellebore stood, 

the air was hot, but now and then a swift cold wind blew 

down from the wings. There were only oables, ropes, 

ladders and ohairs on the stage, and no backcloth, so that 

the dark brick wall behind it was visible • 

Someone in the wings shouted tlVoilal" and two 

powerful arc-lamps were switched on. Hellebore turned 

away, for the moment blinded. He watch.ed Benedict 

Amurrat walk aeross the stage, then he went up the oentre 

gangway to the back of the pit. He pushed open one of the 

doors marked SORTIE and peeped into the wide carpet ted 

foyer. Someone passed across the entrance doors: he 

quickly took his band away and returned to the stage. 

He stood behind the conductor's rostrum and waited. The 

arc-lamps were switched down and the auditorium was once 

more 1n darkness. 
"~~ tl·~ £t.aJb, .... / i~ came into the foyer from the street. 

wore a black overcoat with a fur collar. He was a 

He 

tall, 

slim man, with a dark -moustache and watohful eyes. He 

had caught sight of Hellebore, only tor an instant, and 

had immediately stopped. He stood still 1n the foyer, 

listening. There was the sound ot slippeead feet from 

the auditorium, and they seem.ed to be coming nearer. He 

walked swiftly behind one of the pillars and waited. 

But the footsteps died away_ He walked out Inao the 
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foyer again, listened, then went into the street and 

round the s1de of the theatre to the stagedoor. 

Francine Berger returned to Hellebore's dressing 

· room and after glancing at the couch pulled the curtains 

back. She 1mmedia tely caught s1ght of' the smashed glass 

and powder at the foot of his dress1ng-table. She paused 

over 1t with a frown, then went to the couch and tidied 

the cover. She stood listening for a moment: then she 

went to the door, opened it, took the key from the outside, 

closed the door again and locked 1t. She went straight 

to~ the dressing-table and sat down before his mirrors. 

She pulled out all the drawers of this table one by one, 

and she scrutinised closely every article and scrap of 

paper within them. 

She replaced the things with a slgh and opened 

the door again. She then went behind the screen and 

began laying out Hellebore's costumes one by one • 

Hellebore put ona hand on the conductor's roabrum 

to support h1mself and closed his eyes. Suddenly there 

was the sound of a woman's voice close to him: 

fJ ••• death soon enough! U 

He started back. 

tlEliza! tt 

Ii It I S i;clt! f1 

. ... ' .... 

Lorra1ne's VOice, behind her ln the darkness, 

called out: "Ja~k?" 

tfWhat· on e~rth are t d1 you s an ng here for? ft 
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El iza asked him. 

They could just make each other out in the 

darkness. 

UAh, so you got my message," Lorraine said. 

just come down from the office." 

"What message?u Hellebore asked. 
- ~ 

uTo say that Benedict was waiting on the stage 

for you • Bernard went down to tell you. 1I 

fiNo, I never had it. 1I 

- -

"We've 

"Then you got into tights .. 1ft Lorraine peered 

at hi@, leaning forward. IIThose a.re tights, aren't they?lI 
-

!lITes, I'm in tights. tt 
~ -
"Well, I've never known such behavioUE. First 

you will never go on the stage again and then you jump into 

a pair of tights." 

"Wa it and see, II Hellebore told him. tJperhaps I 
-

am finished. 1t 

rtWhat were you dOing, - trying me out?11 

"No, I only spoke my mind." 
~ 

If But you have changed it COW,1l Lorraine said sharply. 

~venl t.: -
11 No, 

"Why are you in tights, then?" 

tlOut of habit." 
~ A 

Lorraine scoffed at him: 

"Habit ••• tI 
~ "" 

"What has been the trouble, Jack?" Eliza asked. 

"Albert won't tell me." 
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"Oh, I was drunk last night. tI 
.:. . 

"What, in the lounge during the party?" 

fiNO, afterwards." 
- -
"Well, that isn't a crime, Albert, is it'?11 

ttAh, wait until you see his face,1I Lorraine told 
-

"That is. He went off with a bunc h of ne I er-do-

They released him. at five o'clock this morning." 

liRe leased ••• fI Hellebor e murmure d • 

-
"Stop biting" at each other," Eliza said. 
~ -
IITake him for a walk, Eliza," Hellebore answered. 

"Ma ke him say his bead s. tJ 

Just as Francine Berger laid Hellebore's sequin 

suit across the table Charpentier came into the room. 

He glanced at the couch. She turned and asked him 

whether he was looking for Hellebore. 

ttYes," he replied, lIand the bird appears to have 

flown." 

tlEe must ha ve gone up to the stage, but God knows 

what he has been dOing with himself.1I 

"Ea ve you se em him, then?u 

-"Yes, and he needs looking after. He is really 

Charpentier put his bands in his pockets and 

sa id casually: 

"Oh, he was only a. little drunk last night. tI 

.. I came back j t d f d us now an oun one of his powder 

jar son the flo or. n 

UBroken, yau mean? How?tI 
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Ilperhaps he fell against the table. That 

corner smells of vomit. Wl1.at c ha nee wiJ_l he sta nd this 

eve ning?" 

II Only he himself knows. II 

Francine went behind the screen to her sewing 

table, and Charpentier peeped round the corner. 

"Ah, so these are the legendary accoutrementst fi 

He went nearer the teble where Hellebore's costumes lay • 

"Let me touch them. May I?tI 

a.we. 

sa. id • 

"By all maans. 11 

Charpentier lifted up a pierrot's dress with 

ItIt is like touching ancient parchments, 'I he 

$I I cs n a.lready see them a s museum e~ hibi ts. I 

remember these pom-poms and neck-frill,- what will he use 

this pierrot' s dress for, Franc ine?" 

"He always used it for his entrance, but I don't 

know what he :neans to do with it tonight. 1I 

rf yes , I remember those sudden entra.nces in white." 

ii Onto an empty s ta,ge. II 

II Yes, II he said. 

Francine came to his side at the table. 

"Haven"t you seen his stuff before?" st19 asl{ed him. I 

"". ... 

"From the pit, yes, but never backstage, to tou.ch 

with ~y own fingers. When does he wear this sequin jacket? 

Remi nd me. If 
.,. 

"I don't think he used it for his last two shows 
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in Paris, but before th~n he did his trapeze work in it." 
t 

I~ It useaFo make those flashes. - of course. And 

the big shoes, - I remember them well. 1I He picked up 

one of them. "It must be two feet long?11 

"At least. All that part - II She pointed to 

the toe. f1 

up a nd down. 

is very lightly made, so that it can flap 

It makes a smacking nois6 when he wcrl}'Cs." 

Up., nd where are the removable ta11s?1I 

"flere, look. II 

She brought out the tails of a morning jacket 

from under the sequin suit, then the jacket itself - like 

a Spanish jacket - onto which the tails clipped. 

t1 yes , yes, I remember that clearly," Charpentier 

murmured with a smile. Ur remember him tumbling over and 

over." 

"Feel for the little water-tank. Can you feel i t?tI 

She ha nded him a pa ir of black trousers, a nd he 

felt in the right hand pocket • 

"Yes, I can feel it. Those are his tears? .A nd 
~ 

I can remember the outsize check suit. He llBed it for 

the shooting parties. But no gun. No gun this year?" 

"No. Perhaps he won't use it this season. tJ 

"And why the bowler-hat and this horse-whip?" 
--
He lifted up first a tiny bowler-hat, no more 

than si~ inches wide, and then a long horse-whip of the 

type used in circuses. 

HI ha.ve never seen them betJlBre,11 Francine told 

"But there they were, among his other co-st~rnes. It is 

him. 
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something new, I dare say .. " 
~ 

I'But I know what these are for. Don't you?" 

He took from a deep box on the table two or three 

white china eggs. 

Franc ine nodd sd : 11 So does Eiselheim, I fear." 

!lYes, there may 'be a little trouble about that. 

Where are the kerchiefs, the top ha.t and tt19 other 

incriminating articles?" 
-

II In the cupboard. I dare not put them out on 
-

the table lest Eiselheim or Helen should come inI'fI 

Charpentier smiled. 

"Eliza would love the idea, of course,tI he said. 

"Oh, Eliza, - she is d isjloyal." 
" 

/lDo you think so?tf He put the china eggs back 

slowly and thoughtfully, then he went towards the door. 

He looked at her. "Your English is remarkably fluent 

now. Where did you learn it?" 

She turned her back on him • 

"That is my secret." 
-
uYou are a relentless woman ••• AdieUI'll 

The chorus of fifteen girls filed onto the stage, 

and Jaques, the dancing master, was behind them. He 

trotted nimbly down-stage and stood with his back to the 

footlights: he was a small man, qUick and loud-voiced. 

He made a peremptory s 19nal wi th his hand, a ad his girls 

moved quickly into line before him. He told them 1n 

French, pronouncing his words slowly and clearly, to keep 

their heads up, their backs straight and their eyes level. 
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He told them to keep their eyes fixed on the lowest 

part visible to them of the dress circle, and to smile 

within as well as without, not mechanically. 

Lorraine was standing with Eliza by one of the 

arc-lamps in the wings, while Hellebore was still behind 

the conductor's rostrum and visible from the stage. 

Jacques continually glanced obsequiously to his right, at 

Lorraine, then to his rear, at Hellebore; as he talked 

he made secret little signs' to his chorus - his eyebrows 

raised urgently - so that they should impress this special 

audience. 

The dance began and Jacques clapped his hands to 

the rhythm of the piano. He went among the girls as they 

danced; he pressed one girl's head further down, as she 

bent forward, and lifted higher another girl's leg as she 

danced on one foot. Continually throughout the dance he 

cried out, to the rhyt~ of the music·: If Heads up, backs 

straight, eyes level tl
; if a girl glanced down at the floor 

or the footlights, he ran forwaroa and scolded hare 

During the dance Benedict Amurrat came onto the 

stage, peering down into the pit, saw Hellebore and then 

descended. Hellebore walked along the gangway to meet 

him and they shook hands. 

W~en the dane e was over stageha nds began C onstruct:1n g 

the cage for Eiselheim's tigers. The four walls were 

bolted together and. a passage-way about two feet high was 

laid down in the wings for the tigers to come in by. 

E1selheim watched Eliza ~rom the other side of 
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the stage, then wal~,{ed behind the chorus to "here she 

stood with Lorraine. As he passed her he turned to 

speak, after the briefest smile at Lorraine. 

liDo you happen to know where Helen 1s?ft he asked 

[~. 
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her. 

She answered him rudely, "Don't you? Surely 

I.2..!:! know?u and he immediately drew back in surprise; he 

looked at her appalled for a moment, then smiled. 

IINo. I am afraid I do not." 
.,. 

He bowed slight~y to them both and left the 

stage • Lorraine put his arm in Eliza's and drew her 

closer to him. 

UNow, Eliza, now ••• u 

UNow what?" 
- -
She tried to break free from him. 

UYou are so rude to him, my dear. n 

-
tr I can I t hear 8. thing wi th this piano! II 

He leaned over and spoke in her ear: "Why are you 

so rude to Elselhelm? He hasn't the right nature to deal 

with your rudeness. Why do you do it?u 
~ 

tlWell, why do you quarrel with Jack?" 
... 

He looked into her eyes ?lith a smile: "Yes, I 

suppose we all have our reasons." 

ttWhat has been the trouble between you? I still 

want to know, and I shall worry you until you tell me. t1 . . 

"There are always disagreements in the first 

week, Eliza. They are a form of first night nerves. 

They help to brace one up _ II 

"Tell me the truth. ii She fixed her eye s on him 

and put her face close to his. "Have you been talking to 

him about postponement again this morning?" 
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-
~We talked about cancelling his contract, you 

He said this quickly, as if it would not be 

She stared at him: 

tt Os nc e111ng? You have both gone mad. tI 

"But he is no fl t state to give a performance 

tOday or tomorrow even. You saw his fe,c e yourse If J 

didn't you, when the lights came on again?" 

IITilen I can't understand why the rehearsals are 

going on. Look at the time, it's already gone twelve. 

You should be at work now if you want to postpone. 1l 

Lorraine looked about him, biting his lip: 

"We shall have to see how he goes this morning. II 

flBy the time you have discussed that it will be 

too late to do anything." 

tlWhat do yo u inte nd to do 1" 

She shook Lorraine's arm. 

But Lorrs,ine was passive: 'fI don't know, 11 he 

said, "I simply don't know. tI He kissed her lightly on 

the temple. ttl must leave you now. ll 

He went to the very back of the stage and climbed 

the steep wooden stairs which led to his gallery in the 

flies; he leaned over the rail of the gallery and waved to 

Eliza far below, then he turned and wast into his office. 

He was about to go to his desk when he heard someone knock 

on the door which communicated with the corridor in the 

new wing. He opened it and saw Jean DuloitBordeau • 
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He did not invite him into the office but walked out 

into the corridor and closed the door behind him. Duloi-

Bordeau was a short, muscular man with plump cheeks,a 

broken nose and the eyes of a child. 

It I tried to see you alone all day yesterday, tI he 

told Lorraine politely J coming closer to him. liThe 

troupe I s tired, Albert t and we would like to know whether 

you could drop us out of the next show, when Jack goes 

to Spain. It will only be for a fortnight, and we should 

be fresher for it." 

Lorraine smiled and patted Duloi-Bordeau IS 

' .. 
shoulder. 

"The season will be finished in a couple of 
~ 

mobbhs,1t he said. 

"But we must have a rest. We are tired." 

"Listen, my dear fellow, I am not your family 

d octOI', I am your manager. If you want to be somebody 

in the theatre you must be prepared to fight QuD ~our 

problems alone. I am alone, Jack is alone, Eiselheim 

is alone, you are alone, - and the Th~~tre de Is F~te 

would collapse in a ruin tomorrow is we all tried to lean 

on ea.ch other's shoulders <I If you want to drop out of 

the contract, come and tell me so, but that will be your 

last chance to sign up with me, or1ndeed with any 

rna nager of my standing in France or England. I told 

you at the beginning - didn[t 11 - how horrible success 

can be. 11 

"My sister 1s a sick woman." Tears began to 
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appear in Dulol-Bordeau t s eyes. "She has to go on 

every night with that chest of hers ... " 

Lorraine shrugged gently: 

tf I am in love wi th a young lady, Jean, and that 

young lady refuses to take me as a husband. What are 

you going to do about that? What could you do about that? 

And the audience doesn't care one way or the other." 

He gazed into the other man's eyes, then went 

back into his office and closed the door, while Duloi­

Bordeau remained standing in the corridor, helpless. 

Eiselheim was already waiting inside the cage 

while a stagei~nd in the wings raised the gr1ll to 

admit his first tiger. He was dressed 1n riding boots 

and a black jersey, and once the grill was up he jumped 

forward and cracked his whip. The tigers paused at the 

entrance and cast up at him a slow, drowsy glance before 

they trotted to their boxes, 8.voiding his whip. As 

soon as they were all inside he became fience and threat­

ening, prowling among them with bent back, his chin thrust 

forward, striking at their faces and paws whenever they 

tried to shift out of place. He made them bow to him, 

jump through hoops, snap at his hand as he passed, run 

between his legs, leap one by one over his head, fight 

with each other, lie down and take his neck between 

their paws, and follow each other from box to box 1n 

a continual octagon. Everything was done with a 
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quick savagery, so that the beasts should not be still 

for an instant. 

Eliza stood in the wings outside, leaning against 

the cage-wall, and she was watching every movement 

Eiselheim made, perhaps with awe. Especially his eyes 

had changed, sunk deep into his brow. The beaBBs moved 

about cowed and resentful in his presence. Suddenly, 

just as he struck one of them 1n the mouth with the 

stiff part of his whip, he turned and quite by accident 

looked her 1n the eyes. At once she drew back from 

the cage-wall, frightened by him. 

She went out of the pass-door and hurried along 

towards the new wing, her head bowed. Not far from 

Hellebore's dressing room Charpentier turned the corner 

and almost bumped into her. She started, disturbed 1n 

her thoughts, and he apologised. He tou.ched her light 

dress and asked with a smile: "Have you seen Jack, my 

dear?" 

"Yes, and he looks dreadful. 

swollen in all the wrong places. II 

His face has 

"I've just come from his dressing room. He fell 

onto his table and smashed a glass jar while the Virgin 

was away." 

"Has she been nursing him, then? tt 

"She has been trying,tf he said, "but he evades 

her. II 

flWho wouldn' t? tI 



I' 

• 

131 

tlExac tly • tl 

"The first thing Albert talked about in the offic e 

this morning was Mic helon." She looked round and spoke 

in a lower voice. IIHe showed me one og his letters on 

death. Did you know that Albert keeps all those letters 

clipped together onto a board, with a neat index of all 

the subjects?ft 

"No, he rarely mentions Michelon to me. tI 

"I was astonished; it showed me another side of 

hi s character al t oget her. tI 

"What Albert will never confess to Michelon,11 

Charpentier said with a chuckle, "is that he finds dOing 

good tedious, and evil both exciting and lmcratlve." 

Eleelheim's rehearsal was brief. When he had 

seen the last tiger back behind the grill again, he 

mounted the wooden staircase to Lorraine's office, 

brushing the dust and straw from his breeches as he went. 

While the cage was be ing disJla ntled two 

sceneshifters wheeleQ 1n from the wings a ramshackle 

grand piano with the varnish marked and flaking, the legs 

cracked and bound up with ropes and rags, the lid sjl11t 

into several parts so that when iiixB'8X lifted it hung 

over the str1ngs like a number of planks insecurely tied 

together, and the keys yellow with age. 

Hellebore bent down to look at a metal lever 

hidden at the side of the key-board. ~-Ie stood clear 
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of the piano and, with his arm stretched out, pulled 

this lever smartly d own. .A t once the keyboard lid 

fell with a crash to the floor, and he nodded to the 

scensshifters. They now brought a small bo~ from the 

wings with a wire attached to it. This they inserted 

under the keyboard, then drew the wire bac.k to a detonator 

mechanism 1n the wings. Hellebore stood close to the 

pia no, wa i tinge A n electric ian pressed the detona tor 

button and instantly there was a loud report and a cloud 

of white smoke burst from the keyboard and enveloped both 

Hellebore and the piano, rolling and turn~ng across the 

stage. Hidden now 
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from the auditorium, he went through several aotions 1n 

mime: he went through the aotions of taking off his shoes, 

his trousers and his jacket, then of reoeiving from a 

stage-hand in the wings another set of clothes, then of 

tugging something from his right temple, ~ all in the oourse 

of a few sec onds. Now he reeled and stumbled aoross the stage 

through the smoke cloud until he was onoe more ln view 

from the dark stalls. 

Eiselhelm went to one of the windows in Lorraine's 

office and gazed down at the park, quite still. 

"Are you sure?tI Lorraine asked him. 

It Qui te sure. There are very seldom misunderstand-

lngs between us. 

acoept it." 

She has a head strong na ture J but I 

Lorraine watohed the other man carefully before he 

spoke: 

HI was thinking, you see, of asking her to take 
-

some permanent work 1n this theatre." 

Eiselheim turned from the window. 

"Yes," he said, t1but she isn't unhappy with me. 

You must allow for her temperament: saddenly she will turn 

on someone, - then 1t is allover. 

known her for mapy years .11 

Believe me. I have 

"Well, she did talk last night as if she were a 

11 ttle disc ontented. II 

UBut do you think it is safe to judge any woman 
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by her words?1I Eise1heim asked him. 
-

fI She is usually sincere with me. fI 

II 'fry , then. Ask her to take some permanent 

work here. But I don't think she will hear of it.tI 

Lorraine looked up at him sharply. 

"Would you be willing to let har go if she did 

agree?" he asked. 

UYes, certainly. But I know she won l t hear of 

it." Elselheim lowered hie gaze. 

understand your concern for Eliza. 

interfere w1 th that. tI 

f'Of oourse not." 
-

ftOf course, I do 

I am not trying to 

Hellebore walked slowly towards the trapeze, 

rubbing his hands on his tights. It had stopped short 

of the floor and level with his waist. He now poised 

himself and made a leap forward onto the trapeze so that 

. he lay across the bar, his head towards the pit, as if 

he bad fallen there. When he seemed secure Amurrat waved 

his hand at the operator, and the trapeze began moving swiftly 

up towards the flies with Hellebore ly1ng across it. 

But sudaenly he was no longer firm. He yelled 

out and the trapeze stopped just in time, nine feet above 

the boards, to prevent him fal11ng from 1t head first. 

The trapeze returned to the stage and he jumped off', 

~ersplring and shiver1ng. Amurrat came and patted. him 

on the shoulder. The operator in the flies shouted down: 

"Qu' y a-t-ll? II 
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tlThat would have been a n1ce fall, It Hellebore 

Amurrat asked him to try 1t again, but he shook 

his head and turned away angrily. 

Eiselheim asked Lorraine a quest10n in a lower, 

secretive voice: 

"How 1s Mr. Finstanley this morning?" 
- ' 

The window rattled, then all was quiet again. 

Lorraine looked away quickly and bl1nked, with E1selheim's 

dark, narrow eyes upon h1m. 

"We must give him time to find his feet aga 1n, 

yau know, II he said. 

ttl hear he bas been una teady this morning. I 

thought that was unusual. t1 

There was a knock on the door and they both started. 

Charpentier came In. 

"Jack bas been rehearsing for the last balf-hour, n 

he told them. He bowed to Eiselheim. "Good morning, 

Heinrich. II 
-. 

Eiselhelm did not smile. He simply returned 

the bow with pursed lips and murmured, "Good morning, Mr. 

C harpentler." 

Lorraine got up from his ahair behind the desk, 

watching Elselheim. 

ttWe'11 go d own together, then, fI he told Charpentier, 

"and have a look at hime tl 

-
The conductor played several dances on the piano 

and during each of them Hellebore danced a few steps so 

that they should be able to determine the speed at which 
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the musio should be taken. The conductor marked his 

score according to Hellebore"s instruct1ons. 

E1selhe1m left Lorraine and Charpentier 1n the 

corridor, not wish1ng to re-vis1t the stage. The other 

two found Amurrat w1th. an electrician in the wings, and 

together tney desoended to the first row of the stalls • 

Hellebore was leaning over the conductor's shoulder to 

look at the score. 

Lorraine sat next to Amurrat and asked him: 

"Wba tare the c bane as of a tia sc 0 t on1ght? tI 

"Well, all I can say 1s tba t the show apart trOlll 

Jack is thoroughly coordinated and rehearsea. 

now rests with one man, and that man is Jack. 

Its success 

I a,dmit 

this worries me a little. I know my tasks, the stage 

manager knows his, the conductor knows his, and so do the 

electricians and the stagehands. The chorus de.nces better 

than it has ever done before: Eiselhelm is in fine fet9:1e; 

the Duloi-Bordeau's have rehearsed unt1l now they can 

barely stand up. But for Hellebore I cannot VOUCh; I 

oan only vouch for my own faith in him B.nd my quite printe 

expectations. Suo h men defy pred1ction. tt 

tfHas he been on the wire yet?1I 

"Yes, it wS.s the -first thing he did this morning. f1 

"Was he ateady?tf 

"Yes. But he did slip on the trapeze, just a 

few minutes ago. n Amurrat leaned forward to look at 

Charcentier and address a question to him: "Bernard J what 
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your words, but not your meaning." 
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He hears 

A voice in the wings called out for Amurrat and 

he returned to the stage. Lorraine and ~pentier 
walked slowly up to the centre gangway to the back of the 

audi torium. 

"There you are, look at that," Charpentier 

whispered to h~m as they turned their eyes towards the 

stage. tlHe I s still a showman. II 

Hellebore' performed a number of very fast cart­

wheels, flinging his body over with an immense force. 

"When they reach that age .. " Lorra,1ne broke 

off and gasped. "Now you look at that!" 

On the rebound from his last cartwheel Hellebore 
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slipped backwards: he managed to r1ght himself, but not 

without pulling one of his calfamuscles painfully. He 

limped to the armchair in the wings and sat down. 

Lorraine put his hand over bis eyes and bowed nis 

head: "This is an exact repetition of my most fearf.ul 

dream, even to the po1nt of the strange 1ntruder 1n the 

dead of night. Even I was not superstitious enough to 

believe that my worst fears could materialise in such 

close detail. In future I shall pay more attention to 

those foolisn fears of mine; apparently there 1s less 

folly 1n them than you or I or anybody else thought. 1t 

Charpentier put bis hand on his shoulder: 

"But I am afraid that if you begin taking note of your fears 

and premonitions, Albert, you will never float another 

show or take aootner business risk as long as you live, 

and you will end a pau.per." 
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.A t nOQn each day during rehearsals the Crimson 

Tower became a dining room for the artistes and members of 

the orchestra: the armct~irs and cocktail-tables were 

moved back to the walls, and round mahogany tables and 

s tiff-backed chairs were brought in. 

Hellebore, Eliza and Helen Eugenie sat near one 

of the windows, talking after their lunch. Hellebore 

was dressed in a light country-tweed suit. Helen 
~\seA.,k~ 

Eugenie, Hie:me-it's sec ond stage assistant, was tall'er and 

older than Eliza; she was sombre, her hands were long. 

She was dressed 1n black, with a black lace Collar high at 

her necl-r. 

The clouds were still low, but now and again there 

was a sharp ray of sunlight from between them which lit up 

the Imunge suddenly and then died quickly down. 

:aelen was speaking to Eliza: tlyou haven I t said 

a kind word to him since we arrived in Paris, and goodness 

knows what you.lve been saying behind his bac,k. If he 

makes you so unhappy why don't you leave him. and find 

other work?u 
<1-::' V fJI~q: cJ~ (~~ t'"' I~l...., ~b ;'" ~ c.Q...i~, 
'J,e,..t.. El"1:ga was ~I:l:ieb/, leaning baelf 15 asr eMir. 

II J1L.t ,..~ , 
Whe. t other work?" ~g ~ sk'io • 
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Helen answered her like an elder sister, ra ther 

moe kingly: 1I0h, mYl dear girl, Lorrs"ine would surely find 
. ~ , II 

something for you • 
... 

Eliza sneered. 

flYe s, II she sa ld, trwi th certain c ond it ions attached. II 
'l". ~ ~ 

"Still, it migL'1t make you see Heinrich in a better 

-
light. Never bas he once done yau aUJ unl{indness II Never 

once has he even snapped at you ••• It 

"No. II Eliza looked across the table at her 

bitterly. II He never talks, that I s why. It's the silence 

I ca,n' t bear. II 

Helen twisted her glass in her hand, smiling: 

"Well, I should try noisier work if I were you, and then 

perhaps you'd call his silence peace of mind, and run 

back to it like a naughty child. I suppose you have 

noticed .tha.,t he never a nswers your rudeness." 

uYes, but I wish he would answer me just once. 1I 

~ 

Eliza became angry and spoke quickly. "I wish hetd smack 
.... 

my face or cali me a slovenly little bitch. Imagine 

He ior 1 a h c a IIi ng me a s 1 0 venly Ii ttl e bit c h, J a c k! II 

Hellebore took no notice, but continued staring 

down at the table shyly. 

flI dare say you could fina cruel and foul-mouthed 

employers enough, rt Hel en told her. "There are plenty of 

them 1n our profession. 

for one?" 

'" -

Why don't you go out and look 

UBecause I am lazy and stupid. I want a husband 

aod I want chi~dren. There is nothing Heinrich can do 
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about that, but you'd think that if he were as holy as 

you say he is he would try to give me a little comfort. 

A little comfort, I don't know what, but a holy man 

would know, - so you would think, would.n't you?" She 

turned to Hellebore again. lIYes, Jack, she called him 

holy the other day_ She wors hips him. II 

Hellebore glanced up at Helen, embarrassed, 

and asked her: tlDo you think I ought to have a. ward 

with him about Eliza? She lsn't happy _ II 

Eliza cut him short, looking into his eyes 

fiercely: "Yes, tell him I've been in love with you 

for the last ten years; wha.t could his holiness do about 

that?" 

Perhaps Helen was a 11 ttle panic-stricken by 

what Hellebore had just said. She shook her head 

gravely e,t him: II I know exactly how he would be if you 

tried to talk to him, - like a caught animal. You 

could as well ask one of our tigers to speak. tf 

Eliza watched her cynically: "But in any case 

he ha tea cIa ck. II 

110' 'H:li " n,.;.:.,j za ••• Helen shook her head sadly. 

rtyou say these rash things, but do thl kith th - you n W de er ey 

are true or not?" 
-

II I know tha tIs true. I ce. n us s my own eyes. tt 

She spoke to Hellebore. flThey bot h bEtte you. If she 

could put an end to your career tomor~ow She'd do it, 

for Heil~lch's sake. 

for Heinrich's sake. 

He inrlch _tf 

She'd lay the whole world waste 

Everything she does 1s for 

. !. 
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tI No, Eliza, no! II cried Helen. She was near 

tea.rs. 

"She goes everywhere with that horrible set smile 

of hers; it rneb.ns she's thinking about Heinrich. 

He 1nrie h _ II 

Dear 

Hellebore wa s suddenly disg'J sted: "Oh, shut up, 

for Christ's sake. What the hell's it got to do with me?1I 

now. 

He stared at them as they sat in silence, ashamed 

The n he a sl{ed: "Wine? If 

He held the wine bottle diagonally before Helen, 

and she shook her head. He held it before Eliza J and she 

merely averted her eyes without uttering a w~d. He 

filled his own glass and laid the bottle down again 

meditatively. 

Helen turned to l11m and said quietly: "Forgive 

her. She is only acting out her little melodrama." 
-

Hellebore shook his headm frowning: "No, she 

isn't acting anything. I think she ii fond of him, 

Helen. If He shrugged. "But there, he never addresses 

a word to her. II 

trThati s h1s nature, which God gave him,," Helen 

replied. 

liT he two of you bave aged her in the last five 

years. I cane see that, having been away for five years. 

S he' s sot 0 U C hy now." 

"You say the 'two of you' as if Heinrich and I 

were in a conspiracy together. tI 
-

E11za replied to Helen in a qUiet vOice, but with 
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her eyes lovingly on Hellebore: "You are. 11m sure 

you do horrible things together, like putting spells on 

,people. You told me your2elf you believed in his spells. II 

He len bowed her head devoutly: "I believe in a 

certain, power he has to change natural events. I be lieve 

some very rare and e~traordinary hlhmaIl1l beings have that 

power. 1I 

"Yes, and if you could dolt by spells you'd 

murder Jack in his bed. It always hurts him to think 

of Jack's position in the theatre." 

"Why does he ace ept a contract 1n one of Ja cl~ I s 

most important shwws?" nelen asked. 

"Beacsue Jack fascinates him. I can feel him 

watching Jack all the time, trying to discover h1s secret." 

tI Isn't it possible tha.t he admires Jack, and 

watches him with awe?tI 

Eliza scoffed at her: "Don't degrade yourself, 

Helen! II S he cried. "Watch him with awe! Why, whenever 

I mention Jack 1n h1s company he ju.mps out of h188h09S. tt 

II It isn't possible that you are jealous of me 

for having so much of his attention, is it?" 

Eliza looked at her for a moment, 8S if in 

doubt, then replied: "I'm even tired of talking about 

him. You Can give me some wine now, Jack." 
-

Hellebore fdlled her glass and winked at her: 

she took a sip of the wine, looked pained, as if the 

taste displeased her, then set her glass down again. 

II I don't know why I drink this yellow piSS, tI 
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she said. II I loved Campeacby Bay last year because 

they had all those beautiful fruit drinks. 

keep your vintage wine." 

You can 

Helen continued to fi~ her with her eyes, coldly: 

lIyou can't forgive Heinrich his strangeness, can you? 

You want everyone to be hail-fellow-well-met. 1I 

Eliza answered her wi th bitter gaIety; "Yes, 

I dO!" 

"He knows you as a mother knows the fruit of 

her own womb. You hate his strangeness, but he has 

always been st2fE1lnge." Helen was coolly determined to 

vindicate Eiselheim. II I . have seen him talking to birds 

in the Plazza Cataluna 1n Barcelona, with all the 

Spaniards staring at him. He can speak to birds, you 

know, and make them understand. All his childhood' he 

spe :':t among superstitious women, and froI!l them he 

learned his s lIenee, his separa teneBs and his dark powers. tf 

She paused, watchingthe effect of 

(~ ~ ... IS) -
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her words. "'And sha.lt I tell you how old he is, - this 
~I ~ ,,~~. . 
sp~ul young ma~ He is fifty-four yea,rs old, Eliza.. 11 

Both Hellebore and Eliza looked up at her with 

surprise when she told them .this. She nOdded: li yes , 

he was born just after the outbreak of the Ausiro-Prussian 

War. But there, he dossn't need my dsfenc e. He is so 

sufficient to himself, and he was probably no less so 

when he was four years' old. 1I 

Lorraine wiped the sweat from his upper lip with 

a handkerchief and pulled one of his windows sown. For 

a few minutes he stood still by the window and watched 

three chi~dren playing 1n the park below, then he returned 

with a sigh to b.is desk. He rubbed his right ear and 

shifted in his chair. There was not at sound in the office. 

He put his hand on the telephone receiver but immedia~ely 

withdrew it. 

He took a memorandum book from the edge of his 

desk and began writing: Ilyou said that everything 1n 

the world was my responsibility so long as I thought about 
a= 

it, and that tne more I thlnl{ about "the more I a.m respons-

ible for. I must have this clear. When I am fa oe to 

face with you I feel empty_ I ws.nt the strength to say 

what is in my mind, or rather the strength to bring back 

to my mind the thoughts which your presence frightened 

away. I ha ve a lot to tell you about pride. You sa id 

that a man can also sin by failing to do good. 

did I fail to do? W ha tam I fa 111 ng to don ow? II 
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He went to the window and looked out again. 

The three children were no longer visible. The telephone 

bell ra. ng a nd he disregard ed it. 1-1e retur ned to hi s 

desk and wrote the following words: flIf only I could be 

gra nted a moment of innoe ence. It 

Francine Berger's private room was on the ground 

floor of the new wing, behind the stage and at the very 

back of the theatre. Its one window gave out onto the 

p~rk, the same area of park that could be seen, two floors 

above, from the windows of Alaert Lorraine's office. It 

was a very small room, and an elm-tree immediately outside 

the window made it dark at all times of the day_ 

Most of the furniture had clearly been stage 

properties at one time. Under the window there was a 

violet divan with satin-covered cushions, and against the 

wall near the- door there was a dressing-table with an 

ebony-inls_id top. In the middle of the rooID, on a 

fragment of rich Persian carpet, stood a light crimson 

pouf. Nailed onto the well were trinkets, gold-framed 

medallions bearing the portraits of past actors and 

actresses, cLlttings from old newspapers, a silver-plated 

crucifi~j visiting cards with sign~tures on them, and, 

Jver the dressing-table, a long polished cutlass with a 

bl ue ribbon and tassle a t its ha ndle. In the hearth 

there was a gas-fire, and at this moment it was alight. 

Fra nc ine Berger lay naked on the d ivan, a nd in 

the armchair ne~t to the gas-fire, facing the window and 



156 

tt16 divan, sat Henry Sangson., .'1 § lIee·iC 

She tl£:d her head turned towards the window a ad 

was gazing up sadly at the 1m elm~tree outside. 

"You killed people when you were a soldier, n she 
-

mur murad, II and now you I re asl.1amed of it. T 11.a tis W hy 

you are always talking about murder, because you yourself 

a re a murd erer. II 

~ Both their bodies were white, untouched by the 

• 

sun. Sangson nOdded, his sharp eyes fixed on the gas­

fire: "Yes, perhaps you are right." 

He leaned forward to warm h18self. For a few 

moments neither spoke. 

1t1JVhat made you go and see him?'·' she asl{ed quietly. 

fiEdgar Finstanley asked me to. 

to on my own account. f1 

She frowned: "But why?JI 

1\ nd I wan ted 

"Well, I told you long ago how important he was . 

t8 both of us. We lived among the dead, and death seemed 

the most either mf us could look forward to. We lived 

among dead things, everything we touched was dead, every 

noise denoted the nearness of death. In OUI' world the 

worst always happened. We were young. .r still am 

young. U He s~oke bitterly. "Na t urally, I wa nted to see 

dellebore. I needed to see him. I wanted to get back 

a Ii ttle warmth into roy fingers." 

"But you made him ill. Did that make you feel 

warmer? This morning he was sick, and this evening 
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he'll be unfit to go on the stage. If he makes a mess 

of it youtll be to blame. 1I Suddenly she leaned forward 

on her elbows, frowning at him. "VVilEtt made you call 

on him so late at night? WhEt made you take him along 

tot ha t c 1 u b ? " 

Sangson lowered his eyes: "You told me he kept 

late hours, and I e:xpected to find L1.im with his guests. II 

She lay back angrily: "Well, h~ needs protecting 
-

against people like you. I don't know how he ca n possibly 

get through his act tonight; I've never seen him look ao 

ill. You'r'e a fine one to tall{ a.bout murder." 

Her cheeks were a little flushed as she spoke. 

Sangson was silent. Then he seemed to realise so~ething 

and looked across at her with clear eyes. 

"You feel warmer towards him then you do towards 

me," he said, with the ~lightest smile • fI I ca. n see t lw. t • tt 

m 10' e ed. "But you're thinking about yourself all the 

time! You called on him to get back a little warmth into 

your fingers, - into your' fingers. 

more warmth out of me." 

And now you are wanting 

"No, I didn't mean thcit. I think you are right 

to feel more warmly towards him. I wasn't askSng for 

pity. II He smiled. II If you think I was, you aren I t a 

good j ud g e 0 f me n • II 

She watched him, and ttle frown left her face. 

"But you were wrong go there are midnight and 

upset him, my dear. 1f Sge spoke to him now \po ...,...,c 
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~ ge ntl:J.--- lIyou make the mistake of talking 

too plainly to people. You don I t realise how all tilis 

mfserable talk about murder and death and emptiness may 

affect some o'r them. You shouldn't have called on him 

. 
,4' oM) and you shouldn't have talked to him about his 

own son. U She shook her head in a puzzled way. 111 
.... 

don't know, - you seem to go along like a blind man. 

You behave sometimes as if you were soft in the head. 

Even now you don't seem to realise what you did last 

night: you don't seem to realise that Jack may make a 

mess of everything tonight just because of you. You 

donlt seem to realise you may have murdered a great 

career. t1 

UPerhaps I doni t think I have murdered a great 

cs reer /' he murmured. 

f1We shall see tonight. Look at you, - even now 
~ 

YOLl don't seem to be grasping what I say." 

He shrugged, and she told him coldly: "If you 

were a self-sufficient person you would never have called 

on him and upset him like that. You only did it because 

you canlt stand on your own feet. You have to suck 

other people to death in order to live. You arentt 

self-sufficient, not as Jack must have been when he was 

your age. II 
U, 

sangSon.leane~ resigned and calm. 

"Oh, II II COme.. he said.. you r re 1 ., ., on y try ing to 
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be cruel. tI 

~Your job is jewel-cutting, but you aren't 

interested in it as other men ~re interested in their work. 

You aren't capable of leading your own life: that's why 

you called on Jack la st night. During the War yo u killed 

people like every other soldier, but now you a~.~ii won't 

forget it, and you won't let other people forget it." 

She became angry again. t'Why couldn't you have gone off 

to war and do ne your job like everybody else, and then 

come back without all this fuss and bother?" 
... 

He did not take his eyes from the floor. 

"Don't the others ;nake any fU8S?tI he asked quietly. 
f, f1 No. 

rt The - fool s don't, I a gr e e ... 
~ -. G 

"Wwll, where does your wisdom get you? No 

further than a jeweller's shop.lI She looked at the elm-

tree outside again, wearily. II Suppose there bad never 
... 

bee n a war'? What would have happened ;;0 you?u 

tI I think I would have taken up a teacher's 

certificate and taught in a country school. I would have 

married no doubt. A nd I would have j ained an arc haeological 

soc iety. But· the point is I shouldn't have watched 

myself living, as I do now. The War ta ught me to do tr.1at. II 

"You haven l t found your proper friends, - that's 
.• -

all you meain, II she replied. "You are with the wr.ong people. 

The Celida's ;ren't your kind,· nor am I, really." 
-

HB ut where are the rignt people? Nowhere •. " 
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II EXactly. You aren't self-suffle ient .. 11 

""" 
There was a blanket at her side, and she now 

u:;., 
drew 'S!!iI over her legs a nd hips. Sangs on wa tc hed her 

do this, and asked; n,Are you the wrong person for me. 

then?" 

taWell, you don't love me.~ ~You 
-

only need me sometimes. You've just made love to me, 

but we don't know each other any better for it. You t re 

alone all the time, even when you make love to me. II 

UBut so are you in a different way. II 

-
I1Well, I've told you before!tI she cried fiere ely. 

uYou must treat me like a cripple. You must try to give 
-
me the sy'mpa thy you'd gi va to a cripple. But all your 

talk won't make me enjoy it more." 

He stared at her across the dark room: If But 

you do believe that making love is horrible." 

11 I t ve never sa id tha t. fI 

She turned her head away viole ntIy, pouting. 

HAnd you are right.,tI he said. II It 'ls horr ibIs. 

It 1s sex. The word itself is horrible. It is sharp, 

merCiless, brief, metallic. Secare 1s the Latin for 

d 1 v id e or cut. That's where the word sez comes from. 

But love, Franoine, 1s from lubet, .... 'it pleases_'. The 

love is disappearing from our world, Francine, and instead 

of me n and women there are everywhere crea tures alone 

with tl!J.eir Own flesh, dying for lack of blood and warmth 
I 
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cut off from each other. In sex we are only two persons 

fumbling wi th ea.ch other like monsters. I hate and despise 

sex. It is a twentieth century invention, like the 

shrapnel bullet. A n act of sex is a.n act of murder. 

It is two people joined together in a conspiracy of murder. tt 

Francine gazed up at the ceiling, spent. 

nHave we just committed an act of murder, then?'! 

s he asked quietly. II Is everything in the world murder?" 

"We are too secretive about each other, Francine • 
... 

We must let other people see us together. Even Giordano 

and Maria don't know about us. I ought to feel free 1n 

t his theatre. We musn't hide away as if it were a crime 

we were C orumi tting. II 

"But suppose there really 1s no love between us? 
~ 

Suppose we really never can please each other?tf 

He lo))ked a t her defiantly: I'Well, in future, 
. 

when people ask me whether I know you I shall say, yes, 

I'm her lover. I shall force myself into the open." 

UBut you will still be alone. U She shook her 
D ... 

head sadly. II I d on I t think we shall ever be able to 

break through to eac h other. It 
... 

uWe can try, It he a.nswered ,,~agerly. liThe will 

is there. II 

"But you I re secretive a.bout everything you Ire 

really interestea in. You asked m~ all those questions 

about where Jac~ was going to stay and when he would be 

arriving in Paris, but you never said you might callan 
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him. And I don't expect I' should ever have known about 

la s t night if he had n' t t old me himself. tI 

II I had nothing 1n mind when I asked you those 
.-

questions." 
-. 

"I don't believe it," she told him. "You must 

have played with the idea of visiting Jack, because Edgar 

asked you to do so. No, we shall never be lovers 1n the 

true sense.tI 

She lay staring up at the ceiling in silence. 

If I told Maria last night,l1 he said, f1that I'd 

enjoyed every moment of his degradation at the club. 

But even now I don't know whether that's true, whether 

what I felt was pity or a kind of triumph. I know I 

did him damage, Francine. I am s t up id t 0 deny it." 

He looked across at her with frank eyes, and for a 

moment seemed a much younger man. If I don t t know w ha t 

1s happening to me. It's as if I am suddenly turning 

against all I have ever loved and 'still do love, turning 

ac:a inst my own life, really. I don't und erstand it, 

yet I can't prevent it. 

me, from the outside. 

Something 1s being forced on 

And all I can do in my guilt, 

Francine, is to invoke the mercy of God." 

He got up and went to the window. He stood 

at the end of her d1 van. He looked across the lawn 

of the park. 

fiB e careful! f1 she cried. "Someone might see 
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you. fI 

He drew back a little from the window and stood 

by the curtain J among the shadows. 

t1you must try to understand what I tell you J II 

he said. flWar was a kind of religious experience for 

me; it is holy for me. I went out to Flanders to 

suffer, not to kill people. I went to die rather than 

to kill. ~Nar was a crucifixion for me. I \'lent out 

to be cruc ified." He looked d own at her. flAnd somehow -

I can't tell you why - I expected to suffer my crucifixion 

without dying. And that was m,. horrible error J to believe 

that I:w was inviolate. How did I e~pect to survive? 

How d id I e.x pee t t 0 be na 11 ed tot he c r 0 s s a ad ha v e my 

side pierced and yet survive? How did I expect to 

survive just the is expOSLwe and the loss of blood? But 

of course I 

[ U 't ... die ... 
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had to die. And now I can no longer feel the life 1n 

my fingers, as I am always telling you. 

begrudge me my little midnight ad venture. tI 
E\~~m 

So you IJ).ustn It 

~ walked swiftly across the stage towards 

the wings. Only a pa r t of a ba t t ery 0 f 1 ig ht sin t he 

flies was switched on, so that the light was weak. Just 

8S he reaohed the centre of the stage he seemed to hear 

something and stopped. He turned and peered at some 

flats C10S9 to the rear wall of the stage, where at present 

the light was weakest. 

Standing by these flats in the d1.!kness were 
f;..d.~~ 

Hellebore and Eliza Manning. ~ stepped back in his 

astonishment. They were talking to each other, but what 

they said was made ina ud,ible from the front of the stage 

by the heavy flats be hind them •. Hellebore nodded to her, 

then put bis arm on her shoulder and l{issed her brow 

gently. She smiled and seemed from the distance to look 

deep into his eyes. Hellebore went towards the staircase 

leading up to Lorraine' s office J and Eliza turned towards 

the wings on the right hand side. 
~I~'M ' 
~ walked into the darkness and leaned against 

the proscenium arch. He closed his ey ss a nd sighed. It 

Was as if he had suffered some shock, for he breathed 

heavily and his head was bowed. He oUtM ~~ ~ ...nu...t: 'f!.. 
w~. 

Lorr'aine put down his pen and switc hed on the 

desk-lamp. Outside, the clouds were dark and low, and 

a Violent wind was now blowing across the park. He 
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sealed an envelope and wrote the words "Father Michelon
u 

Q 

on it. Nothing c auld be heard from the stage below. 

There was a knock on the door, a nd Hellebore 

came in from the stage-gallery_ Lorraine looked up, 

then rose with a smile and went towards hla. 

II I just wanted to see how you were," Hellebore 

said • 

Lorraine noda ed and took his arm, then lad him 

to one of the chairs by the desk in silence. He glanced 

out of the window. 

t! I had. tp put the light on, II he murmured. 

you caught in the storm?" 

UN 0, I was in the Crimson Tower." 
~ ~ 

Lorraine sa t d own a nd put the euvelope in one of 

the top drawers of his desk. He sighed J then looked 

at Hellebore with a tired smile: "I was frightened this 

morning. You looked very ill, Jack. I thought that was 

the end of tonight's ShOW.
11 

... 
f1Yes, I was st ill shaking like a leaf during 
.... 

rehearsals. But I had a good lay-d own afterwards, and I 

feel steady enough now. 

I'm pare hed • tI 

Have yo u anything to drink here? 

He sat in his armchair with his legs stretched 

out a nd his head back. He undid the top two buttons of 

his trousers and patted his stomach with a co~1fortable 

.1gh. Lorraine got up, taking a key from his waistcoat 

poe kat: HBy all mea ns • What shall I give you?tI 
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f1,A ny thing as long as ,it isn I t cognac. II 
-Lorraine smiled, watc,hing. him: uWl11 water do?" 

It I p ref er 1 t • 11 

Lorrain~nlocked a corner cupboard behind his desk 

a nd took out a tumbler. He bent down and looked along the 

bottom shelf, then brought out an earthenware flagon, which 

he put down on the desk. He broke its seal with a heavy 

paper-knife a nd drew out the cork • 

closely, ~~ •• p 

tf Is tha.t wa ter?'l he asked. 

"Yes. tI 

.~ .... 

Hellebore wa tc hed him 

tlWhe. tIs it do ing in there, then? It 

- -Lorraine was still smiling calmly. 

"It's Lourdes water,iI he replied. 

i~W~t, - a kind of spa water?fI 
. 
"No, no, - holy water." He gla nc ed down shyly. 

-
tl I wanted God to be on your side tonight. II 

Hellebore nodded playfully: "Well, I hope it 

does me good.'" 
~ ~ 

Lorraine filled A tumbler and handed it to him 

,carefully: "It comes from the holy spring at Lourde~." 

He then looked out of the window at the park 

while Hellebore drank. It was now in half-darkness; 

raindrops were flying against the window-panes, and 

occasionally the window rattled. The elm-trees close to 

the theatre wall were no longer visible. 

"Where did you eat?" he asked without turnin~. 
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fI In the Crimson Tower J with Helen and Eliza. It 

"Eliza's still 1n love w1th you." 
~ . 
"ShB'd like me to marry her, but I doni t think 

it amounts to more than that, though it did bef.ore the 

War. II 

Lorra1ne answered him quietly, with perfect 

aasuranee!Q nOh, yes, it amounts to very much more than 

that. II 

The w1nd suddenly dropped and for a moment not 

a sound could be heard. It gradually started up again 

and the rain grew heavier. 

Lor:Es1ne yawned: IIThis is the time 01' day when 

I feel a sleepless night most. And I usually feel sad 

at this time 01' day. 

them axe 1 ting.·' 
A 

I prefer the evenings. I find 

They smiled at each other • Hellebore got up, 

buttoned his trousers and went towards the door. 

IIThank you for the holy water. I'm going down 

to change. I told Benedict Amurrat two-fifteen. ,. 

"S11p in at three re~ ot,U' little oonference with 
-

Bernard, Jack. I shall be down at the stage 1n a few 

minutes. I I'm v.ery anxious to seethis new stuff of yours. lt 

"I . think it will please you. tf 
~. ~ 

Hellebore left the office and returned to his own 

dressing room. From the stage there wa,s the sound of' 

hammering and shouting. 
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On h1s dress1ng-table, pinned to the white 

c over, there was a letter addressed. to r'Honsieur Flnstan-

ley (Hellebore), Theatre de la Fete;' 

the mirror-lights and read it. 

He switched on 

tt~lease come without fail to Lea Anges this aven-

ing at seven o'clock. I shall keep you only for a verI 

tew minutes. I should be happier 1~ Sangson were not 

told about this. Forgive the scribble. 

Maria Calida 0 tI 

~ 

He screwed the letter up and walked towards the 

hearth. He was about to throw it onto the flames, but be 

stopped and opened it out again. He lOOked at it closely 

Co~ ... 
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q second time, then bent down and set light to it. 

The stage was now brightly lit, and stagei1.8nds 

were hmrriedly clearing ladders, cables and flats from the 

back. The garlanded staircase was brought in well upstage, 

and a s~ion of the stage was raised to a height of ten 

or fifteen feet to illske a first landingQ A plain light 

blue curtain was then lowered in front of this structure" 

concealing it from the stalls and leaving the front part 

of the stage empty. 

Three sceneshlfters wheeled in tile ramshackle 

piano, and simultaneously side-curtains were lowered to 

conceal the wings. A trapeze wa s lowered from the flies 

so that it hung half-way between the boards and the top 

of the proscenium arch, and a chest of drawers was placed 

on the right hear the footlights. The tiny bowler-bat 

descended from the flies, and a sceneshifter guided it 

towards the top af the chest of drawers, where it remained. 

Meanwhile the steel wire was drawn taut between the stays, 

which were off-stage. A white skipping-rope was laid on 

the piano, a no two c i1a irs were placed near the bac k-drop 

c Llrtain. 

Two aec-lamps were switched on from each side, and 

the front curtain was swiftly lowered and raised again. 

Hellebore left his dressing room and went up to 

the stage. He wore· his white pierret f s c ostume with the 

pom-pom buttons, but no wig or make.up. Benedict Amurrat 

was standing in the wings'oand Hellebore went to his side. 

He glanced across the stage at the light blue c;Jartaln. 
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"Where t s my own backdrop?" he a.sked. 

"you'li see it tonight, J~ck. T his one came from 
-

the ala stege. I belimve you used it In'1912.'' 

Hellebore nodded and walk~d on to the stage. 

He somersaulted to the centre, just as the last scenesaifters 

were going into the wings. He stood on the tips of his 

toes for a moment, then cartwheeled rapidly towards the 

fo otllghts • He seemed out of breath when he rose. He 

threw himself onto his hands and ha nd-walked tram one side 

of the stage to the ot her, his legs curled 'over so tha t the 

80le8 of his feet were parallel with the floor. 

The orchestra began taking their places and tuning 
1 

up, and a faint light was turned ana at the conductor 8 

rostrum. Two electricians brought on a fresh smoke-box 

and fixed it to the piano. 

Louis Comte, the stage manager, a tall, fair, 

big~limbed man, went over to Hellebore, who was standing 

upstage with his hands on his hips, breathing heavily. 

"Albert Lorraine would like to see you' down in 

the stalls." 

tf Is he there now?" Hellebore asked him. 

"He was on his way there when I saw himJ II Comte 

replied. 

"We ought to be away by now. The orchestra was 

late. What's the time?"t 
-

II Ninetee n roi nutes pa s t two." 
,~ 

"Jes, well I was down here by two-fifteen." 

Hellebore went be;tween the footlights and the 

proscenium arch to the wooden steps leading down to the 
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stalls. The dust-covers had now been removed, and 

Lorraine was sitting 1n the front row, alone. He oalled 

to Hellebore as he came down, and the latter sat at his 

side. 
~ 

"Is the storm over?" Hellebore asked. 

"The wind has dropped, but it's still ralning. f1 

-
Lorraine glanced at Hellebore's white dress and touched 

one of the pom-pom buttons on his chest. I1I like seeing 

you in that costume again. 

none too good. U 

But your breathing is still 

~ 

The conductor climbed to the rostrum and sat 

down. The curtain was lowered, and now only the footlights 

rems,ined to illuminate the stalls where Lorraine and 

Hellebore sa t. For a few moments Hellebore d1d not speak. 

But at last he said in a low voice: 

"My arms ache, m, legs ache, every step I take on 
,-

that stage I have to think about. I can't get my breath 

properly. I was never like this before the War. And I'm 

not an old man. II 
.""-

Lorraine had started. He watched Hellebore alertly 

1n the shadows. 

l1Wha t' s the trouble, Jack?" he asked. tl I thought 

you ware back in the old style' tb.irty minute s ago: ',I 

"I !!! s1ck of the work .. 11 

"But I can't postpone or caneal now, Jack. II 

Lorraine spoke 1n a shocked, breathless vo1ce. the 
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conductor tapped the music-stand lightly with his baton. 

and the orchestra ceased tun1ng up. 

t ha t young man this a fter noon?" 

"Are you seeing 

Hellebore paused, then said: ttAt four o'clock, 1n 

the Crimson Tower. 1I He put his b8nd over his brow, 

frowning • 1,IIs t~t what wearranged. I can't think.1f 

II Has he brough.t you all this misery? Is it 

hlm?t1 

The orchestra struck up into a quick waltz. 

~orralne moved closer to Hellebore, shout1ng 

above the mus1c: 11 I' va never seen you like this before I 

[~ti! 
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Jack~ II 

Hellebore sat low in his seat, staring at his 

outstretched legs. He did not speak until the music was 

over and the auditorium once more silent. 

II I should ha va a nswered my son' s:sl letter s • He 

wrote me letters during the War, and to me they were much 

like all the other begging letters I got. 

ha nds to save his life. II 

It was in my 

"How?" Lorraine asked him sceptically. 
= ... 

uThese things uppen to bits of kids beca.use of 

people like me, I suppose. fI 

"What things?'u 
- -
"Oh, war J war ••• He turned my room into an 

undertaker's with all his talk about war. He blamed me. n 

'I But what C 0 u Id you ha ve done? II Lorraine was 

puzzled.. UWhat were these lettel"'s you should ha ve 

a nswered? What was it you did wrong to your son?t1 

• II It t s too long a story, A.lb ert. II 
.~ 

lIBut what does this young man tlomplain a.bout?" 

He watched Hellebore suspiciously in the shadows. ItI 

wS.nt you to tell me, Jack, - wha t was he after? Vvhy 

did he call you up so late? Why did he take you to a 

club and introduce you to the Italian couple? Tell me 

what you think his motives were .beea use it I s him who has 

got under your skin. I've never seen you worry like this 

before. Until now I never thought you had a conscience 

f or anything outside your work." 
~ 

tlHe just wanted to see me, a.nd cheer himself 
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up a bit. He I S finis hed • The War finished him. Hets 

a boy without a future. He really didn't survive the 

War at al1." He looked at Lorraine for the first time. 
.,. 

111 want to help him • I could take him on tour, you 
.. 
know~ like my own son." 

The orchestra began its second tune, - a loud 

military two-step. 

Hellebore shouted above the music: It I wish to 
~ 

God I could go back to that hotel now a nd forget this 

dress-rehearsal~ I don't want other people watching me. 1I 

Lorraine stared at him: "Don't see a.nything more 

oft he s e p e 0 p 1 e, J a c k. " 

II I shall see Sa ngson a t four 0 Ie lock this 

efternoon," Hellebore replied bitterly, "and this evening 

I shall see the Italian woman at Les Anges." 

"Not just before the p;erformance?ff 
<, • 

" Yes I at s eve no' c 1 oc k. It 
-

Lorr4ine touched Hellebore's white sleeve and 

asked helplessly: "What are they up to, - these people? 

What are they up to?" 

Benedict Amurrat pulled back the heavy curtain 

at the side of the stage and peered down into the dark 

stalls • The moment he saw Amurrat's head Hellebore got 

. up. 

IIWe're ten minutes late starting," he said • 
... 

He left l..,orraine and returned to the stage. The 

music ended, and Lorraine remained sitting in ti'le stalls, 

staring before him. Just as the curtain began to rise 
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he jumped up a,nd walked to a small door a t the side of 

t he stage. 

~AeC!;dgpAaA 4~vt'lie 94A8''tA~''~~ 4XtIt1t"b=raA~ ... ~ 
I 

~ re'rMAMIPG= cgMrMae?QHl4'6!l$&~,.,.w.~~tItI.vl\I8»4N 

hW~rt .. .tl~""~~iJWUiif§\~ Just 
o~c:.e 

as he reached ,the gallery outside hisl~oor there was a 

smart explosion from the stage below anCI he turned nervous-

ly a ad looked down. .A cloud of white smoke issued from 

the grand piano, and he watched it move slowly from right 

to left of the stage. He looked at the taut steel wire 

a ad the ha, nging trapeze" then he entered the office. 

He took up the telephone and asked for Bernard 

Charpentier. When he had been found Lorraine told him: 

tlBernard, postpone our little conference until four 0' clock •• ., 

Well, a number of things ••• Four 0 I clock, then. II 

The sky was no longer dark, though it was still 

baining. He leaned across his desk and switched off the 

lamp, then picked the telephone up again. 

tlGet me Monsieur Jean Duloi-Bordeau... His 

dressing room, I think. tI There was a pause. "Hullo, 

Jean. L~sten to me. I want you to come up to the 

office immediately .•• It is .Albert Lorra ine •.• And, 

J san, I Wet nt yau to br ing your brother. But you must 

both come immediately.tI 

He' walked across to the gallery-door, then out 

onto the gallery. As he opened the door a bass-drum 

sounded out from toe stage below, then a Clown's yell of 
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dismay. He looked down. Hellebore had just fallen 

onto his back near the chest of drawers, and one of the 

drawers·was open. His white pierrot's costume was in 

rags, a nd his vest and c a rob ina tions were now visible. 

Lorraine weaned on the gallery-bannisters, gazing at a 

battery of lights above the stage at the top of the 

proscenium arch, his lips pursed. He remadmed there tntil, 

a. few minutes later, there was a knock on the other door 

of his office. He went quickly back and closed the 

gallery-door, then admitted Jean and Pierre Duloi-Bordeau. 

Jea.n wore a dark suit with a high starched collar 

of the kind no longer in vogue, while Pierre Wa:~iS in tights 

a nd blouse. Pirre Duloi-Bordeau was taller and thinner 

than his brother; he moved about awkwardly, and 1n 

deference to the others he took a chair near the window, 

a little apart from them. 

Lorraine spoke very quietly, with his eyes on 

the desk: IIA young man is going to visit Ja.ck this 

afternoon whom I suspect of trying to blackmail him. 

He ve you noticed anything wrong with Jack today?" 

"No,1I replied Jean, a little startled. 

If Did you watch this morning's rehearsal?tI 

Jean thought slowly, with effort: "Yes. I saw 

Ja c k rehearse. I thought he was a bit slow off the mark, 

but I'd no idea he was in trouble.'1 

II He was a sic k man, II Lorra ine told Llim. tt He 
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vomited in his dressing room, and I don't think he had 
. ~ 

more th~, n a couple of hours t sle ep la st night. I found 

him on his bed with his jacket torn: that was after nine 

t his m or n 1 ng • n 
,~ 

JlWhat had happened?n 
- .. 
fI,A Y Dung man called on him a t mid night. They 

left the hotel together and went to a casino in the 

Faubourg st. Honore • They were joined by an Italian 

couple. Jack came back to his hotel at five o'clock 

this morning, 'and he was very drunk and ill. And these 

people have dispirited him. Somehow they ha ve broken 

his will." He glanced up at Jean. II He I S 8 ick at 

heart. He lost a son during the War, - I believe it all 

has something to do with that. Somehow these people have 

played on his compassion. I've no grounds for saying they 

intend blackmail; I simply don't know what they are up to • 

.All I can tell you is that today Jack is a miserable, listless, 

sick man, ~hereas last night, before these people came on 

the scene, he was happy enough. 

night at the hotel, didn't yoU?" 

You talked to nim last 

He we. s h.is old self. II 

"E.xactly.U 

Lorraine leaned back in his chair, still gazing 

at his desk: "In any case, whether they are up to misehief 
~ 

or not,' we mustn 't ta ke r lsks. I am determined to stop 

that young man visiting Jack this afternoon. I simply 

ca nnot afford to take a risk. II He glbnced at Pierre, 
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then at Jean. ttl want your help, you understand. I 

want you to prevent that young man entering this theatre. 

All I can tell you is that he's a.n Englishman. He has 

arranged to see Jack in this theatre at four 0 ' clock 

this afternoon. . One of you must wait for him mm the 

foyer, the other at the stage door. You must tell him 

that Jack's dress rehearsal has been cancelled and that 

he wishes to see the young man at his hotel. You will 

have my car, but not the chauffeur. You must then offer 

to drive him down to Jack's hotel. Drop him there Bnd 

tell him to await Jack in the lounge. But be must be 

kept away from this theatre. Of course, it's possible 

t h8 t this is a harmless young. man. It's possible the t 

Jack wanted a night out last night and took more than was 

go od for him. But 11m not prepared to take a risk: and 

if the young man offers you violence run him to the nearest 

police station and call me up immediately 1/ Perhaps he 

did after all soldier with Jack's son, as he claims to do: 

but I'M not prepa.red to take any risk. tI 

His lips were trembling, and he wiped the sweat 

c·way from his face. There was silence, and then Pierre 

spoke to him sClY1y: II I was wa tc hing Jack this morning from 

the wings, and he slipped oncee But he seemed all right 

in hiillself. t1 

"We I ve got to be careful precisely because this 

immense show - it's trI8 most important one in my career, 

perhaps in yours _11 Lorra ine ra i8ed his eyebrows, and 
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Jean Du1oi-Bordeau nodded gravely. II .... depend s on Jack 

-
being able to give his mind to his work. Now I don't 

want you to talk to a nyone else about this." 

He picked up the telephone. 

If Get me the stage.",. Hullo, I want Monsieur 
~ 

Amurrat and Monsieur Comte to visit me in my office 

imJledia t ely .. Deliver that message, please ••• Mons ieur 

Lorraine ••• Hullo ••• Yes ••• 11m not the slightest 

concerned about the dress rehearsal. I wish to see 

Be ned iet a nd Louis at once. I shall kee9 them for as 

little time as possible. Tell them that." 

He replaced the remveyer and once more turned to 

J e 2 n B nd Pie r r e • 

"We are protecting JclC k, you see, against people 

who want to break his will. ft He got up. liVery well, I 
-

shall call you up again at half-past three." He walked 

towards the door, and Jean and Pierre rose. "Please 

stay in your dressi og room unt 11 I call yau ega in. " 

He held the door open for them, and they walked 

past him int 0 the corridor. Jean seemed a little startled 

still, and in the corridor he ·turned, waiting for Lorraine 

to say something mors. But Lorraine only nodded c'cnd 

smiled at him, then closed the door silently behind them. 

He returned to the desk and took from one of his 

drawers the file containing Father MlchelOn t s letters. 

He p'J.shed back the sheaf of letters and looked at the 

subject-index. He turned to the fifth ietter. 
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t1you ask for lnnoe ene e. But that is a very ta.ll 

'" 
demand for a man over forty. It ls an even taller 

demand for a business-man over forty. A ad how 

muc.h ta.ller a demand ls lt for 8. business-man over 

forty in the theatre!~ 

I shall c orne and see Y QU. 

Father Michelon. 1I 

o He laid the file down and went to the window. He 

gazed out across the park for a moment, through the thick 

ra In. Then he returned to the desk and took from a drawer 

the letter he had not long before addressed to Fattler 

Mie helon. He sat down and drew the waste-paper basket 

nearer to him» then tore the letter up into tiny fragments. 

There was a knock on the gallery-door, and Lorraine 

pushed the ba sket sway from him. Louis Comte entered the 

room, and then f!.IDurrat. 

o rlyou wanted us?" .. 4murrat asked him. 
"" 

Lorra ine nod d ed • 

tI Wit h the d res s re he a r salon? tI 
~ 

Lorraine got up: "Yes. The matter's urgent, you 

see." 

He went across to the gallery-door, which Amurrat 

had left ajar, and closed it tighte T he arc hestra co u.ld 

be heard from the stEge below playing slow, melancholy 

music. ae returned to his. desk and put the file co ntE11ning 

Father Michelon's letters back into one of the drawers. 

C orote and Amurra t wa tc hed him in s ilenc e. 
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He glanced up at Amurrat: "How is Jack going?tI 

"He's a little slow, Albert. I noticed the t this 

But he' 11 b e b a c kin t a hi s s ty 1 e ton i g h t • It 

fly-au think so?tf 
~ 

!lYes. He's sa ving himself up perhaps. H 

- -
ItI expect you noticed that he was a sick man 

this mornlng,1f Lorraine said. JIBe was trembling a little. 

You must have noticed that • I'ill afraid, Benedict, that 
-

he has got himself into a bit of trouble. It 

They lOOKed athlm l+urprlse. r;r he spoke 

gravely. 

Blfm very 8nJtious about him, and I'm afraid that 

a catastrophe tonight is possible. Tha tis why I called 

you up here. I want you to arrange an alternative 

programme. II 

Amurrat seemed baffled by this: "But he's down 

there performing now, Albert. Corne and watch him yourself • 

He can't be so ill." - .t~ 
"r happen to know, Benedict, ~,~~At?'iaU"oVh'4( 

there is someone 1n Paris - perhaps more than one person -

whose object is to break his will. Believe me, he's not 

saving himself up for tonight, he's using every bit of 

strength in his body d own on tha t stage a t this moment. 

Naturally, he looks slow, but he'll be slower tonight. 

I don't believe he will pull back into his old style, 

Benedict.1l1 

Amurrat turneCl to Comte: IIHave yO\..,1 heard about 
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~downsta irs?" 

"No,tI Comte replied. 

on tl1e lo~se, - of course. 11 
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tlEveryone knows he was 

Lorraine waited for them to be silent, then went 

on: III want you to arrange a.n alternative programme which 
- . 

can be used at a moment's notice. But arrange it as 

quietly as you can: I don't want to discourgge Jack, and 

he I d never f argive me if he got word of it. J1 He lowered 

his eyes. "All the others need be told is that the time 

of his performance may be altered and that they must be 

ready to play out o~ schedule. I sball see Nidok myself 

later this afternoon, since he would be the mainstay of 

8 ny alter na t i ve programme. t1 He paused and tOUChed the 

edge of his desk. "I d on t t see why J[ack, Bernard or the 

Virgin should get to hear of this." He spoke quicker. 

"21ld 'jij,& JtM~~"'4t.&~"tt>&t;'& tt;~.~lP1~'~-H£~""~ 

~\My business rivals in Paris - and allover Europe - have 

a lot to gain if the show fails tonight. A. nd I ha. ve many, 

rna ny rivals. 

~.'1li:"'~ f'¥i 11 ., 1 t@, f zi t4ftljdqdk dldJd •• _·~c bbl;;t6ie ... ~£if~~A 

1tI!'bMri?t$i'LI haven't always been on top of the ,market 

~ / a no r" ha ven I t always -been able to outbid ~£~'ffl! ilL The 

show tonight is the biggest I've ever attempted, and I'm 

not prepared to take unnecessary risks. 

goes d own we all go down." 

If the show 

tlBut an alter na tive programme wouldn't save the 

p, h ow ,11 At· d . - .ti m ur r a sa]. Q u ]. e t ly • II It thl means no ng without 

Jack. tl 
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"Yes. Benediot. but the 1eate we oa n do is to 
" 

save our faoes, and an alterna'tlve programm,e would help 

us: to do that." He got up. II I won't keep you any 

.longer beoause of the rehearsal. This will mean a very 

busy two hou.rs before the curtain goes up, 11m afraid. tJ 

Amurrat walked thoughtfully to the gallery-door, 

then turned. 

"I hope you're wrong, Albert," he said. n I've 
-

put a lot of blood into this show." 
~ 

Lorraine nodded and pa'tted him on the shoulder. 

They all went out into the gallery. 

III want you to visit me again at half-past four," 

he said. 

tJ Mea s we 11 ? tt a s ked C om t e • 

Lorraine watched them desc:end the stairoase towards 

the stage: lfYes, both of you. I'. 

The~orohestra was playing a bold and loud marcn. 

Lorraine looked down at the stage. Hellebore was now 

performing on the steel wire. He sprang higher and higher 

to the tune of the music, then rolled head over heels 1n 

the air and returned tjet first to the wire; sprang 

higher and higher again, and rolled head over heels a second 

time. He now wore only his vest and oombinations. 

Lorraine returned to the office and olosed the 

gallery-door. He sat behind his desk for several m1nutes, 
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his eyes closed. The music ceased, and there was a noise 

from outside the gallery-door of ropse and pullies moving 

i n the f 1 i e s • 

Hellebore jumped clear of the grand piano, which 

the stagehands were wheeling offstage, and ran tchwards tile 

pass-door. He was dressed in his sequin costume, with 

white stockings to his knee, and his face and hair were 

saturated with sweat. He went s.traight to his dressing 

room and began undressing behind the screen. A moment 

Is ter Fra nc ine Berger entered" carry ing his giant's shoes, 

his spotted cravat, his ye110w shirt and his outsize tweed 

suit. While Hellebore took a bath she laid out his 

costumes side by side for the evening performance • 

The orchestra was still rehearsing, but the stage 

was once more bare, lit only by one arc-lamp in the wings. 

None of the sceneshifters remained. 

At ten minutes past four Hellebore left his dressing 

room and went up to the Crimson Tower,~~~~ 

~~pty .... ~~~~,,~ He was now in 

ord inary c 1 at hes. The Crimson Tower was empty and once 

more furnished as the Circle lounge. He walked across 

to one of the French windows, opened it and stepped down 

.1 "" -'7 onto ~ balcony._""~4M4.'~~~ It was 

no longer raining, and the sky was thick with white 
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cloud. He went to the edge of the balcony and looked 

down into the street. A hansom-cab and two motor-cars 

were standing outside the theatre doors, but there were 

no pedestriAns near them. 

He went down to the foyer, which. was empty and dark: 

none of the lustres-were yet alight. He walked slowly 

down the wide carpeted staircase to the box off.1ce and 

knoe ked twie e on the s ide-iloor. There was no reply_ 

He knocked again. waited for a moment, then went to the 

glass doors l.eadlng out into the street. He tried them 

one by one, an,~ found the last one open. He walked out 

onto the pavement, frowning and very pale. ae looked up 

and down the street, which was a little less deserted than 

before. The hansom-cab and motor cars were still there. 

He waited until a number of people bad passed Bia by him, 

then he went back inside. He walked down the steps to 

the door leading into the pit. The front curtain was 

now down. and only a few of the footlights were on. The 

orchestra had departed, and nothing could be heard through­

out the auditorium. The light of the street bad blinded 

him. 

Francine turned and looked at him anxiously when 

he came into the dress1ng roan. He sighed and went to the 

divan, where he lay down. She walked across to him and 

looked down at him, then wiped the sweat from his nose 

and brow with a handkerchief. 
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"You t re still ill, aren t t yoU?" she asked.' 
~ 

He closed his eyes: HI can't keep steady on my 

It's no good, I'll nev~r be able to do it tonight." 

She sat down at his side: tlBut what's the 

Tell me what's the matter~tI 

II I' 11 come a cropper tonight; you see. It 
-
He opened his eyes drowsily and looked at her, 

then touched her chin with his hand. 

"Now you keep quiet about .bat, Judy," he murmured. 

The telephone bell rang, and sbe answered it. 

When she had put the receiver down again she told Hellebore, 

"A lbert Lorraine asks you to go up immtldla tel>y. 

twenty minutes late." 

You are 

He sighed and rubbed his eyes. She brought over 

a small oloth saturated with Eau de Cologne and rubbed it 

over his brow and neck, then he got up and went to the 
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dressing-table. He gazed at his face in the mirror, 

first at his drowsy, bloodshot eyes, then at his mouth. 

He raised his eyebrows and moved his mouth a little, 80 

as to make his expression appear less gloomy_ He was 

still pale. He went to the door and opened it. Then 

he stopped. 

"Did anyone call while I was away just now?fI 

• Francine kept her face averted. 

"No," she replied. 
~ -
tlA nd there wasn't a 'phone message?11 

~ -
"How does the time stand?" 

Francine looked at the alarm clock on the chest 

of drawers behind the screen: IITwenty-five minutes past 

four." Hellebore nodded sadly and left the room. 

He walked up to Lorraine's office and went in 

without knocking. Bernard Charpentier sat behind the desk, 

• and Lorr&ine himself was standing nervously by the window. 

Charpentier held an empty glass in his right hand. 

HO ome in, Jack Pudding,11 he said. tlWe are 
= -

twenty-five minutes late, amd I'm just off. lt 

<'> 

He gazed at Hellebore with a smile, his eyes 

half closed. 

Lorraine turned to look at Hellebore: "He's been 

B.t it since four o'clock, Jack." 

"Vlfhat, this time of the aftrenoon?" Hellebore asked, 

sit t i ng d ow n • 
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"Yes, ft Charpentier replied, getting up and 
.~ <> 

pulling his cloak round his shoulders, II hell in the 
.... 

belly, heaven in the head, - my eternal bifurcation, 

Jack." 

He swayed a little, than put his empty glass 

on Lorraine's desk • 

liMy headlines violate, Jack. They are a public 

indecency ~i You look 111.'1 He took a deep breath, and 

became more thoughtful. "Well, you are now a French 

institution, like the Bourse. The War has inst1tutiona1ised 

you. Men have d1ed 1n the thick of battle with your 

name on their lips. As for the survivors, or rather 

those who have managed to keep out of the mental homes, -

some of them will be com1ng tonight. It'll be a aharm-

ing audience, a post-war audience, that 1s to say. an 

aud1ence suffering from chronic neurasthenia. And my job 

1s to anc ourage them. It He sat down, facing Hellebore. 

"The pOint I want to know is, how far can I gO?" 
-

"How far do you want to go?ft Hellebore asked him 

in a low VOice. 

flI want to tell a few 11es. I want to make a lot 

out of your son, - the young man who was killed 1n the 

War. This will help the nearast.henia oases. They like 

to think that other people have also made fools of 

themselves. II 

nK~ep him. out of it. Consider anything between 
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nOh, dear1 '1 Charpentier oried. 
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II Then you 

reduce me to my worst prose style: 'It 1s not without 

sign1f1cance that Hellebore bas chosen Paris as the scene 

of his return to public life. He knows with what warmth 

he was alwa.ys, ever s1nce he left the circus in 1901, 

reoe1ved in Paris • He remembers how, on one occasion 1n 

1911, he received twelve curtains trom a first night 

audienoe. And nerem~er8 the welcome ac~orded him at the 

opening of the new Cirque Blanc at Versailles.' Itls 

just as much a lie • Because you don't remember. II He 
-

smiled, star1ng down at the floor, musing to himself. 

tI I would so love to abandon the three uni ties and tell 

a 11e, a good, wholesome lie, white or black. For a lie 

is timeless and spaceless. It is a most luscious nothing. 

You are d lfferent from the Duloi-Bordeau t s, Jack. They 

love a lie about themselves. That is because they are 

boring. But you tie me down to place, t1me and situat1on. 

Very well, then, all I can do 1s to be a good physic1an. 1I 

"A what?tI 

"My job now is to heal. I must heal the relations 
~ 

between yourself and this church-cat sitting at t.he desk." 

Both Lorraine and Hellebore seemed used to Charpentier's -
~ e.,( 

mild ridicule, for they both smiled?; S 41 .Ml:lt glane'-

at each other. til shall 1nvent a promise. I shall 

recall the time when Albert Lorraine promised the theatrical 



• 

• 

189 

world that one day Hellebore would return to a better 
JA "-stage, a B!! Theatre de 1a Fete, and I shall tell how 

he kept that promise. I shall talk about an old 

friendship. Is that allowed?" 

The others nodded. 

"You know the kind of th1ng,tI Charpentier went 

on. liThe fabulous gift waiting 1n the hotel suite: 

'For the only clown', s1gned 'Lorry'. The talking over 

.. a. dying fires unt1~ the early hours. The unforeseen 

d1ff1cu1ty: blackmail? an old lover? But after some 

dirty specu1at1on on my part, a clean demouement. By 

the way .. If He leaned forward, peering at his file on 

the edge of Lorraine's desk. " - am I right in say1ng 

that your run here 1s a send-off for a long continental 

tour across Spain, Germany and perhaps Scand1navia, and 

that you •• IB hope to com.e back here at the end of the 

tour for a longer run?" 
~ 

Hellebore half smiled: "T.he first lot I s right. 

But Albert hopes the second lot, not me. 1t 

t'Albert asked me before you came 1nto this room 
~ 

to work in some referenoe to his alterations, - just to 

show he loves you. In fact, ot course, he undertook 

them because the theatre was fall1ng down, ana because 

receipts would be doubled as a result of them. But 

the pOint is that the stage could now take a circus. 

There 1s a lot more fly1ng spaoe, the stage is twice as 
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deep now, and the traps are the best I've seen. 

What about a full-blown circus next year?'! 
• c, 

Hellebore turned his head away, frowning: 

"r've finished with the circus. It never brought me 

any good. 

stage.'1 

A tent t s the place 'for a c lrcus, not the 

He looked at Lorraine: "What's the idea? 11 

t1aust that: an 1dea," Lorraine replied • 

we I 11 kill 1 t if you won I t C oms in. 11 

~ 

flYes, kill itU. 1I Hellebore shook his head. 

II A c irene ••• tI 
... 

Charpentier got up: uI must ru.sh. You were 

1a te coming up, Jack. II 

He went towards the door, buckling the gold clasp 

at his neck. 

tlYou're quite certain, Jack, t1 he asked," tha t we 
~ 

leave your son out of this?" Hellebore did not reply, 
S~J J \\.ReA ...t' ""-.i", I CAl .,Ii, "" • cR s 6'1 ...... ~ 

but ¢' I' • Iz: it 1 '. and Charpentier nodde'Y:"aiLlfj. , 

II I bad sue h a lot of shameles s lies to tell. They t 11 

be told in time, of course, - by other journalists. 1I 

--
iJuIJDJd.ixiiBB.z He turned to Lorraine. '1 I don't like 

-
Eiselheim, Albert. But I suppose I shall have to mention 

those packed houses at Brussels. I don't like these 

thin, silent men. They walk about like my conscience. 

They shame the infldellnme, - perhaps that's 1t." 

t·Well,tl Lorraine answred, nit could do with shaming. 1t 

'i. I shall- be there tonight 1n the second row 

of the stalls as usual, Jack, your acolyte. Thank yO"1 
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for the flames of hell, Albert. tI He thought for a 

moment at the door, frown1ng. 

Bood slgn." 

"I feel exc1ted: a 

~ 

He then bowed to eaoh of them ln turn. 

IIYes, indeed, It Lorraine said. He held the 
~ 

empty. green bottle up to the light of the window. 

liMy brandy bottle will never forget your visit. It 

When Charpentier bad gone, he glanced hesitantly 

at Hellebore. There was no sound from the stage below. 

Hellebore seemed about to leave the room, but lingered. 

He looked into Lorraine' s eyes: tl I' m glad we agreed with 

aac b. ottier 1n the end. 

I won't let you dOwn." 

You've been good to me, I think. 

Lorraine looked at him wretchedly, his head bowed. 

II Is there anyth1ng I can do for you?t. he asked. , 
tt 1*11 take YOll back t.o the hotel in my car. I'll call 
.~ 

ln at the dressing room before I leave. Shall I send 

the nurse up to your rooms this evening?" 
= 

Hellebore was silent for a moment, then he went 

close to nim and said 1n a low voice: 

"He didn't come." 
= -

Lorraine squ1nted guilt1ly, watoh1ng the park belOW. 

uWno?11 
o ~ 

IISangson. I mQst see him again, - what shall I 
~ 

do, Albert?u 

ttT~ll me, Jack: what makes you want· to see him 
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SO badly? tt 
> 

Hellebore spoke eagerly: "I feel SODrY for him, -

that's the trouble .11 

We're all at our weakest in our moments 

of compas~ion. It 

"Sometimes a look came into his eyes as if he 
-

thought I was going to be cruel to him. II He saw Lorr:aine 
~. 

smile. It I should have made a tew sacrifices for Edgar, ... 

at the right time. t1 

-. 
"why not make a sacrifice of your whole career, -

now? It looks to me as 1f that's what your young f2'end 

wants .t1 

Hellebore shook bis head, as if this were too 

absurd to think about. 

flAfter a life like yours, Jack, failure is going 

to be a very b1tter thing • You could never surv1 ve 1 t. 11 

He gazed at Hellebore for a moment 

UHe was afraid to come. He smelt a rat. I bave had 

exper1s os of stJJh people. 1t 

-
Hellebore looked at him sleepily: "When all 1s 

said and dona I did murder Edgar. Mou've never had a son. 

You're too selfish. You're too fussy to have a child of 

your own. You don't understand the young. You make 

them feel awkward, you make them go silent and shy. I've 

noticed it. All you th1nk about 1s your blis1ness. You 

s 1 t ollJ your money l1ke an old black beetle. 1I 
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IIWhat a comfort your conversatlon ls." Lorraine 

murmured with a bitter sm1le • 
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The dining room of Lea A nges was empty ana all 

the tables were laid for dinner. There were no lights 

apart from those which illuminated the plaster statues 

in the niches. 

Hellebore opened the door quietly. He stood 

still, growing accustomed to the darkness. He walked to 

the table on the higher tier where Sangson 2.od he had sat 

the previous evening. He walked slowly, tapping his cane 

against the table-legs like a blind man. He la id his 

ha t and cs ne down 00 t he table a ad ope ned his averc 08 t J 

then walked back to the steps which led into the ballroom. 

He peered down into the deserted ballroom, listening. He 

s na pped his fingers and coughed, to make nOise. There 

was silenee again, and nothing stlrrBd among the tables. 

A few minutes later Maria came in and looked about 

her 1n the shad ows • Hellebore immediately went towards 

her. He took her arm and slowly guided her up to the 

table on the second tier. 

Near the minstrel's gallery she put her twnd on 

his and lool{ed into his eyes: fir haven't kept you waiting?" 

tlNot at all. n 

.", 

He pulled a chair out for her and they Bat down. 

"We looked for you everywhere this morning," she 
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sa. id quie tly • 

. ~... ,., 

"Henry a nd I. We walked up to the Place Vendome, 
. 

and then we went back to the club." 

Hellebore b owed his head: "I don't remember 

leaving the club,. n 
, 

She was peering at him in the darkness • 

tlls thB.t a bruise on your chin?tI she asked. 

He nodded: til fell on the side of the bath. 

I just sl ipped • II 

11 It ha sn' t swollen, luc kily • n 

Hellebore gazed down into the dark ballroom. 

He asked whehBBr she knew where Sangson was, and she told 

him too t he had c orne into the house an hour before, but 

that they had not seen each other. 

"I arra nged to s es him this after noon, II he sa id. 

"He didn't come, and I thought perhaps you knew why.1t 

11 No, he we nt st raight to hi s ro om. II 

Tl1ey sat without speaking for some time .. 

tlHe is sometimes strange like that,ll she murmured. 

Hellebore looked up at her. His face was very 

pale. 

"He knows all about yau, doesn't he?1t 

This startled her: "Did he tell you anjjr,hing 

about me, then?" 

II He t 01 d me you wa n ted a c hi 1 d • " He gla nc ed' down 

a t the table. 
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Is that true?" 

child? " 

She ma_de a little gasp and answered, tlYes. fI 

tlAno you've come here to ask me to give you a 

She lawe:eed her eyes and nodded: UBut he had no ~ 

right to tell yau a nything. II 

"Well, he has saved you 8 lot of embarrassment. 

Asking me yourself would have taken some doing. 1t He 

spoke -to her warmly, leaning forward across the table. 

"I shall give you your baby, Maria, because I loved you 

last night danCing round that floor." 
-

She seemed to sob, and put her hands to her eyes: 

"Thank God, then~ " 

"But not in cold blood, only because we like eacn 

other. I want it to be natural. It mustn't be too soon. 

Da nc lng wi th yo u mad e me feel ltd known you a long time • 

Da nc ing always does tha t. 

Let it happen naturally. II 

But try and forget you a sked me. 

"We must see each other very often. You must be 

a kind of husband to me .. Giorda nOH will go away. II 
-

ttWhere was he last night?" Hellebore asked her. 

II He we nt home. II 

0<:. ."='0 

"w ill he rui nd? t1 

<-

"He needs a child as much as I do, and we' ve waited 

so long. II 

"But why have you waited ell this time, - a fine 
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beautiful woman like you?" 

Itr wanted to wait until·r chose someone 

s p 0 n ta n eo us ly ,II she rep 1 i ed • III donlt want anybody's 

child, you see. I want a certain kind of child. And 

I tbink you can give me that." 

Hellebore was fase ina ted by this: tlWha t made 

you c hODse me, then? 11 

"Well, I simply chose you as soon as I sa.w you. t1 

IIWhy'?u 
.. -
"Everybody knows who Hellebore 1s. I only had 

t 0 see you 1 n the fIe s h. tf 

"Does Giorda no agree? I. 
He knew I had made up my mind before I 

t old him." She smiled. "He was cleverer than be 

normally is in these thlngs." 

"And you never thought of Sangson as a father?" 

She shook her head shyly: "He is so young. He 

is like my own son. I love his campa ny of course. n 

"You are together a lot, I suppose .11 

.•. 

"Yes, we see e?ch other every day_ He 1s so 

different from Giordano's friends. He notices everything. 

He's sO quiet. '1 

"A nd a wonderful talker, It Hellebore said. 
,-.~ 

uHe has been my refuge a~ainst all those commerc-

la1 people since the War." She sighed. "Well, I feel 

happier. fI 

She glanced at the clock in the wall on ner left, 

but it was too dark to read the time. 
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"Shouldn't we be walking towards the tileatre?fI 

she asked. II I I ve sen t t he cs. r a wa y • n She watched him 
-

for a moment. "You seem so calm, sitting there. Are 

yau always like this before you go on?" 

"1 was sick this morning and I nearly fell off 

the trapeze. I'm tired." He put his hand to his brow. 
~ 

"I'm not calm. I'm tired. Think of all those people 

waciching me tonight. It 
,. 

He stared at her with a frown. S he got up slowly 

and went to his side. 

"You'll feel bet ter in your dre ss ing room, t1 she 

t old him. "Don't forget your stick.'t 

Francine Berger opened the door of Hellebore ' s 

dressing room and went across to his table. She began 

arranging his cream-pots, brushes, rouge-sticks, po~der-

puffs and scissors. Beside them she put a large napkin 

8 nd an a.l.arm clock. 

Some ~inutes before eight o{clock Hellebore came 
-

in. He smiled at her, and she helped him off with his 

overcoat. He went be hind the screen a nd took off his 

jacket, ttlen he washed his face and hands. He sat d 01,1'41 
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at the dressing-table and, with the napkin tucked round 

his neck, began creaming his face. There was a new fire 

in the hearth, crackling. 

The telephone bell rang, B.cd Francine picked up 

the receiver: !lYes, he has just this minute arrived. 

He appears to be. I shall ask h1m. II She put he.r ha nd 

over the mouthpiece and turned to Hellebore • tilt's 

Albert Lorraine. He wishes to know if you'd like. the 

nurse to come in an~ see you. 1f 

Hellebore answered her impatiently, still r~bbing 

his cheeks: ftNo." 

She spoke into the mouthpiece again: "He SElYS, 

no, but thank you. He is making up at the moment. Very 

well. t1 

When she had finisb.ed Hellebore asked: "What 

Else did he have to say?n 

tlHe asked what time it was when you arrived and 

whether y DU seemed well. U 

I _. 
ttHe.s~ been a proper fidget .... arse today. He 

has done nothing b~t worry." 

1'1 Well, do J' 0 u W 0 nd era t 1 t ? " she a s ke d • 
~ -

were drunk last night and this morning you were too ill 

to move. It would make any manager in Europe worry: 

:as pee ially when you alway 8 used to be so good a nd reliable. II 

The foyer was empty and dimly lit. Two of the 

entrance doors were suc:denly pushed open, and Jean and 

Pierre Duloi-Bordeau ran in breathlessly from the street. 
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They ran down the centre sangaway of the stalls and made 

for the dressing rooms. At the oonductor's rostrum 

Jean suddenly stopped and turned about: he called to 

Pierre to go on. then he returned to the foyer. He 

walked across to the box office and. knocked on the side-

door. 

Lorraine turned the key 1n the of rica door and 

went back to his desk. He sat down beside Eliza. h1s 

own chair touching her's at the arm. She was dressed 

for the street 1n a blaok cloche hat and a simple coat 

with a oollar of black fur. Nothing could be heard 

from the corridor outside or from the stage. 

Lorraine put his hand on her arm without turn1ng 

his. head. He spoke almost in a whisper: "You aren't 

contented wi ttl Eiselhe 1m. You won't be young eternally. 

You are thirty-four, my dear. and you want ch1ldrem. You 

do want children. you ~ them. I'm so unbearably sad 

when you're away from me. I love just to be with you, 

simply to touch your arm like this. I wish I could be 

worthy of you. I wish I was better-lioking. I wish 

I was cltzverer with my tongue." He now ~poke eagerly: 
. 

"But you see, my dear Eliza, you'd change me. If you 

took me you'd give me a new life and will, whereas now I 

am helpless, I feel old. and I am always sad nowadays, 

and it seems to me I have no future, nothing new or warm 

for me between now and my death. You have the power to 
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g1ve me a future. W1thout you I'm sO miserable, I 

enjoy noth1ng, e~cept thinking about you. I yearn for 

you, Eliza, hour after hour, waking and sleeping, day 

after day. All my dreams are about you. I drea.m of 

you lying in your bed and the dawn coming across the 

room • But 1f you ret use me wha. t you really do is to 

condemn Ihe to death, and I shall go through the rest of 

my life like a corpse; I aha,ll be alone, a batchelor 

ministering to himself. I want to offer everything I 

he,ve, for you to destroy if you wish.tt 

He clasped her arm tighter, but still he did 

not glane e towards her: "Help me, Eliza. 

1n love with you." 

I'm so deeply 

All the t1me she bad been staring sadly down at 

the desk. 

til can't bear you to talk like that,ll she said • 
~ 

"Wha t gOOd can 1 t do? Suppose I married you: you"d 

hate me after a time, for having done 1t out of kindness. 

I'm not one of those who sleeps with a man out of pity, 

either. The number of times I've heard a woman ssy 

that: 'I only did it out of pity'!" She threw her head 

up in contempt. "Mine's a eheap sex. But you're not 

gett1ng me tbrough'pity~" 

"Do you pity me? I don't want your pity.'1 

I-'Well, then, you shouldn I t talk l1ke that .ll 

iiBut how clo you know marrIage would be wrong 
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for us? You might grow to love me, or does that sound 

absurd to you?tf 

tlNot ~bsurd, It she replied. II I don Itt h1 ok. 1 tis 

possible." 

"Perhaps a ohild would bring us love. You can l t 
= 

• tell unless you take the plunge. tt 

ttl .£!.B tell. 
= 

You must trust the woman to know. b 

He gla.ncedat her: "Your m1nd 1s made up, 1sn't 

, -ae sighed wear1ly: ttSo I need never ask you again. I! 

tlNo, my dear.·1 

." 

He was in hopeless gloom: "I thought you would 

ba va agreed. I truly thought this time you'd agree. 

Of course, you are 1n love with Jack still.'t 

• 
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I·That was a dream I bad ten years ago. NoVi 

and aga1n it comes back. I can 't forg,et him, tba t t s 

true, but I bave been without him so long that I take it 

tor granted and I no longer liiworry him. The trouble he 

had w1th me was assetly the trouble I am having wi tb. you. 

He wanted to help me and couldn't, he loved me as a friend. 

So I do know what it is like to be you at thls moment, 

aod it's a torment tor me knowing that I'm the cause ot 

it and can do nothing about 1t." 

She bent her head forward and sobbed. then with 

long. helpless cries she began to weep. Lorra1ne moved 

his hand down to hers and murmured: "Eliza, Eliza," his 

eyes averted from her and narrowed to prevent tears. 

Francine took a light wicker chair from behind 

the screen and sat by the dress1ng-tabl •• fac1ng Hellebore. 

In her hand was a small apPOintment book • 

I1About tomorrow," she said. 

the masseur?" 

"When will you see 

He looked at himself in the mirror1J. frowning. 

"I won't," he replied. 

Bhe was surprised: tlHe 1s expecting to come." 

"I don't need -" 
= -

He ind10ated the book in her 

band 1mpatiently. II _ all that ~ .. 
-

"But you usually bave the masseur. n 
.. 

UNot tomorr'ow, though, or the next o.a1." 
~ 

"Very well. tI Bhe glanced at her Dook again. 
J~ 

"Also the dootor usally call • th ~ ~ s. on . e second morn1ng. J 
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~I don" need a doctor. Cancel h1m.~ 

Franc ina la.1d the book down on her knee ana. l.ooked 
.. 

a t him wl tb.. a frown: "There art thirty apPointments for 

you ln this book. Are you. golng to cancel everyone of 

them? What 1s the matter w1th you?" 

Hellebore continued to powder his tace • 

"Was.D I I m off tbe stage my t1me is my own, It he 

sa1d. 

"It did not use to be." 

"I won't ba va a retinue of masseurs ana clos.tors. 

They make me feel dead, they make me teel a prisoner." 

She closed her book and sm1led: "Very well. 

That will surpr1se some people." 

"Yes, a few people are going to catch a c old over 

that. " 

"I thousht a full aPPointment book made you feel 

proud.,t 

~t It used to, sweetheart. But t bat was bet ore 

the War." 

Franc1ne went behind the screen and Hellebore 

began painting 1n his immense red lips. 

"Listen to me, Francine, n he said. 
~ 

want to use this room again. ThLa is the. last t1me I 

dress in it.1i 

She came. to the edge ot the screen and looked at 

him 1n silence for a moment: ~Wby is that?~ 

He leaned back trom the mirror, studying his lips: 
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"I don't feel at home here; I don't teel myself. It 
. 

~ . 

gives me nasty feelings." He hunched his shoulders up 

as if he were cold. "That sort of feeling. So you 

must tell Lorraine about my little fancy and then you 

must find me another dressing room before tomorrow night's 

performance. Otherwlse I'll dress In the corridor." 

"But this Is such. a beaut.iful room. r • 

"Yes, 1t's like a mortuarl.~ 
~ - (\ 
"Lorraine will be hur,t." 

-
"It will teach him not to bulld me a mortuary 

and call it 3U Le Salon Hellebore. tI 
-. 

She peered at him: "You have changed, you know." 

"I've had too mucb of it." He touched up his 

--lips. "I built myself a gymnasium during the War, In 

the gardens ot ~ bouse. I think I'll burn it down when 

I go back; that would give me pleasure, you know. I 

even bad Japanese oherry trees planted along the sldes of 

the path. leadlng down from the house. And at night there 

were fairy l1ghts banging frOm them. Fairy lights ••• " 

"Do you regrei it now?" she asked him. 

"I no longer need 1t, ~o I say to hell with it. 
~ 

I told Lorraine tb,1s morning ltd like to burn this room 

down and I'd begin wi ttl the curtains." 
-

u'fhey are the loveliest things in the room." 

"I'm g01ng to travel trom now on and I shall go 

on travelll.ng unt1l I wear lIl1self out. But I'm not golng 
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to be stuffed all va by Lorraine or anybody else. fl 

She told him that his secretary had arrived 

from England that very afternoon. "Wha t about her?·l 

she asked. 

"I don't need her, sweetheart • What's the use 

of a secretary when ·there are no aPPointments to keep and 

no letters to write?" 

Someone knocked on the door of Lorraine's offioe, 

but neither he nor Eliza moved. 

"Who is it?" Lorraine called out. 

A voice from. the corridor answered: I'Duloi-Bor-

d eau. II Lorraine turned to Eliza and shrugged. There 

was still the traoe of tears on her Cheeks. 

ttl must go," she said, rising. "We can't sit 

hera f or ever • I'll go down by the other door. U 

Lorraine looked ill and distrs,ught, and he rose 

heavily from his chair wi thout a word. He aocompanied 

her to the door which led onto the wooden gallery. Just 

before she went out she leaned towards him and offered him 

her oheek to be kissed. But he shook his head with a 

sad smile and drew back a little, then took her nama 1n a 

formal handShake. 

He leaned on the gallery-bannisters and gazed 

down at the stage. The curtain was down, and only a 

battary O~im russet lights was switohed on at this 

moment. He returned to the room and admitted Duloi-

Bordeau. 
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For several moments he stood by his desk without 

speaking. Dulo1-Bordeau was just about to tell his news, 

but he stopped, hesitating to break this silenoe, whioh 

seemed so sacred for the other man. At last he sa1d: 

IIWell, AlbertlJl we saw him.1I He waited, and then, 
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as Lorraine made no reply. added humbly: U I I va only ten 

minutes to dress in, you see." 
"'-

Lorraine watched him., his lips pursed: IIYes, 

tell me about it as qu10kly as you can. Where is he?ft 

DuloiMBordeau spoke earnestly: "We let him go, 

Albert." 

"Why dld you do that?" 
- -
Lor~alne's eyes were suddenly sharp as he asked 

this question. 

"Well, if'appearances are anyth1ng to go by he 
-

was an honest young man. We asked him all the quest1ons, 

and we told him to keep olear of the theatre tonight. We 

told him he was suspected of this and that, but we didn't 

say who suspected h1m. And what more could be done? 

We couldn't la, bands on a pol1te and-eduoated young man 
. 

llke tbat. n 

~When you told him. about m.y susplc 10ns was he 

alarmed?" 

"NO, he sa1d 1t was r1diculous, and he laughed. 

Then he sald he could understand our pOint of v1ew very 

well." 

"Ours? Who are we?" 

II Mine ana Pierre's. 

your name .'1 
You told me not to ment10na 

"Was b.e well dressed?" Lorr'a1ne asked him. 

"Most respeotably. 
= -

He took us to his house 

near the Bois de Boulogne for an aperit1f." 

"Does he own a house?" 

• 



• 

• 

209 

IINO, he shares house witb. Italian people called 

Calida. ~ 

Lorra1ne gazed W~r11Y out of the w1ndow, at 

the flutter1ng elm-leaves d1mly l1t by the l!~ ~i~ 
cl~. 
P-e'EMB. Beb,ind them was utter dark-ness. 

It Oh, yes J It he sighed, tf the Jewellery pe ople. N 

" .... "'_ 

"We cOuldn't lay banas on a JOuns English 
" 

gentleman. could ,we? Where would tbat bave ended?" 

Lorraine suddenly became anxious: "But I don't 
~ 

teel safe. Suppose he came to the theatre tonight and 

caused trouble?" 

"We know what he looks like. And we know that 

a box bas been reserved in the name ot Celida for tonight." 

ttAn, you found that out. did you?tJ 
~ -
Dulol~Bordeau looked up at him with pride: tlYee, 

I looked 1n at the bolt-off1ce on my way up." 

" It might ha ve been better to hold him ••• It 
.~-

"But that would have been a cr1m1nal of~ence." 

Lorraine b1 t his lip: ·'Even so." 

"No J there would have been bell to pay for that, n 

Dulol-Bordeau said. 

"He must know someone in this theatre." 

"Oh, he does. ~ 
-

Lorraine lOOked at him swiftly. Instantly his 

tiredness was gone: "Wno?" 

"MadamOisell~ Berger. 

".Who told you that?tl 

"He d1d.~' 

They're lovers." 
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tiL '" . overs •. ,,',' 

Lorraine stared before him. But then he ebrtaggeGl: 

"Well, ae told you that himself so perhaps ltt s all above 

board. That t s tne feeling you bad in his presence', was 

t t not? that he was above board ?I' 

"If appearanoes are anything to go by. yes." 

i·You'd better go down and cbange, then • 

way tell the attendants at tile stagedoor not to admit any 

personal visitors for Mr. Finstanley." 

"I tb.1.Dk you wO'Dry too much," Dulo1-Bordeau said 
-

ln a low vo1ce •. as 1f he were overstepping the mark. 

"Goodbye." 
.,. 

Just as he left the room Lorra1ne plcked up the 

telephone receiver. 

Jaques clapped hls bands and ushered the g1rls of 

the daoc:ing cborus onto the stage. A powerful battery of 

yellow l1ghts in the flies was switohed on, then two pla1n 

arc-lamps 1n the wings. The g1rls formed two lines 1n 
~ 

front of him, then, following his exampl,. they began 

taking up one danoing posture after another without piano 

acc:ompaniment. They were dressed in blouses and short 

frilled skirts ot black lace, with black stockings. On 

their right legs, Just above their knee-caps, there was a 

single s1lver garter two or three 1nches in wIdth. 

Some yards beh1nd one ot the arc-lamps 1n the 

wlngs, N1dok, 1n a yellOW, black-edged dressing-gown, 

handed a stageband h1s two doves. The attendant held them 

over a basket; they fluttered down 1nto 1t, and he Close~ 
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the lid'. At that moment a call-boy ran down from the 
i::, I ·£-<'.ttt~V'YV1 El 'telt.&~ 

wooden staircase and handed ;Bisek a message. ,)Jiaak read 

it. spoke a few words to the stagehand and went behind the 

back-drop to the wooden staircase. 

otfice. 

He went ap to Lorraine's 

Lorraine was sitting beh1nd his desk. huddled UP. 
fa:wlClc',;, 

resigned and silent. ~ came aorosa the room and 

shook h1s hand, but he barely moved. 

"They found Sangson. n he sa1d, lIand 1t appears -
-I only say it appears - as if we made. 8 m1stake." 

ts ... .....qQ 4';"" -

"So you d1dn't detain him?" ~ asked. 

"NO, they let h1m go. U 

"W1sely. I think. But why did we make a mistake?" 

"It appears he behaved like any Engllsh gentleman." 
f.i~ II. 1J.tu;,. 
l(t4cAt smlled: r'But they are sometlmes the worst 

c~lminals, you know. lt
· 

.., 

Lorraine peered up at him: "You aren't C onvlnced • 

then?" 

"Convinced by what? You ha.ven't told me anything. 
- . 

You haven't told me, for instance, why he called on 
,. 

Flnstanley at such an ooc1 hour last night. n 

-
fiNo, I forgot to ask Daloi-Bordeau about that. 1I 

. , 
... 

"I've no doubt he convinced. Daloi-Bordeau, 

tnougbi." . . ~ 
E,dcJLI"", ~ 
~'s tone was ironical, and this seemed to 

bring back all Lorraine's anxiety. 

II I wonder if there 1s going to be any trouble?" 



• 

• 

212 

Lorraine asked. tI I wish. to God I knew what these people 
~ . . 

were up to. I've sent down a descript-1on of Sangson to 

the attendants at the stagedoor. But perhaps we ought 

to have held him, oriminal offence or no criminal offence." 

He sighed and shifted in bis chair. "Something is going 
= 

~ 

to happen. It doesn't matter what Dulol-Bordeau says. 

I can feel it. ~~~~~ 

~* __ ~ This 1s the worst 

first night I bave ever known 1~ my life. There 1s 

someth1ng 1n the a1r.~~"'~ I tell you, 

Elselheim, I'm terrified of tonight." He glanced at the 

door, then be leaned forward and spoke in a lower voice. 

"Jack's going to get the bird." 
o - e:·~.... ~ 

.11:ok turned away abru.ptly: t1We can' tell that 

before he goes on the stage." 
D 

"No." Lorraine smiled, remembering something • 
-

IIAll I ba va are my premonitions. tJ He spoke w1th sudden 
"" 

remorse. flwhy in the name of God am I letting him go on 
-

tonight at all? He I S a sick man. I told b1m this 

morning I was postpon1ng the performanoe, - I bad everything 

ready: what bas happened between this morning and now to 

al tar· my plans? Why 1s he gOing on? I canlt tell you. 

It's so obvious that he shouldn't be going on. What bas 

happened during the day to alter my plans? I can't 

remember, Elselheim. These last tew hours have gone past 
. ~isd,~. 

like a sleep.'l He fixed lIil zk with his eyes. "Can I 

stop him now? Such things have been done before." 

"How can you turn away two thOu.sand people? No, 
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if Flnstanley is about to end his oareer, let h1m do it 
-

in go,od style. Let everybody see it, let everybody know 

it for certain, - that Hellebore 1s fin1sbed once and for 

all. Then there'll be no 1._i ... question of' furth.er 

contracts. There'll be no more worry1ng on fuaure first 
~ 

nights. Take him off the programme ton1g~t, and tomorrow 

you'll be blam1ng yourself for hav1ng done it: you w1ll 

feel that after all he may bave donel well if you'd let 

him go on. I believe in letting a man go to his ruin 

if that's what he w1shes to do. n 

Elselheim's lips were pursed as he spoke, and he 

gazed at Lorra1ne with clear, knowing eyes. 
~ 

Francine, standiQg behind Hellebore at the dressing-

table, f1tted a wig carefully over his head. It was a 

wig with ample ginger tufts at each side and a white bald 

patch between. As she pressea the edges down the telephone 

bell rang. She leaned torward over Hellebore, keeping one 

hand sec~rely on his wig, while she took up the receiver. 

Sbe held a br1ef conversat1on. then replaoed the receiver 

slowly and looked at Hellebore tbrough the dressing-table 

mirror. 

pouting_ 

"What's the matter?" be asked. 

iiLorr~ine wants me to go up and see him at once." 

11 A t once?" Hellebore asked brusquely. He was 

"No, yo~'~e needed here. Wha t 's he up to?" 
.. -

"He-said he wouldn't keep me from you more than 

a few m1nutes, and it's urgent. It 

tJRun along, then." 
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She took otf her smock and tidied her hair 1n 

his mirror, then left the room. He pressed at the wig 

in the nape ot his neck and got up. He went behind the 

screen and took off his shirt. He sat down to undo nis 

shoes, then held his white pierrot's costume with the pom­

pom buttons up to the l1ght. 

There was a knock on the door and someone came 

into th.e room. Lorraine's voice called out, "Jack?! 
- ... 

behind him. Hellebore recognised the vOice, but did 

not turn. 

"Hullo," he said. tI She's on t he way up • She 
- -

lett Just this m1nute." 

ttWhO?fI 

"The Virgin. tI 

nOh, yes, but I thought I'd slfp down and tell 

'10U the news." 

"You sound miserable." Hellebore slipped the 
-costume over his head. "Wbat news is this?" 

-
tiThe Virg1n and your young friend Sangson are 

lovers, Jack." 

Hellebore stopped, surprised by this: tlHow do 

you know?" 

ttB iras. It makes it all the more suspicious to 

my mind." 

Lorraine paused. He looked down at the powder 

puff, rouge-stick and large ebo~ comb on Hellebore's 

table. rt I have never trusted that girl.» He walked 
... 

baok to the door without glanc1ng behind the screen at 
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Hellebore, in helpless misery. reI anall sack her.~ 

Hellebore answred him 1n a qu1et voice: "Don't 

you sack that g1rl, Albert.~ 

On his way back to the off1oe Lorraine buttoned 

up h.is jacket, re"arranged the carnation in his button-

hole and smoothed back hls hair. When he reacbed his 

office-door be paused and drew himself' up a 11 ttle, then 

went In. 

Francine Berger was laready there, sitt1ng between 

his desk and the window. 

"Good even1ng," she murmured. 

He spoke to bar tersely, go1ng straight to h1s 

desk: ~YOU happen to be a close fr1end of a young man 

called Sangson. Do you mind telling,me why b.e called 

on Jack F1nstanley last n1ght?" Francine stared at 
-

him as he sat down, her mouth a little open. Bna seemed 

about to reply, but said noth1ng. "You do know, don't 

you, that he called. on Jack Flnstanley last n1ght at the 

hotel, and that Jack Finstanley was 111 this morning -

and perhaps unfit to perform tonight - because of that 

v1s1t?" 

He spoke and looked as if he were suffering pain. 

He gazed not into her eyes but above ner head at the wall 

beh1nd her. 

Bhe answered him 1n an awed whisper: "I knew 

he went to the hotel, But I don't know why he went." 

,tt.What was the pOint of visl'tlng him at mldn1ght?t1 
---

She was bewildered: "I donlt know." 
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"A'nd wtv talk to him about his son? Why make 
, 

h1m feel that he badmuraered his own son? Wasn't there 

a better time for all tbat?~ 
.,.. 

"I knew nothing abotlt his visit until this 

afternoon. t, 

"But presu.mably his intention.!!! to break the 

ma n t s b.ea~ t J wa s n' tit?·1 

• II I don't know, it she replied .coldly, her anger 

• 

-
rising. t1 I suppose he wanted to tell the truth, - wbat 

b.e thought was the truth. But that's only my guess, 

and my guess 1s no better than your's in this matter. 11 

II A nd by wb.a t right does one man tell another man 
". 

the tru.th, by what right? Let him keep it to himself." 

tlSangson 1s a friend of m1ne, bu.t I'm not 

responsible f'or what my friends do.'f 

Lorraine was sweating. His eyes were burning 

lnto her's. "But in a way, you see, you are respons1ble • 

For instance, you told your friend where Jack Flnstanley' s 

hotel was, and you told him wbat hours he kept, and you 

told him when he would be arriving 1nEarls." 

"I didn't think he's use what I told him." 
- , 

I'NO, I'm not suggesting you d1d think. But I'm 

suggesting you th1nk now, ana tell me by wbat .r1ght and 

wi tb. what intent10n this young man dec1ded to put his 

nose 1nto the affairs of' this theatre. tI 

"I know nothing about his intent1ons." 
.... 
I'What had Jac,k Finstanley done to des~rve that 

talk about ·murder? He never harmed anyone dur1ng the War." 
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"Sangson and Jack are grown men, It she replied • 
. -- . 

"Tbey can look after themselves. You talk about them 

as if they were children in need of protection." 

liMes, well, ·1t strikes me that your young friend 

!!. a child and that other people like Jae.k Flnstanley do 

need protecting against him. Like a child he doeen' 1; 

know when to hold the tDDth inside him as a secret, and 

when. to tell 1t. Like a chlld running to father he runs 

to Float-aDley with the news of his guilt. Had be been a 

rel1gious ch1ld - as I was a religious child - he would bave 

gone to confession, and that would have been the end of 1t. 

Instead, b.e used Flnstanley as his priest, - with o:onsequ.-
-

enees whieb..1 bave to mend as best loan. And wh.o was he 

to Judge another? A priest would bave told him to cleanse 

himself before he set about trying to cleanse other people. tt 

She shrugged: ~Ob.. I don't understand it ••• " 
-

"But I want you to understand this: that I dislike 
'" . 

the idea of a~ of my employees 1ntroduo1ng.meddlers -

dangerous meddlers - to my best artistes. I ba va been 

thinking of ask1ng you to leave tnis theatre for that 

rasa on." 

She stared at him, shooked by these words: "I've 

nowhere else to go. My parents are dead." 

"Then it I a all the more important - that you under-
-

stand me: I won't have myartistea interfered w1tb.. As 

,..uba.· 
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you know, I'm rather a suspicious man, I have to be; 

and I feel your young fr1enaj is up to something. tnough. 

it isn't likely you'd tell me exactly what it 1s he's up 
Q 

to. tt He spoke with. sudcden anger. "Enormou.s fort·unes 
... 

~ . 

depend on these artistes of m1ne, enormOQS fortunes and 

the careers of D.undreas ujoa hundreds of people, and I 

won't bave these ... these boys coming forwar4 and imputing 

crimes to men with a tnousand t1mes their distlnetlon. 

i'ha tis all I have to S8Y." 

Francine rose, looked at him with curiosity tor 

a moment, then left the room'. He stared after her, pale 

and fur-lolls, and said between h1s teeth: "Des gosses, 

alors ••• U 

The foyer and the wide balustrade behlndthe dress 

c.ircle were now crowded. Sllver ana cr1mson lights, 

designed like f1ve-pointed stars, shone from out of the 

glass dome above the foyer. The noise ot cars and hansom 

cabs in the street could be heard whenever the entrance 

doors were opened. 

Giordano and Maria Calida arrived ten minutes or 

so before the curtain was due to go up. They followed 

the attendant to the end of J10ng carpeted' corridor 1 " , 
" tiI!IP ~ *".".' __ ""W*"'''tnMlItAIra,. and there they we~e 

sdm1 tted to a box at the very edge of the stage. She 

was dressed 1n a lo~S shlning silk gown, 

and across her black hair, drawn tightly 

she wore a tiara of diamonds and pearls. 

s 11 very grey, .,.,ro 
back ~ a ch1gnon, 

G~ano 

slipped a few COins into the attendant1a band, then 
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followed his w1fe nervously to a seat. Maria Calida 

gazed without embarrassment at the stalla, which were 

now half full w1th people, but G1ordano averted hils eyes 

and cougbed into his band awkwardly_ She watched a 

group of people take their seats below in the pit, and 

then she spoke to her husband w1thout looking at him: 

·'You are beg1lnlng to stoop when JlOU walk, 

Giordano. I noticed 1t th1s evening for the first time.'t 

Suddenly she turned and faced him. 

*ake it badly, aren't you?" 

"You are going to 

He lowered b.1s eyes: UNO, my dear. And eve'n if 

I do, it's my choice, I shall Dave to go through. wi ttl it." 

She was wateh1ng his mouth. 

"Yes, It she sa1d, "but it doesn't make me feel any 
= ~ -more comfortable. I would far rather you went away - II 

She glanoed at h1m vehemently_ ., .. rigbt away for a 
~ 

week, or a month, so that you cou.ld put. your m1nd to other 

th1ngs. tJ 

"Well, I a.m going away_" 

"Yes, but you aren't anx1ousto So away. You 

want to stay with me till the last moment." She spoke 
. 

with warm pity for h1m. liMy pODr- Giordano, 1t doesn't 

do you any good 'ho brood." 

tJ I shan't brood once I am out ot Paris." 

"Are yo~ raal~y golng?" 

"Of oourse I I m going. I told you I was go1ng. 
-

I bave booked my seat on the train. Don't you believe 

me?" 
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She shrugged: nOh, I though.t you might find it 

too hard to leave me." 

"Well, I've booked. as I say. The train leaves 
~ - ~ 

soon after eleven o'clock. I shall f1nd 1t unpleasant, 

but I shall go." 
-

"You look 111, my dear." She laid her hand Cl)Q 

-
his • "Think of the c h11d. DOll' t think ot Helleb ore. II 

G1ordano w1thdrew his hand and nodded po11tely. 

She continued to watch him: ":Why do you torment yourself 

by cOming here at all? There was no need. 'We shall see 

each other when you come back to Paris. We shall have a 

lovely holiday ana we'll go everywhere together from 

morn1ng to night. An hour or two makes no difference. 

Why do you want to come here and torment yourself with 

the sight of h1m?" 

"How do you know I shall be torment1ng myself?" 

She answered h1m 1n a low vo1ce: "I think you 

will be. n 

"Yes, I suppose so. I. He sighed. "But I decided 

to go about everything as usual. I didn't tell anyone at 

the shop I'd be leaving. That's a job for you tomorrow." 
-

"You are coming to the party in his dressing 

room, then?f:I 

"Yes. But I shall leave you there and go to the 

s ta tionalone." 

~~.44dL4'~c, 

~"'~ 
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She grasped his band again: It If' you want me 

to I'll leave this theatre now and wetll pack our things 

and go away from Paris and forget all about Hellebore 

and adopt a little child from an orphanage. tf 

ttNo," he replied. 

your child. 11 

-

II I want the c hlld to be 

He pushed her hands away lightly, as if to 

discourage har gesticulations. He turned half a.way 

from her in his chair and looked at the aUdience below, 

calmer now. 

"You get yourself a child," he murmured. 

look after my self." 
-

"You won't blame me for anyth1ng?" 

"No, of course not. It 

They gazed in silence at the members of the 

orchestra who were tak1ng their places • 

t'Who'1l be at the party?" he asked. 

ItOh, theatre people. tI 

tlIlll 
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11 I' va no r1ght to ask fidelity of you, .. at 

any time. I've taught myself to think that, ever since 

I married you. You're not obliged to be faithful to me 

because I'm not really your husband. t1 

"Yes, you are." She spoke in a low vOice. 

~l\ily religion says y ou a~e. It 
~-

Giordano glanced liP at the gallery and then at 

the chandelier over the auditor1um. 

"I shall worry about one thins while I'm away,~ 

h.e said. 

- ~ 

II Su.ppose 1 au no longer want me onee y.ou ba va 

slept wi tb. him?" 

nTha,t' 8 impossible," she replied bitterly. 

"Whyytf 
. .. 
tIl don't know why.'t 

-
"I'll tell you why it's possible: because a 

woman with a~ life in ner at all feels a strong tie to 

the man who last takes her to bed, a especially to the 

man who gives her a cb,ild." 

"What do you think?" 

He glanoed at her cunningly. 

-
It I shall be dOing 1 t for the c b.1ld, ... and not blng 

else." 

"But the child will be a t1e. You.' 11 see the 

father whenever you look at 1t.tt 

She leaned back in her chair with a slgb.: "Very 

well, then, we'll leave Paris together and we'll forget 
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about him. This was your plan as well as mine, 

remember. " 

"No, we must go through with it. 

to know what you th1nk." 

I only wanted 

= 

"Well. I think you are talking nonsense." 
~ 

She took a programme from a chair next to her 

and broke its paper seal. 

front of her. 

She opened it aDd laid it in 

"You seem to forget my religion," she added. 
-

liMy re11gion wouldn't allow DIe to forsake you, 1t wouldn't 

allow me to stay with him, even if he wanted me to." 
-

"Yes, but it's small comfort ·know1ng you'd only 
~ 

aome back to me out of a sense of duty towards God, or 
~ )~cfA ~~ WQ..4~. U 

something. t
• ~~~ ... '.Wt_i ''''won't 

you be coming baek to me out of a sense of love?" 
-

Sbe looked at him 1n surpr1se, then turned to 

look at the curta1n again • 

•• I want you to believe 1n me, Giordano. 

Otherwise- everyth1ngls f1nished, isn't it?u 
~ ,-

Bernard Charpentier took off.' his cloak 1n the 

foyer and banded 1t to one of the attendants. He went 

up to the balustrade beh1nd the dress clr~le and leaned 

over the parapet. He gazed down at the groups of people 

1n the foyer and watohed the doors open and olose. ~oung 

women in magnificent evening gowns came in on the arms of 

men, and meanwh1le, outside, cars and carriages were be1ng 

d ismlssed. 
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Hellebore was dressed in his white pierrot's 

costume, and his feet were 'bare. H1s nose was now 

painted red; he bad large red l1ps and thiok semicircular 

eyebrows, and the rest of nia face was chalk-white. 

He went to the mirror and pressed a tiny oontrap· 

t1ol! unaer b.is C'ostu.me at his left thigh: he watehed the 

ginger hair on his wig atand u:Q on end J qu.1ver, then fall 

back into place again. He did this w.ice more, watching 

his hair intently through the mirror. 

He picked up his tweed suit from the table behind 

the screen, then his sequin costume, then his outsize 

shoes, then his morning suit with the detachable tails: 

he peered closely at each of these articles 1n turn. 

uWbat about the tear in the sequin?'· he asked. 
p -

Francine came from the dressing-table and took 

the sequing costume. Bhe showed him a place under the 

left sleeve which bad been perfeotly repaired. 

Hellebore smiled: "How clever you are." 

"Shall I do the nec-.k--fr1l1?1J 

He nedded and sat down. She took a needle and 

whlte thread from a small mahogany work box behind h1m 

and began sewing up a little tear at the back of his 

gofferea neck-frill. 

"He upset you, didn't he?" Hellebore asked 

quietly. 

She tossed the hair out of bara eyes: "He 

fr ightened me. I ha va nowhere else to go. He knows 
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that. He knows he can frighten me." 

11Don't worry, 

employ yo~ -my~elt. tl 
... 

~ 

I wouldn't allow it. 

tlB ut still, it makes me .feel unsare. 
~ 

he liked me. II 
" ~~~ 
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I could 

I thought 

_.t, ..... _44bent over the frill, 

sewing qu1c;kly and delioately. 

"He'll oome round to you again. But you must 

gi've him time. Time is all be needs." Hellebore bit 
-, 

his lower lip and glanced sideways, avoiding her eyes in 

the mirror. tlBy the way, he sa ld you were 8angs on's 

lover: is that true?" 

"Yes, but it must bave been his own guess." 

She d1d not seem in the least troubled by the 

quest1on. 

"I don't want to interfere with you," Hellebore 

told her. tI I only asked out of curioe 1 ty • Are you 

going to marl'1 him?" 
-

He asked this qu1ckly, runn1ng it into his other 

sentence, and it caught her of~ her guard. She replied 

without think1ng, rushing Over her words: "We've never 
-spoken to each other about 1t." But thea she paused, 

~ 

wi tb. a frown. Hmo, we shall never marry. We are drawn 
-

to each other, but aga1nst ourw1shes perhaps. We are 

never really intimate together, we are too strange to 

each other. We just explore each. other." 

t'Would you like to marry, .. yourself?" 
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ftNo, I don't think so. I th1nk I am happy 
., 

alone. I bave my work here, and I don't feel I need 

CJ b,11dren. n 

"Are you sure?" 
~ ~ 

She flushed s11ghtly: 'IYes, qu1te sure. tt 

- . 
Hellebore asked bar how she bad got to know 

Sangson, and she told him that she bad met him during 

the War. Sang.on bad come to her casualty stat1on. 

"Was he wounded, then?" 

IINO, his nerve bad broken. I remember when he 
-

came in ne was sb1vering and staring like a man with acute 

frost-b1te. In peace-t1me we should never bave got to 

know each other: we are too d1ff.erent. But soon after 

he came tne War ended and there was very 11ttle work for 

the nurses, eo we talked to eac h other and then travelled 

to Paris t ogetb.er • " 

"Why d1d his nerve break? tJ Hell~b ore asked ber. 
~ -
She seemed unwil11ng to answer. But at last 

she replied: "'He put it down to your son's death." 
-

She cut the wb.1 t8 thread abd put back Iler thimble 

and needle in tne work-box. She bad finished, and Hellebore 

took from the table a pa1r of white socks and a pair of 

white s11ppers with a pom-pom on each. 

"He brought home Edgar's death to me last night," 
-

"His words frightened me. He 

made me teel 11ke a murderer. Well, I told Lorraine 

this evening: I!! a murderer, I did kill my son. 
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Until Sangson spoke to me last night I hardly realised 

I haQ a son. 1I He turned suddenly to look at her. 
-

flDo you think he's a clevar young man?'· 

She smiled when she saw Hellebore's expression, 

like that ot a child. tlYes, I think he's clever. Why 

do you ask?ff 

He answered her thoughtf~lly: "I ask because 
&AM 

I think ant'ducated man - as I am uneducated - can sometimes 

have the wool pulled over ~ls eyes. I have to be careful. 

you see; I meet so·many educated people. t1 

Eiselhelm glanced through a peep-hole 1n the curta1n 

at the audience and watched Bernard Charpentier ·take his 

place 1n the second row of the stalls. 

ironically and murmured to himself: 

"Voil~ Monsieur Gobe-mouches! It 

He smiled 

He touched Helen Eugenia's arm and pointed 

Charpentier out to her; she smiled, then mimicked 

Charpentier's frown, drawing herself up imperiously • 

A red light above the switch-boards went on and 

off, and the orchestra struck up into a quick waltz. 

Two stage-hands began sweeping the stage, and as they 

passed behind them Elselhelm and Helen walked slowly back 

into the wings. Four flats descended onto the stage, 

two of either side, and were pushed into position • 
.a""--:;' 

A backdrop c urtaln C olo,ured plain yellow w~·B<then lowered 

from the flies. Several sceneshlfters stood waiting for 



•• 

• 

228 

I 

it, ~hen steadied 1t as 1t apporaehed tne boards. Two 

cabl~s were drawn out of sight, and a step-ladder was 

take back-stage. Louis Oomte, atandins uDiler the 

awi t hboard, ordered the stage to be olea'red. 

Hellebore heard the orClhestra strike up. He 

star 84: " 'Bligs me, wbat's the time?" 

Franc1ne pOinted to the alarm olock on his 

, and he saw that the time was fifteen minutes 

past eight. 

"That band gave me a turn. I thought it was 

earl er. a 

She asked him how 11e fel t now, and he balf rosa 

from Ibis chair to lay his hand on her cheek: "Feel that. n 

Sh.e drew back: '~But they I re so cold1 11 

"Well, I can teei nothing~" 

"And it's so hot 1n here." 

NLorral~e and Cbarpentier~desisned this room," 
-he sa "But they forgot a simple th1ng like a clock. 

They ould have bad one fixed onto this table of mine. 

That auld have been j uat the idea. I had a clock w1th 

bands in my old room, - d1you remember? I used to 

bave round table oovered with Signed photographs and old 

prOgr~lUIe8 pastea on the wall, if you remember. What 

happeJed to those th1ngs, - do you happen to know?" 

tI I think they were bu~ned when the old dressing 

rooms were demolished. But perhaps thay are downsta1rs 
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among the old junk." 
.. 

For a moment the stage was empty. Jaques 

entered from the right band side. He turned and impatient-

ly elapped his hands to hurry his chorus girls forward 

froDt the wings. They came on laughing and talking, 

pas.sing Jaques w1thout looking in his diree.tlon. They 

took up their places in two rows, and Jaques went among 

them tidying their frilled skirts. He then walked into 

the wings and nodded to Benedic:t Amurrat. The g1rls waited, 

patt1ng their hair and talking to each other. 

The orc~hestra ended. 1ts .. waltz. The chandelier 

in the auditorium faded out and the footlights were switched 

on. The audience stirred, and those .who had been standing 

in the gangways took their seats. The wall lights, then 

the smaller single lights in the roof, faded out. 

Louis Comte looked at his watc:b. and turned to the 

electr1c:ian a~ his side. A long battery of red lights in 

the f'lles were switched on, 80 that the backdrop curtain 

1nstantly turned trom yellow to· a deep orange. Two are-

lamps shone from the wings. ~b.e electri~ian pressed a 

switch at his side and the orcfnestra struc.k up into a 

quick ragtime tune. The re(i light above the swi'tc.hboard 

went on and otf.· three times. The chorus girls stood 

ready. their hands l1fted high. Jaques went forward front 

the wings and raised his band. Tb.e moment he lowerei it 

they jo1ned arms and began the first dance, with sm1les 

on their faces. 
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The curtain slowly rose and the chorus girls were 

dancing in two rows, their frilled skirts r1sing and falling 

as they k1~lked out their legs. 

Jean and Pierre Dlllol-Bordeau nurried down to the 
. _. 

wings. 1n their blaek dressing-gowns. The rest of their 

aerobat1e troupe - two women and a young boy - came close 

behind them • They talked loudly to each other as they 

hurried along the stone oorridor. 

The dance ended a few minutes afterwards and the 

curta1n dropped rapidly to the boarcis. During the applause 

the orehestra struck up into a mill tary marCltb.. 

Jaques ushered tb.e g1rls off' the stage, smil1ng 

and patting their shoulders as they passed. The yellow 

bac'kdrop c urt1an rose swiftly up 1nto the flies: the 

ladde'rs, cables and chains behina it ;were cleareQ away. 

Again, the stage was swept. Two trapezes were lowered to 

the level of tne stage, and a ladder, a Jumping box, a 

steel see-saw and a tall structure with cross.-bars and 

platforms for the acrobatic tableaux were brought oa. 

A long mat was unrolled. and a white backdrop, much further 

back than the previous one, was lowered. 

The Dulo1-Bordeau acrobatic troup. banded their 

vlack dressing-gowns to the attendants and ran together 

onto the stage. They cartwheeled, somersaulted and band-

walked along the mat, while the two women went straight to 

the trapeze and were l1fted, seated on the crOSS-bars, to 

places Just short of the proscenium arch. 
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The red light above the sw1tchboard went on and 

of'ff three times. Jean, Pierre ant! the boy stood ready on 

the mat, the women on their trapezes, sm1ling. The 
G 

orchestra struck up again, and the curtain rose. 

Hellebore put on his wh1te s11ppers. 

~He promised to be in the Crimson Tower at four 
~ 

o I clock this afternoon," he told Franct1ne quietly. 

he d ld n t t come." 

"You 1nvi ted h1m?" 

"Yes, at the club-last. nigb.t." 
-

JIHe sa1d noth1ng to me about it. 

I would have forb1dden 1t." 

Helleboreglanced up at her sharply. 

"Why?" 

Perhaps he knew 

"Wel1~ I thought he upset you last night. And 

he might bave done the same agaln just befo:re your perform'" 

anee. You can't dell1 that he d1d upset you." 

nOh, y as, he upset me. II He spoke eagerly. "But 

I wanted another talk w1th h1m, Franc1ne. 

tell b,1m.. He's a f1ne talker, you know. 

last see ll1m?tI 
~ 

She hesitated: "This afternoon. 

about bali-past two or three." 

"Where did he go?" 

I bad a lot to 

When did you 

He 1e tt JIJJY room 

"To S1gnor C e11da ISS hop in the C oncorde. tI She 
-

gazed at bim calmly. -uW~ are you so anxious about It?11 

t~Oh, he l s just the sort of young man who gets 
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himself into harm." 

what -. 

.. 
"But what sort-ot barm?" 

"Well, an acc,1dent OB - I don't know exaetly 

He has a frightened look sometimes, don't you 

think so? II Hellebore was puzzled. "I feel responsible 

for him, more than I ever did for Edgar • He needs 

someone to look atter him. Do you take enough care of 

him?" 

She besan needlessly rearranging nis costumes. 

She spoke b1 tt.erly: "He bas enough care taken of' bill. 

He bas me, and S1gnora Calida, and DOW you." 

"Is he 1n the aud1ence ton1ght?" 
.... 

She shD.llk her bead, and he murmured, "Good. II 

"Why good?" 
-
But he d1d not answer. 

"You're calm now,lt she sa1d, looking at b,im, 
- .=-~ 

n like you useci to be before the War." 

"That's because I know I'm going to make a mess 
,,, 

of 1t. Anoth.er talk with Sangson tonight might have made 

me feel better. It was my fault Edgar died, you seel 

I w1sh I could go back into the past. 11m alone, Francine. 

There IS no_oay to help me. Th1ngs were d1fferent before 

the War. I could depend" on other people. I trusted 

Lorraine. Everybody laughed more, they we.snlt so selfish 

and susp1c;1ous. tJ He turned f.rom the dress1ng-table and 
-

staRed at Francine. "Everybody's wait1ng tor me to do 

something wrong_ They're all watoll1ns me." That's what 

• 
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1t. feels like • I've got ~o real friends." 

• 'You tva olay'been 1n Paris a few hours, so how 

can you t~ll ,it 
eo 

A muffled sound or: applause came from the 

audltoriWlt. 

ItListen to that, t. she ·said. "They aren't 
"~ 

unf'r 1endl,. • It's a good - house tonight:" 

"Well, if I get the b1rd I shan't try again. 
~ 

Once is enough for me." ' 

There was a hushed roll of drums as Pierre 

Duloi-Bordeau put his banda on the soles ot Jean'e feet, 

leaned f'orwari and then jumped swiftly up into a band-stand. 

Jean was ly1ng underneath him on his back, with his knees 

fully bent over h1s flb.est. When Pierre was qu1te, steady 

the bo) came forward w1th a short steel ladder. At 1ts 

base were shoe-11ke attaohments. Carry1ng the ladder, be 

put his right foot on one of Jean's knees and c11mbed slowly 

onto Pierre's shoulders. He then lfted the ladder so that 

Pierre could fit his teet into the shoes. When it was 

balanced at a slight angle be climbed further up until he 

had his toot on the first runs. The drum-roll oeased. 

There was silence, and the group remained quite st1ll. 

Jean called out, "Allez!" ~nd the boy began very slowly 
= 

to cl1mb the ladder. He reached the topruag and gripped 

it w1th. both bands. 'I'nere was another cry from Jeaa, and 

the boy ralsetl himself slowly into a band-stand. The 

bass-drum sounded out and amid the applause the Qre.b.estra 



• 

• 

.' 

234 

started up again. 

The trapeze-girls swung to the floor by means 

ot ropes. The 'boy cam'e down from the ladder, and Jean 

and Pierre jumped to their feet. 

and the curtain fell. 

!he troupe bowed low 

Hellebore sa t before his mirror aga1n and put the 

f lnishing touo has to his face • 

There was a knoek on the door and Lorra1ne entered 

the roam, neater than berore and 1n evening clothes. His 

lips were pursei' and wb.1te with nervousness. Francine 

oame trom beb1ndthe screen, than immediately withdreW 

when she saw who it was. Hellebore bad lowered hie head 

and glanced tbDoug~ the m~ror' beh1nd bi!ll. He 18 ughetl. 

"Look at th1s, Franc ine 1" he called out • "A 

oall-boy in tails1" 

Francine went to the fireplace at the opposite 

end of the room, and as sha passed him Lorra1ne turned 

away, deliberately showing her his back. 

Hellebore how he felt now. 

He asked 

Hellebore was powdering h1s f·oreb.ead wher e the 

wig was fixed: 'fBetter than you do, I dare S8Y. t1 

Lorraine sat down on the d1van and sighed, while 

Francine put fresh logs on the fire. 

A muted bell in the wall behlnd the screen rang 

three times, and Francine went hurriedly to the door and 
-

held it open tor Hellebore. As she did so an iDmLense 

roar of ~pplausa sounded down the corridor'from the 
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wings above. Hellebore bad a last look at his face, 

then rose. 

1\ callaboy ran. down from the stase to the dressing 

room and was just about to oall out to Hellebore when 

Lorraine got up from the divan and J without looking 

directly at lUm, waved to h1m to go away. The boy stoOd 

still in the corridor for a moment, daunted and frightened, 

then ran back to the stage. 

Hellebore left the dressing room toll owed by 

both Lorraine and Francine. T~e bell beh1nd the screen 

rams asa4n as they ~eaehed the stone steps lead1ng to the 

pass-door. Hellebore walked slowll, his eyes on the 

ground: Lorraine seemed in pain, and there were large 

beads of sweat allover his brow. A8 Francine pushed 

open the pass-door a great hot breath of' air rushed out to 

them from the wings • 

The orc"b.eetra was playing again, and soeneshlfters 

were running nols1ly to and fro, across the stage. One of' 

the two trapezes used by the acrobatl~ troupe bad been 

raised out of s"ight and the other moved a l1ttle more to 

the centre. . The mat was rolled up, and the steel see-saw, 

the ladders and the jumplng-box ware qu10kly taken of~ lnto 

the wlngs. When the stage was clear the garlanded stair-

case for Hellebore's tur~ was brought on and a sect10n of 
-

the stage ra1sed above it to form a balustrade. Hellebore's 

backdrop was slowly lowered 1n front of 1t. 

This backdrop curtain was black, and diagonally 
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across it, from corner to corner, there was a huge 

Christmas rose w1th dark green mott~ed leaves and a very 

deep red bloom. 

As Hellebore came into the wings the stagehands 

and electric:lans drew back to make way for him. They 
, 

watcned him as he walked towards the swlt~bhoard and 

stood there alone. Benedict Amu.rrat ran from the other 

side of the stage and shook bands with him. Hellebore 

smiled at him oalmly, then looked about h1m, at the 

stagebands 1n the w1ngs, then at the stage, as if the 
.J 

seene-eban1ng deeply interested him. He stood quite stlll ,.. 
and spoke to no one. 

The ramshackle piano was now wheeled an, and tbrr • 

w1re was made taut between 1ts stays on either side. Two 

stagehanas brought on a chest-of-drawers, and the ti~ 

bowler-bat was -lowered fran the f11es • 

The red light above the switchboard shone three 

times, and the orchestra played the final chords of its 

waltz. The last seenesh1ftars ran off' the stage, and a 

great batte~1 of lights up above was switched on, then 

the two arc-lamps on either side. The audience grew 

quiet, and the red light above the swt.tohboard, shone once 

more. 

'rhe stage was now empty and Amurrat turned w1th. 

a sm1le to Hellebor~. Throughout the auditorium there 

was utter silence, and the curtain slowly rose. 

Hellebore cont1nued to gaze at the stage, lost 
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and half-smiling. A few seconds passed, and he remained 

there. Amurrat ran to h1s side and said in an urgent 

whisper: tiThe tabs are up, Jack. II 
. ~ 

Hellebore turned and atared at· h1m. sternly, as 

if he were try1ng to recognise his face. Then he nodded 

a little drowsily and went to the eige of one ot the 

flats at tbe s1de of the stage. He carefully put his 

band round its edge so that h1s f1ngers would be visible 

to the audience. Then he leaned forwarl and peered round 

the flat at the auditorium, so that now the fIngers of his 

right band, and the whole of his head, were vis1ble. 

There was a long sigh1ng nOise from tna audience. He 

started, his ginger hair rose and fell quickly, and in 

an instant he withdrew his head and band. Laughter went 

across the auditorium, from the stalls to the gallery, 

and died away-

Hellebore walked slowly onto the stage in his 

white pierrot's costume. The audience clapped this 

entrance, but he did not look 1n their direction. As 

silence fell again he began strol11ng about the stage, 

staring casually at its furniture, - first at the .plano, 

then up at the trapeze and the taut wire, then at the 

huge Christmas rose across the backdrop curtain, then at 

the chest-ot-drawers and the bowler-bat. He stared at 

them inquisitively, but he seemed afraid to touch anything. 

The aud1ence was watch1ng him very closely. 

He went towards the piano and bent down to have 
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a look at 1ts legs. But 1n the act of do1ng this hea 
1. 

seemed to become aware of the audience, for thetirst t1me. 

He slowly raised h.imself up aga1n and cast a quick side-glance 

e t them. TneD he turned bis face 1n the1r direction, hls 

jaw fell, b,1s hair again rose and fell; b.e became rigid 

with panic and looked w11dly beh1nd him." He was just 

about to flee towards the black curtain when he seemed to 

grow calm again: he came towaras the foot11ghts witb."b.is 

former casual walk, staring down 1nto the p1t. Just 

short of the tootllShts he seemed to reel, and a llght laugh 

came f·rom the aud1tor~um. He stood qulte st1l1, and the 

theatre was again 1n utter silence. For many seconds 
". 

he dld nothing, then seemed about to topple forward into 

the ecoreJl1ng footlights, but held b.1mselt. back in time. 

The audience was not certain wbat he meant by this a"nd 

continued to watoh him closely. wait1ng for the laugh • 

Be stool still again, legs astrite, looking down 

into the pit. He peered into it as if he were trying to 

make out the faces. Then he seemed to shudder. There 

was the sound of whispering 1n thew1ngs. Someone backs.age 

shouted. Hellebore turned quickly to the lett. The 

moment be dld so he lost his balance. He began topp11ng 

forward. Suddenly his eyes closed and tears poured doWn 

his face. He collapsed onto his left shoulder. then turned 

Over onto his back. The audience was 'just about to laugh 

when the curtain fell rapidly and the orchestra struck up 

into loud, gay mus1c .• " 
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The bottom. of' the curtain struck the boards 

with. a heavy thump only a tew inches from Hellebore's 

head. stagehands and electricians ran onto the stage. 

Two Of taem lifted Hellebore clear of tne drop-ourtain, 

and Amurrat shouted tor a stretcher. Hellebore wa s not 

uno oRsclous • He leaned forward on his right elbow, weep-

1ng and shuddering. Amurrat tried to 11ft his head to 

lo·oka at his eyes, bllt he pushed him away- A stretcher 

was brought, and one of tne men clasped him under the arm­

pits. At this moment Hellebore opened his eyes agall11 

and, looking down, saw one of the bands at the side of 

his chest. He watched 1t wi th an expression of terror. 

Then ne looked up at the man's face. 

"There's blood on your fingers," he said ~ 

as he was lald on the stretcher. 

The man he bad spoken to let go of his shoulders • 

He starea down at his own band, then at Hellebore suspicious-

ly. 

"It's all right," Louis Comte told him, une's 

delirious:" ~ 
... 

The stagebands were abou.t to carry him backstage 

when Lorraine ran in trom tb.e wings. He was in his shirt-

sleeves. His arm-p1ts and the greater part or his sleeves 

were drenched with sweat. He pushed the stagehands aslde 

and went to the stretcher. Hellebore lay there with his 

eyes closed, breath1ng heavily. His powder was smudged, 

and there were red marks aeross his forehead. There were 
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also stains OIl his neck-frill, and one of tb.e pam-pom 

bu.ttons on his costume was missing. 

"What happened?" Lorraine cried, frowning at 

Amurrat. 

l'INobody knows ~ He isn' t hurt~ at 

. 
Lorraine turned to one of the stagehands: tlCall 

the nurse 111 And to C omte b.e said, "Get on wi th the 

other programme." 

Comte ran into the wings, and once more the 

se eneshifters began 01 ear1ng the stage. The streteher 

was la1d down be~nd one of the flats on the left-hand 

side. Lorraine walked over to tb.e strete:b.er-bearers, 

shouting to them as he came: 

Hmo, no1 Take him straight down to the dressing 

room." 

But at this moment the nurse came onto the stage • 

She bent down and put sme1l1ng salts under Hellebore's nose, 

and laid a cold towel across his forehead. He was still 

sobb1ng and shudder1ns a little as he 1a1 on the stretcher. 

The trapeze was daawn out of sight, and the stage 

was almost olear. The ohorus girls orowded together behind 

a flat on the other side of the stage, wa1ting to go on, 

and a tew yara.s in front of Hellebore the stagehands were 

dismantling the steel-wire. 

The oold towel revived Hellebore, -and he suddenly 

started forwari 1n the nurses arms. Amurrat bent down 

to h1m lmm.edla tel,.. 
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"What happened, Jack?" 
~ . ~ 

The backdrop cur-tain with the Christmas rose 

left the stage and ascended slowly into the flies, and 

behind it Hellebore's garlanded staircase was be1ng 
-

dismantled. He looked aghast at the rising backdrop, 

then at the chorus-g1rls and his s~rlpped staircase • 

He spoke to Amurrat 1n horrified aBBonisbmeat: 

"Stop them do1ng that. stop those girls com1ng on." 
... 

But the ramshackle piano .... tlatrbidflti4l1bt\fl1itt1 
"'~ ~ now out of sight, and he watched the baokdrop come 

to rest in the flies high above them. The staircase, 
~ 

now d1smantled. wa8/pu~d.baOk behind one of the flats. 

tt It t s the other programme, t,' Amurra t told him. 

"We mustn i t ~aste time, Jack. It 
..., 

Hellebore' 8 ohin was thrust forward:, and he 

stared wildly at Amurrat • 

away roughly and jumped up. 

He pushed the nurse's arm 

"What happened?" he asked. 
~ ., 

tlyou .lust f ell 'own. U 

- -
He bad his fists clenob.ed, as if he would fight 

the other man. But he simply murmured: "Get my stuff 

on the stage aga1n." 
... 

Lorraine cam.e forward from behind the stretcher 

and took Hellebore's arm. Hellebore looked fran one to 

the other: ·'Who' 8 running another programme?" 
~ -

"You're 111, Jack," Lorraine said. 

yoU. '1 He was hardly able to speak. 
JJ I knew you'd do 
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It I'm not 111." He shook his bead violently_ 

ttl don't kn~w what happened, I don't know what bappened!~ 
-

He grasped the lapel of Lorraine's waistcoat. "stop 

them_~ 

UNO. I'n powerless to do that now." 
~ . 
u stop them." 

Lorraine shook his head mutely. Hellebore 

watched his steel wire go 100ae and tall to the ground, 

he strode across to 

the other s1de of the stage and shouted something to 

Jaques 1n English. Jaques drew back in fear. not 

understanding the Eng11sh. H1s chorus-girls were waiting 

together behind him, and the yellow backdrop for their 

turn was just about to be lowered. Hellebore pushed at 

Jaques w1ldly, and Jaques tell i.JllIn. against one of the 

flats w1th a shrill cry-

"Allee, alleel~ Hellebore snouted to the girls. 

He strete.hed out his arms and pushed against them, so that 

they moved bae.k as a crowd_ They screamed and shouted to 

Amurrat, and some of them fled through the pass-door. 

Lorr"aine and Amun-at ran up behind 1Um and pulled him 

bao,k. Most of the seeneshlt"ars were now stand1ng st1ll 

watching the group. 

It I I m going on again," Hellebore t old them. 
'" . -
t'You've made that 1mpossible, Jack," replied 

Lorraine. 

"L1sten to me_ I~.m not leav1ng this stase 
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tonight unt1l I've done my turn. You can run another 

programme lf you llke, but I'm not leaving this stage. 

l'11 go out in front of that curta1n and do my turn in 
. ~ 

the pit, if you l1ke. I~ He shouted to Comta, who was 
... . 

now standing 1n the wings: nCall the Vlrglnl~ 
... 

He turned and faced the stage. He looked at 

the sceneshlfters who were at the top of the garlanded 

staircase and shouted up at them, tapping hls own ~hest: 

tI Hellebore! HellebQre t t1 Then he pOinted to the chorus 

girls near the pass-door and orled: tlNon la danae' It 
.... 

Amurrat glanoed at Lorraine hes1tantly: 

"Are you go1ng to let him try?" he aslted. 
- -The sceneshlf'ters watctb.ed b1l Lorr~ifte, walting 

The sweat was still pouring from his 

brow. He looked sad and troubled , rather than angry. 

At last he nodded. Some ot the scenesb.lfters groaned 

with annoyanoe, and Lorra1ne walked back into the wings 

with Amurrat, shaking n1s head sad 11 : "We're finished, 

Bened1ct. I knew he'd do this." 

"Suppose it aoes wrons ~galn?" 

nOh, lt w11l go wrong." He no longer seemed 
-

interested. "But I I m going to let everyboCll see for 
e. 

themselves he's finished. I don't care what lt oosts me 

now, but no one 1s going to tell me atter thls that I 

stopped him go1ng on. If he wants to ruin himself in front 

ot two thousand people, let him. Not a manager 1n 

Europe 1s going to touch. him after this. That Was 
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E1selhelm's advlce to me tb1s morning: let everybody 
-

see for tb.emsel ves he's finished. And it's go1ng to 

cos t me s i:x hundred t hOllsand francs. U 

-Francine ran through the passadoor carry1ng 

rouge, a powder-pu.ff, a 'brush. and a mirror. Once more 

Hellebore'll backdrop was lowered to the stage "'and the 

stays for h6s steel wire erected. A stagehand brought 

b.im a ohair and plaoed it near th.e swltcthboarci. He sat 

down and smiled, watohing his scenery return. Francine 

quickly powdered and rougea h1s face again, too nervous 

to speak. She painted in his thick eyebrows and rubbed 

white powder into the sta1ns on his ne(l'k-tr1l1. 

Lorraine left Amurrat and walked behind tb.e 

scenery up the stairs lead1ng to his off1ce. He climbed 

slowly, in resigned despair. He stoo; still on the 

gallery tor a moment, panting heav1ly after his olimb, 

theD. he went into toe off1ce and alamm:ed the door. He 

sat down at his desk. He wiped his brow and olosed his 

eyes. 

Hellebore's seene was once more 1n place. fhe 

last stagehands ran off the stage, and the mus1c came to 

an end as the red light abone three times. Hellebore 

stood behind one of the flats as betore. The t.eatre 

was in s1lence again, after the melancholy tune, and 

slowly the c,urtain raoe. 

Hellebore entered from tnerlght and walked 

drows1ly across the stags without look1ng at the audienoe. 
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He strolled to the p1ana and deftly played a l1ttle tune 

wi tb. his rlg11t hand. Suddenly the lid fell smartly down 

on his f1ngers and he gave a terrlflea Jump in the air. 

There was loud laughter, as 1f with relief. He ran to 

the centre of' the stage sucking his finger s. Then he 

uttered a long, wild yell of pain • 

seemed su.rprised at his own voice. 

He stopped, and 

He yelled again, 

experimentally, and aga1n listened to his own voice. 

Then he began to weep. The tears poured down onto his 

/ .~ 
~~ pierrot's costume. They gr .. , until they were two thin 

sprays of water trom the corner of his eyes. He stood 

still for a moment, ana again there wa's utter silence 

throughout the theatre. 

Suddenly he ran baok to the piano, flung the lid 

up, and began playing furiously, jumping up and down as 

he played. Then there was a deafening explosion, the 

piano-play ing ceased, and ne1 tb.er he nor the piano oould 

be seen for a great cloud ot white smoke. 

This clou.d went slowly upwaras, and after a few 

se(1on€is he became vis1ble at its edge, reeling and 

stumbling. his pierrot's eostume in rags. One tuft of 

ginger hair hung down over nie rignt ear, his slippers 

wi th the pom-pom buttons were missing, and be neat b. the 

rags of his dress. a red and yellow striped vest and yellow 

pants were now visible. Slowly ae recovered his balance, 

and the smoke cleared away~ 

He glanced malevolently at the p_lano, then caught 
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sight of' the chest-of-drawers on the right hand side. 

ItSBtop drawer was slightly open. He went, toward e 1 t 

self-righteously and pushed the top drawer home, but 

at once the lower drawer came out. He stared down at 

1t, and his one tuft of.ginger hair rose and fell. He 

bent down, pushed the lower drawer home, and this time 

the seionCi drawer strue:k him a blow on the head and he 

somersaulted backwards. He Jumped up aga1n and stood 

look1ng at the chest from a d1stance. He went towards 

1t, kicked the middle drawer home with h1s foot and than 

ran wildly to the other side of the stage. There, behind 

the piano, he turned and looked back. All the drawers 

were now shut. 

He walked back again. He smiled, and pointed 

to the t1ny bowler-hat. He took it ana tried it on. 

He grinned shyly at the audience, then huddled up his 

shoulders and giggled. An idea struc,khim. He la1d 

the hat down aga1n and ran over to the piano. He opened 

the main l1d and brought out a huge hand-mirror two or 

three 'teet in length. This b.e took over to the a,hest-

of-drawers. He put the bowler bat on again, leaned 

against the top drawer and simpered in front of the m1rror. 

Suddenly the top drawer came out and struck him smartly 

on the shoulder. He yelled out with pa1n and fell stRaight 

on his back. The huge band-mirror toppledto the ground 

as the bass-drum sounded out. He lay rig1d for soma time, 

then slowly, daunted and frightened, he got up. He 

• 
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looked about dlsconsolate13 tor n1s bat and found it 

immediately 1n front of the lower drawer. He went to 

the slde of the chest, with his back to the audience, 

and kloked the bat towards the back of' the stage. Then 

he walked round behind the ehest. Just as he was about 

to plck the hat up, it moved a little f'urther towaras 

the centre of the stase. He stared at 1t, his head on 

one side. Again he bent down, and again it moved away. 

He pondered, chin 1n band. Then h.e walked round to the 

other side of the bat and again bent down. 'this ·time 

1t came t,owards him, he chuokled and gathered it like a 

hen into his bands. He put it back on his bead and 

began strutt1ng about the stage. But as he walked 

towards the footlights it rose into the air slowly and 

remained stationary three or f'our feet above his head. 

He continued to struat about, unaware of tnis. He 

walked round the chest-of-drawers and struck it vehemently 

wi ttl his foot as he apassetl. The more the audienoe laughed, 

the prouder he became. He bowed. He walked to 'the 

back of' the stage, studiea t.he Christmas rose on the 

backdrop, then returned to the footlig8ts. As he came 

down the stage he caught sight of the bowler-bat in mid­

air. He stopped short and again his one tuft of' ginger 

hair rese and tell. 51 owly he raa ised his band to his 

head and found nothing ~here. He gazed bitterly at toe 

banging hat, then made an absurd effort to reach 1t by - , 

standing on his toes. He stamped his foot impatiently 
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He walked away 

As he did SO he caught sight of the steel wire. 

He stopped and gazed upwards. He turned to the audience 

aga.in w1th. a sm1le. He came to the footlights again. 

He po1nted to himself', tb.en to the steel w,ire, his eyebrows 

raised. He walked to one side of the proscenium areh 

and began tak1ng ()f'~ his torn costume f'ragme'nt by fragment. 

He folded each piece and carefully laid it down in front 

of' the foot11ghts, and at las' he stood in his str1ped 

vest and long yellow pants. He went into the w1nss, 

and silenee gradually tell on the theatre aga1n. 

The orchestra besao playing quietly. Hellebore 

appeared on tbe wire at the right of the stage. He 

steppea forwari, lost b,ia toot1ng, almost tell and ran 'back 

to h1s 11 ttle platform with. a loud cry. He stepped onto 

the wire aga1n, and this time he ran precip1tately to the 

mldile. He ju.m.pe4 in the air and turned abou.t, his feet 

turned sligh,ly outwards. He jwaped higher and higher 

in the air as the wire bounced up and down, and the 

orchestra took up his rhythm. He somersaulted forwards 

1n the air, holding his knees. When he bad reae:hei a 

sufflc·.1ent height he took two forward. somersaults 1n 

the air above the wire. He Jumped with reckless contidence, 

crying out at the top of his voice, his arms stretened 

sideways. Sometimes he landed on bis feet, sometimes 

he landed at a sitting position. He moved· his limbs in 
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the air with a wonderful swiftness and ease. He took 

a backward somersault in t'he air, pretended to miss his 

footing on the wire and seemed about. to tall straight 

down to the atage. The orc·b.eatra stopped playing 

instantly. there was a crash on the bass-drum, and Hellebore 

hung by his left arm on the wire, his conf1dence gone, 

tears pouring .... from. his eyes, yel11ng out mournfully, 
'() 

his legs k1ck1ng wildly in space. He tr1ed several times 

to reaeh the wire wi tb. his right foot, but fa lled • He 

hung there by both hands, and at last he ma~ge4 by swlnging 

his booy upwards to grip it between his feet. He pullei 

himself up, lay alocg the w1re on his stomach, steadied 

h1mself, then lost his balance again and twisted round 
Q. 

underneath. it. Aga1n he dangled in slice. But this time 

b.e looked down aDd saw that he had no more than three feet 

or so to drop. He jumped lightly down and Jlllua. stared 

sulkily at the audienoe as they applauded him. He 

walked to tne footlights and l1fted his chin def1antly. 

He bad lost h1s self-assurance. With sudden revengeful 

fury he threw bimself over l~to a forward somersault. 

He threw himself onto h1s bands, then back onto n1s feet 

aga1n, so that he seemed momentarily to be nd like a ru.bber 

dummy. He band-walked round tbe stage, taking long, 
• . / ;'6 

Jd'~J&d1 rapid strla.es, and Jumped to b,is teet wi tb the ore he s tra r s 

final chords. He bowed proudly, show1ng himself of'L. 

Qu1etly C onf'1dent aga111, his lips pursed, he began putt1ns 

on ale p1err'6t' s dress. He put on h1s lett sleeve, then 
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one of his trouser legs, He dressed himself with. 

d1gn1ty, car1ng tor every little torn fragment. A 

spotlight rested on him at the side ot the stage as he 

dellcately fingered his dress. 

With grotesque dlgnit1 he walked back across 

the stage. As he oame towards it the tiny b~r-bat -

which bad rema1ned in the a1r - fell a l1ttle lower 

and came to rest immediately 1n front of his head. 

He stopped and stared at it. He stepped to the r1ght, 

but it moved with him. He ran a few paoc as, and 1 twas 

still there. He looked into the aud1torium and smiled 

shrewdly. Tne ourtain fell. 

When it rose again the piano and the c,hest-o:r-

drawers were no longer on the stage. There was now a 

card-table near the f'oot11g11ts, and on it were a top bat, 

a small beer barrel, a saw, a wand and an immense pack 

ot cards. 

Hellebore entered dressed in even1ng cloth.es 

th.at were stained and many s1zes too b1g for him. He 

had a starched front, and there was a red flower dangling 

from his button-hole. He walked br1skly to the table. 

He coughed 1nto b.1s band. He p1cked up the' immense 

pack of cards and began shutfling them w1th astonish1ng 

swiftness, throwing them up w1 th one hand aOnd os toning 

them w1th the other. He put them together aga1n and 

ran his thUIllb along the top of the paek, so that they made 

a loud smack1ng nOise. He showed the Queen of Hearts 
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to the audience and then leaned it against hne beer 

barrel with its blank side showing. He brought the 

rest of the pack to the footllgnts and ... al, solemnly 

bent down. He eroLlcned over tne pack, raised himself, 

stretched out his arms, and the pack was gone. He turned 

round and walked bao,k to ttla table. As he dld so the 

cards fell loudly one after another froll the tail of his 

jacket onto the floor. He stared aown at them with 

horror, petrified in his tracks. He unhooked the tails 

of his jacket and began 1nspecting the pocket inside them 

for holes. Then he shrugged and threw them with the 

cards 1nto the wings. He returned to the table a little 

glumlYe An idea ooe:arred to h1m, and he smiled e He 

picked up the card which was leaning aga1nst the barrel 

and showed it to the audienoe. It bad changed to the 

King of Spades. He nodded persuasively as he snowed it 

to tnam, and giggled. 

He struck a match and lit a se,rap of paper. He 

put this lighted paper into a small box and wrapped it 

round wl th a silk kare b,isf. He touched it ligb.tly wltb. 

als wand. He was about to untle the kere:b.1ef. I'lnCerlng 

it gingerly, when thlc::k smoke began to poar out of' It. 

He bopped a.bout, hollering and throwing the bOJ£ fr,om. one 

band to .uti ... the other, then he raD to the slde of 

the stage and threw it into the wings. He hastened 

back to the middle sacklng h1s fingers. He bowed 

austerelYe 
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He opened a small l1d in the barrel and pulled 

out one ooloured silk atter another. He turned on the 

tap, ana nothing came forth. He held up his finger 

shrewdly to the audienoe and took bis wand from the table. 

He tapped the barrel twice with this wand. He turned 

the tap on again, and thistime a red l1quld flowed out • 

He took a large tumbler from one of his bulging pockets 

and held it for a moment under the tap! He ra1sed it 

against the light and stared at It. He took a slp and 

immediately, with a contorted tace, spat it out. He 

looked at the tumbler defiantly but took another sip. 

This time he nodded with a sm11e and swallowed the liquid. 

He drew an egg trom his left sleeve, beld it up 

before him b.atween his fingertips and then placed it on 

the table. He drew another from his right sleeve. 

Nonchalantly he drew a number of eggs from his hair, his 

pocket and the seat of his trousers. 

He hloGt'oughea. The hlce;ough threw him f or warG!, 

a l1ttle, and another egg rolled out from under one of 

his trouser-legs. He stood st1ll, gazin& down at the 

egg with horror. He tried to smile at the audience. 

He waited, seeming to listen apprehensively, and there 

was silenee. Again be hicc:oughed. and this time three' 

or tour eggs tell noisily from his collar, the curf of 

his sleeve and one ot b,is pockets. He remained standing 

in the same position, with a troubled, pleading look. 

Again he waited, and again there was silence. He bad 
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his head bent sideways, listening. The moments passed 

and tb.e 11lae~ough tiid not come. He sigbs d with rel·lef' 

and smiled graciously. He returned to the table and 

drew himself up. But J uat ~s he was about to pio k up 

his wand he hlc~oughed again, and this t1me a nuge spotted 

ostrich egg rolled quietly out of his trouser leg and 

oame to rest a few feet trom h1m • 

He first looked aefiant, then wept. He walked 

furiously to the oentre of the stage. Then he turned 

suddenly. He went back to the table and began throwing 

his properties into the wings with an immense clatter. 

He pushed the barrel onto the floor, rolled it into the 

wings and then sent the table atter it. He dusted his 

bands ofr and strolled to the other side of the stage. 

He wh1stled crudely, bis bands in his pockets. As b.e 

strolled about, bored and pondering. the lights began to 

fade, and 1n a few moments the stage was in utter darkness. 

His wh1stling gradually, became less forthright, then 

ceasea altogether. 

The orc:hestra began softly play1ng a polka, and 

slowly the lights came on.. He was standillg in the same 
• 

poe 1 tlon a.s before, but the stage bad· now be en transf'orIiled. 

There were now tall p1llars on either a1ae, and where the 

black curta1n with. the Christmas rose bat been there was 

now the wall of a large ballroom, with g1lt tables and 

chairs. He stared all about him, turning round on his 

heels like a wondering calla. 
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In~visble guests came to belDS on the stage, 
j. 

and he movei respectfully smo'IlS them. He rearranged 

the red flower in his button-hole and tried to smootb 

down the tufts of ginger hair with the tips of his 

fingers. He wiped the toes of his shoes surrepitlously 

on his trouser-lege as he walked, smiling to someone 

whenever he did so • He listened to a group of people 

gossiping, then he himself joined 1n. He gabbled 

silently, his head thrust forwari, his lips.moving with 

an extraordinary rapidity. his eyes darting th1s way and 

that. He found a partner, smiled to her an.d bowed. 

They began dancing together, and he became portly and 

solemn. He took rigid little jumps up and down 1n the 

polka" holilng her bands high. A waltz ~ollowed,and 

th1s b.a dane ad alone. Tb.e mus1c ...... seemed to draw 

his limbs into movement, swooning and dying away, then 

lighting up again. He moved with wonderful sureness, 

delivers4 helplessly into tne music. He danced the' 

Lancers, taking long, sott strides round and round the 

stage, narrowly avoiding the other guests. 

The OrQ~b.e8tra stopped suddenly 1n the middle ot 

a chord, and he was struQk still. He looked about him, 

th.e spell br okane The guests seemed tD draw away. He 

beoame panic-stricken at the thought of their ,leaving him. 

He ran to the side of the stage to block their exit. 

He snapped his fingers at them, blew kisses at thsDlt, 

olapped his bands and pOinted with pathetic gaiety onto 
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the stage. But the orehestra remained silent. The 

pillars on either side rose slowly back into the flies. 

The ballroom wall gave place to the black curtain again, 

and the g11 t eha1rs and tables sank underneath. the stage 

by traps. 

footlights. 

Forlorn and sad, he walked back to the 

He took an invisible apple from his pooket and 

polished it on his sleeve. He took one b1te, Chewed 

1t, then ate the whole apple w1th fleree voracity, 

twirling it round and round in hie fingers. 

He put bis band. in his pockets again anti walked 

to the middle of the stage, staring at the floor. There 

was silenoe. He whistled a snatch. of one of the tunes 

to which. he had danced. He danoed a few steps and smiled 

to himself. He sighed nostalgically, and there were two 

or tbree very quick spurts of wate~ from his eyes. 

From somewhere behind him came the sound of soft 

idyll musla, full of b1rd-notes. He stopped ana lisDaRed. 

He turned and as he did so the backdrop curtain rose into 

the air. B'ehlnd 1t was a sunlit balaatrade with a narrow 

flight of stairs leading up to it. There were three 

arches in the Gothic style, and these were covered with 

wild climbing roses and other blossoms in profusion. 

Above the three arches were written the words: I'Le Berceau 

de Verdure Enchante. N The branches of a willow-tree hung 
- . 

down onto the balustrade, beh1nd tb.e arc.hes. 

He walked slowly up the staircase, gazing at 

everything with his mouth open. At the top he began 
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smel11ng the blossoms. He smelt them like a giraffe, 

long-necked, slender and inquisitive. He stood on tip-toe 

to smell a particularly full flower. ·The idyll music 

ceased. He smelt the flower, then wanted tp pull it 

down. He grasped aold of it, then pulled. A flood ot 

water instantly poured down allover him. He yelled out. 

It became a continuous down-pour. He tried to struggle 

back down the staircase but became entangled in the branches 

of the willow-tree. At last, drenched to the skin, he 

threw himself out of one of tne arGIles, and 1n dOing this 

he brought down with him to the stage all the w1ld ~limbing 

Doses. He stood weeping and yelli08 among them, and the 

curtain fell. 

There was a great roar of applause. Hellebore 

changed quickly 1nto his sequin costume at the side of the 

stage. The trapese was lewerei, and he Bat on the cross­

bar. He was lifted up into the flies, and the ourtain 

rose aga1n. There was a pause dur1ng which the stage 

was empty, then Hellebore came down from the flies on 

the trapeze 1n his sparkling sequin su1t. The applause 

grew louder, and he waved his band. 

Lorraine op~ned bis eyes and staraed 1n his 

cha1r when he heard the noide from below. He picked up 

the telephone: 

"Get' me the stage... What the hell I s that? •• 

He put the receiver back and stared before him. 
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He got up and went to, the gallery-door, and as he opened 

it the applause grew louder. He looked down at the stage. 

The aurtain was at that moment up, and the stage was empty. 

Then Hellebore came eartwheellng from the w1ngs in his 

sequln suit. He jumped to hls feet Just short of the 

footllghts and bowed. The curta1n came down again and 

Hellebore strolled to tb.e side of the stage • He dabbed 

his neck w1th a handkerchief. 

shook him by the hand. 

Amurrat ran forward. and 

Lorraine went back to hls desk and put his Jacket 

on. Then b.e went down to the stage by the wooden staircase. 

Hellebore took off. hls wig and slipped between 

the folds of the curta1n' whicb two attendants were holding 

back for him. The applause grew into a huge roar as he 

appeared under the yellow spotlight in his sparkling sequ1n 

dress. He bowed low with the wig in his right band. 

Behindthe curtain sceneshlt'ers were p~ttlng up 

the oage for Eiselhe im I s act. Its walls war"e about ten 

feet bigh, with spikes at the top curving inwards. Heinricb 

Eiselhelm stood at the siEle 1n evening clothes and a top 

hat. He stood very stlll, watch1ng the soeneshlfters at 

work. Behind hlm stood Eliza and Helen in long Chinese 

tea-gowns and sandals, their hair shin1ng with 011 and 

gathereQ at th.e back 1nto buns. Their eyes were painted 

to give the appearance of belng narrow and slanted. 

When the walls were up they were connected w1th 

a wire corr1dor 1n the w1ngs along wbich the tigers would 



• 

• 

258 

ctome. E1selhe1m's table was taken into toe eage, then 

h1s otner propert1es, 8 a black chest, a number of 

coloured silk kerch1efs, two top hats, a large dice, a 

wand decorated w1th t1nsel, a tiny barrel w1th a golden 

tap, a saw, a pack of cards, two chairs, a number of 

hOOps and an 1mitat1on baas-dram. 

After the eighth curtain Hellebore took his last 

bow. The yellow spotlight went out and the ore.estra 

played aga1n. 

Eiaelneim, Eliza and Helen went into the cage, 

and the door was locked behind them. At a signal from 

E1selhelm two sceneshitters ra1sed the grating over the 

wire corridor by means of' a ohain, and others ~~lng in 

in the wings goaded the animals along with their p1kes. 

The first tiger stopped two or three feet from the entranoe 

and yawned. It lookei about sleepily, then stared at 

the stage. It growler! 
, 

at an attendant, s pike, then 

walked slowly forward, its teeth a little bared • Eliza .. 
waited at the 

~ 

entrance w1th. a trainer's whip. Elselheim 

called to the tiger and showed it a stool, while Eliza 

trailed ber whip along the floor towards the stool, coaxing 

it. The tiger stopped again. It stared first at 

Eleelheim, then at her. It walked past her wh1p and 

leapt softly onto the box, turn1ng to growl at her as 

ahe went towards the entrance again. 

When all five tigers were on their boxes tb.e 

sceneshlfters lowered the grating again, and the red light 
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eame on. Elselhelm stood behind Dis table, with Eliza 

and Helen on either side. Behind them the tigers waited 
, 

on their boxes, watcthful and drowsy. Th.e curtain rose. 

Lorraine shook hands with Hellebore fervently. 

He gazed 1nto bis eyes, nodding all the time, but saying 

nothing. He put his arm round his shoulder, am together 

they went towards the pass-door between an avenue of 

jostling people, all of whom were trying to congratulate 

Hellebore or present him with flowers. 

The iressing room door was open. Waiting inside 

were Barnard Oharpentier, Francine Berger and Jean and 

Pierre Duloi-Bordeau. On the r1ght as Hellebore came 1n 

there wa,e now a great bank of roses shaped like a horse 

ahoe and as high as a man, with the letter H in white 

roses against a rea background. He pOinted to it with 

aBton1sbment as he came in, and laughed. The men shook 

hands with. him, and Franc in •• , 'w1th tears 1n her eyes, 

came forward and kissed him on the cheek. 

Lorraine took Charpentier as1de just by the door 

and sa1d to b.1m 1n a low vo1ce: tlmake eare of bim., Bernard. 
~ 

I must slip upstairs for a m1nute or two." 

Caarpentier nodded, and Lorra1ne qu1etly lett 

the room, clos1ng the door behind him. 

"Where's he ott to? If Helleb ore a eked. 
~ -
Charpentier shruggei bis shoulders and smiled with 

a l1ttle wink. 

Lorraine returned to 111s office. He sat down 
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and lowered his head to the desk, his eyes closed. 

Elselheim was watching Eliza closely as he 

took out one of the sides of the bass-drum and held 

it aloft. . For a moment it seemed that he might have 

forgotten the audience, so closely did he stare into her 

9y es. She whispered to him urge ntly: flHe lnrich! II 

and his mouth fell open a little as he turned back, 

dazed, towards the audience again. There was a 

distinct pause in the act, and the audience was quick, 

after Hellebore's performance, to perceive it. Eliza 

bent down and curled herself up inside the drum, and 

still he could not take his eyes from her. Then he 

put the side of the drum back into place, so that she 

could no longer be seen. His lips were drawn tight 

together, and he was frowning painfully, as if, no matter 

how he tried, he could not become master of the stage 

again. Helen was unaware of this. 

He rolled the drum slowly from one side of the 

stage to the other, then he touc hed it with his wand 

several times. He again removed one of the sides, and 

Helen removed the other. The drum was now empty. He 

lifted up the drum-girdle and showed it to the audience. 

He held it Over one of the tigers for i3x3BxlBa, the 

beast to leap through, but at such an angle that it 

struck its head against the wood and almost tumbled to 

the floor. Helen gasped, and seemed suddenly to realise 
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the situation. 

She took c antral and beckoned one of the animals 

d own from 1 ts box. She followed it with a smile, trying 

to make amends for Eiselheim, as it prowled to and fro 

across the stage, smelling for Eliza. She followed it 

to a black chest, where it stopped and growled, rubbing 

the silver lock with its paw. She pulled open ahe lid, 

and Eliza stepped out. Eiselhelm was standing ~uite 

motionless on the 'other side of the stage, dangerously 

near to the tiger who had hurt its head. 

Charpentier lay on the divan with his head 

against the 8ushions, while the others sat round the 

fire. Branoine's hair was now brushed stre.ight down to 

her shoulders, and she was dressed in a white silk evening 

gown. She sat on the floor close to Hellebore, leaning 

against his armchair • 
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The dressing table bad been cleared of Hellebore's 

paints and oreams, and was covered from end to end with 

some fifty or sixty ohampagne glasses. 

"Well, what did you think was up, then?" Hellebore 
-

asked Charpentier. 

"I was pwczled, Jack, l1ke everybody else. All 

your reeling about looked to me part of the act • So d1d 

your oollapse. I was just gOing to burst out laughing 

and the curtain fell. It was like baving the door closed 

1 none's tao e • If 

"Did the lights go up?" 

flOb. yes." 
. ~ 

Hellebore shook his head, staring into the fire: 

"I can't understand it. I went on that stage with real 

first night nerves, but the ·minute I Bot near the piano 

I felt all right. 

my legs went weak. 

I was just steaming up n1cely, then 

No, first of all something seemed to 

get hold of me in the belly I then I tel t my legs go. 

I tried to stand still, but I panicked." The room was 

still and silent. -Everything went black for a few 

minutes. When I saw that ourtain come down I cou.ld bav-e 

wept. II 

"You did weep·, so Louis told me,tl Charpentier said. 
~ -

"And you. told a stagehand that he had blood on his fingers.,t 
-
He laughed. til should like to have seen his faee. f1 

Hellebore smiled in a tired fashion: ftNow I 

looked down at that hand and I could have sworn there was 
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blood allover tne fingers." 
,~ 

ttlt will make a lovely story 1n tomorrow 

mornlng's-edltl0l1.. tI 

.. 
A nushsi s1gb. of surprise came from the auditor-

ium. Charpentier yawned, and Jean Dulai-Bordeau looked 

up at Franoine. 

"What was so dangerous about you.r friend Henry 

Sa ngs on? ,. he asked ner. 

Jean's question took them by surprise. Branc:ine 

started and: glanced at Hellebore, who was lying bao:'k 1n 

bis armchair, gazing at Jean through half-closed eyes. 

There was silence until ne aske4 Jean what he knew aBout 

Sangson. 

"We met h.im in the foyer th1s afternoon, tJ Jean 

replied. 

"Wby? It 

"Lorr~ine tola us to. 

fr om yau th1s afternoon." 

He wanted him kept away 

~-

Hellebore was astonished. He looked from Francine 

to Jean: IIWhere 1s he now, then?" 
~ ~ 

"Oh, we didn't do b,im a~y harm." 
~ 

Cbarpentler ra1sed his head ~nd asked Hellebore: 

"Is this the young man who called on you last night?, The 

friend of Franc1ne' 81" 
- ~ ~ 

Hellebore nodded and turned to Jean again: "What 

was Lorra1ne's 1dea?" 
... 

ItHe thought Sangsoll might be a blaClkma11er. 
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He asked us to protect you against him, as of course 

we -saia yes right away. It 

he r1sht?" 

He paused, tnen asked: f'Was 

... 
Hellebore shook his head. 

"Are you certain about tbat?" Charpentier asked. 
-

He chuckled: ~Perhaps Lorraine was right. ~ 

"But he was such a polite young m.~n, at Jean. sa1d • 

It and be told us he knew Franc,ine. 1f 

Charpentier raiseci bis eyebrows 1ronically: "What 

is friendship with Frane1ne a passport to?" 
-

Hellebore put his band over his brow: "I can't 
~ 

dec1de about that young man. If I could remember something 

about last night it WOUld" be better." He looked at U san 

again: "What happened in the foyer, then?" 
-

tlWe told h1m your rehearsal bad been canoelled 
... 

a nd would he wa it f' or you at t he hotel. So we took him 

&long to your hotel. It 
.. 

"And there was I running allover this theatre 

trying to-f1nd him." 
"We're sorry, Jack." 
~ 

There was silence for some time_ Then Franctlne 

said bitt,erly: "Lorraine threat'snea to tbr-ow me out for 

e ne~aurag1ng intrud.er's." 

nOh, you mustn't take that to heart," Charpentier 
". 

told her. I~y au ougb. t to know him. by now, Frana.ine. 
~ -

Noth1ng can be done about bis l1ttle nightmares. Only 

afterwards does he realise the truth, and then he suffers 
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the moat terr1ble remorse. l1 He gazed up at tbe cei11ng. 
"" 

ItAnd it's poss1ble, Jack, that without this nightmare ,of 
-
b.i·s about your young friend we wouldn't be 81 tt1ng here 

now waiting for your guests to come in and toast your 

health. Perhaps your young friend.!.!! up to aome mis-

o hie:f. Per haps b,is intentions were a lit t,le -" He 

raised his b.ead and looked firmly at Frane,ine, who at once 

turned away b.er head. .. tit sinister. tt 
. -

If I liked the boy's face J" Hellebore- murmured. 

"Do you know,'· Charpentier added, " I belleve 
- ~ 

Lorraine has suddenly beeORe an old man, quite suddenly, 

1n the last few daysl He Deeds our sympathy." 
... 

Hellebore laQgned: "Yes, we'll bave an appeal 

fund. My fr'1ends are my friends, and I won't bave him 

or anybody else interfering wi th them. First be runs 

a see:ond programme, then he seta Jean and Pierre on 

a visitor of mine • One of these days he'll get himself 

lnto bad trouble. Helll end 1n the law-courts, as aure 

a.s I'm sitting h.ere. I know a thing or t!'o about Lorralne 

that might interest tne police. I met him bef.ore you 

d 10, Bernard. and It 11 gl va you a word of advice: when b.e 

looks old and sad, watch out for yourself, he's up to 

a ome thing. " 

tti won't deny that. f' Charpentier looked at 

Francine again: "What was your friend I a idea in calling 
. - -on Jack last n1ght, then? I aoquit h1R of eelebrlty-

'hu nt 1ng • tI 
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Francine looked back at h1m coldly: "Lorraine 

asked me that. How am I to know? I I m not rellPODS 1ble 

for what my friends do. Perhaps he called on Jack to 

see the father of someone he had served with during the 

War - and whom he buried." 
... 

Charpentier nod,ded po11tely: ttl aee." He smiled 

a t her and got up from the divan • "Whenever you mention 

the War t~ me you sound a little bitter, Franalne. N 

walked towards her. 

your War?" 
-

-
"IDo you know wbat I did during 

Bhe stared at his shoes: ~No." 

He 

II I kept my head well down." He Qucked h,is b.eaa 

wi ttl a ohuakle. "Whereas you were'" positively up ,to your 
"" 

eyes 1n blood, weren't you? Ana by the look on your face 

you are go1ng to ask me why I should bave co nsldered 

myself different from anybody else •. But· I won't let you 

say it, because it would be se boring • That's the trouble 
~ 

with heroes and heroines, isn't it - they're so bar1ng." 

He teased her w1th a smile and she lowered her 

eyes. 

tl I wasn't going ;0 say that, as a matter of' tact, It 

she replied.. 

"By the graee of God; then. we were spared it." 

He turned and went towards the door. ff I s hall go up ancl 

see the old gentleman ftow." He glanoed at Franeine aga1n. 

"Try and preteni you're a human be1ng, my dear. The· 

results might be lnterest1ng.,~, 

., 
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Hellebore laughed and pa tted Fra nc ine I s arm, 

and Charpentier left the room. 

The blood was dripping from Eiselhei~ts hand 

where one of the tigers had suddenly caught him with its 

claw, making a long, deep wound as far as his wrist, and 

the audience were talking among themselves, not under~ 

sta ncllng. He had managed to conceal the attack from 

everyone 1n the thea tre except Helen and E 11 za, and 

there was a danger that the scent of hums n blood would 

excite thB. animals bey ond control. Helen had run towards 

him with a scarf, to staunCh the wound, but he waved her 

away fiee'cely. He cast a quick; resentful glance at 

EI iza, as if to blame her for . what had happened, a nd she 

was now almost in tears, standing qul.te apart from the 

others, close to the cage-wall, no longer making any 

effort to aet her part as Helen was doing. 

Two of the tigers were out of hand, and Eiselheim, 

his anger up, was advancing on them slowly with his whip 

as they snarled at him, their teeth bared and their ears 

flat. At first they would not go back to their boxes. 

He shrieked out their names and beat his whip furiously 

on the floor, as if. he were quite unaware of the audience. 

His back was turned to the footlights. He was trembling 

with rage, while the blood ran slowly down his whip-handle. 

It see~ed imp-ossible now tha. t he should regain his hold on 

the 8. uc'lie nc e. Eliza moved cautiously towards the door 

of the cage, as if she would leave. She kept her eyes 

on the tigers as she did so, with her hand held up to her 

cheek, covering her scar, and it was clear from the 
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auditorium that she was terrified. But no stagehand 

came forward from the wings to unlock the door. 

Charpentier want into Lorraine I s office. The 

latter indicated a chair and yawned. 

"You ought to be downsta.irs with Jack,1I ·Charpentier 

t old him. I1He bas just taken eight curta ins and there 

you are sitting with your head in your bands. Did you 

even see the turn?" 
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UNo, Bernard. ~ 
_. ~ 

The rain baa stopped. though there were st1ll 

gusts of wlnd which blew the elm-leaves against the 

window. Only on e light was shln1ng in the room, at 

a soft amber coloar, at the edge of Lorraine's desk. 

They were sitting in the shadows. and could only make 

eac b. other out dimly • 

Charpentier signed: "I've been hear1ng a 

strange account of now you sent the Dulol-Bordeau' s to 

waylay a young fr1end of Frane.:1ne's." 
... 

tf I wasn't to know he lias barmles e • Do I know 
-

now? A a, I I m c ontl1S EJ d • Everything seemea dlfferent 

before the show. I felt feverish." 

"But that sort of babvlour can get you into the 

ls w-o ourts • " 

Lorr'slne smiled 1n a friendly way: "It wouldn't 

be for the f1rst time." 
-

.Iyou threatened Francine with dismissal, I 

believe." 

tlyou know, Bernard, I thought that was the end 

of my career when I saw h1m lying on that stage. I 

thought 1 t was the end of all cltf' us. It He yawned aga.1n • 
.... 

tI I teel so tired I could sleep tbe eternal sleep. How 

quiet everything ls. Who's on? tf 

t1Elselheim.'J 

- -"Ab, tbatexpla1ns 1t.~ 

He got up an·d we""'t to the d 1 uoor ead1ng out onto 
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the gallery. Charpentier followed him, and together 

they looked down at the stage. Helen was trying to 

coax one of the tigers back to its box. She was trailing 

her whip along the floor in f·ront Of the animal, her 

head and shoulders bent fo.ward. The tiger watched her, 

its long body stretched out, and grolwed at the whip. 

Eiselheimwas holding two doves in a purple kerchief 

• and trying to prevent them fluttering about, so that he ~l~ 

wrap them up. E~'0acaoalScao&oaea8aemc'c8m Throughout 

the theatre there was utter silenoe, apart from the tiger's 

low growling. Eliza could not be seen from above. 

They went back into the office and closed the 

door. 

Hellebore leaned forward and warmed his' hands at 

the fire: "What annoys me is when people try and stuff me 

alive. T ha t f S W by I ha t e t hi s ro om. If He took Francine's 

chin gently and pulled her face round so that he could look 

into her eyes. ~Ha¥U told Lorraine about that? II 

UNo. I th I~. t l S a lovely room. " 
Hellebore looked about him and smiled. He glanced 

back at the dressing table, at the champagne glasses 

reflecting the white flames from the hearth, and the dark 

curtains behind. 

"twlll. II he sa ld J U it looks better than ltd 1d an 

hour ago. I grant you that." 

II It . only need s to be i1 ved In. tI 

Hellebore spoke to Jean again: tt·Nho was he to 
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PlJot.o:t me, as 1t I badn t t got a mind of my own. 
~ 

If I want to be robbed or kidnapped or blackmailed, that's 

my own bus1ness. It m free. I could leave the stage 

tomorrow if I wanted to. I like being alone, stand1ng 

on my own two feet. You. never got a m1nL\te to yourself 

1n the c1rcus, but at least your boss never interfere. 

11'1 tb. your friends. tI 

There was a sUdd.en hu.shed sound of applause 

from the auditor1um below, and Lorra1ne's telephone rang. 

He had a brief conversation, and when he put the receiver 

down he looked across at Charpent1er sternly. 

tJThe boot's on the other foot, It he said. "The 

au.d1e.nce went dead on Eiselhelm. I thought it looked 

slow, didn't you? Well, one can never account for these 

things .~ 

".Were there cat-calls?" 

"mo, tlney Just went de~d on him. He f 11 take it 
.& .. 

to heart, of course. He takes everyth~ns to heart. N 

-
Lorraine lett the offflce by the gallery-door, 

c~pent1er by the other one. Lorraine b.urilea down to 

the stage; b. e slipped· between the running stagebands, 

jumped over one of E1selheim's coloured boxes, bent to 

avo1d a swinging flat and made for the r1ght of the stage. 

Eliza cracked her wb.lp at one of the tigers wh.o 

had stopped 011 its way back along the wire passage. There 

were tears in her eyes. 

turned. 

Lorraine called to her and -she 

• 
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He took her hand: "Vlhat went wrong, my dear?1I 

She could hardly speak through her sobs, wishing 

at the same time to hide r1er tears from the stageha nds 

who kept passing to and fro with pieces of scenery and 

the wire walls of the tiger-cage: HOne of the animals 

turned on him • That little Bwlne. tI She thrust her 

stick between the bars at the ribs of the last tiger, 

\vho turned a nd growled up a t her. 

t ha tone. tI 

"I've never liked 

r" 
II Is he hur:st? II 

"Just across the back of his hand. 

my fault. II 

And it was 

He drew her away from the wire passage: "Why 

your faul t, Eliza?" 

"Oh, I don't know!" She shook her head angrily. 

lilt's a beauftiful act, Albert. He did the same turn in 

Brussels a fortnight ago and they wouldn't let him go off 

the stage. He seemed to hand fire tonight. He's broken-

hearted about it. He's going to ask you to cancel his 

contract: you won't dolt, will you? It 

Lorrc!ine averted his eyes from her: "Well, 

perhaps he d Des need a re st. tt 

~he shook his arm: fiNo, Albert! Once you cancel 

his contract he'll never try again. Look at me, dear. 

You won't cancel his contract, even if he pleads with 

you, will yoU?1I 



• 

• 

271 

He looked at her tenderly for a moment, then 

murmured: t1 Very well, then. tI 

The arc-lamps came on, and the stage was cleared 

f or the chorus. The orchestra struck up aga in. Eliza 

a nd Lorraine walked behind the backdrop towards the wooden 

staircase. 

ttCome up to the office, Eliza. tI 

-

It No, I wa n t t 0 chang e now. I I 11 s ae you at 

Jack's 

[r~'" 
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party. It 

Lorraine looked about aim and saw that they were 

hidden from the stagehands and the g1rls of the chorus by 

a flat. He gr1pped her arm and pulled her closer to 

him: 

"Leave him, Eliza~ Let Helen look a,fter him 
- -

for a little wbile • Don't go away so soon. stay here 

on whatever te,rms you like to make. I shall agree to 

anything. Will yoU?t1 
... 

She stood there helplessly, her head bowed, and 

she spoke as if there were no strength left in ber: "No. 

My answer will always be no." There was a terrible weariness 

in ber voice. "Always no, no. Even if you cancel h1s 
~ 

e ontraet I shall go away just the same. I don't know 

where I shall go, but I shan't stay here. 11 

- - -
Slowly Lorraine withdrew his hand and murmured: 

tlForgive me for asking you, then. Say y 011 f' org1 va me. tI 

She was about to reply when she glanced up and 

saw with horror the expression on his faoe. 

and seized his' band, gazing into his eyes: 

She gasped 

tlYes, my dear, I forgive you. 

who needs to be forgiven." 

:But I am the one 

• 

The lights in the aud1torium were put out, and the 
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front doors were closed as the last cabs drove away. 

Hellebore t1died the divan cover and patted down the 

oushions where Charpentier bad been lying. Only b.e 

and Frano:lne were now in the room. 

"Will you help me unbutt,on?tI he asked her. 
,. 

She followed h1m behind the screen, where he sat 

dowm on a stool, and began unbut\on1ng the back of his 

sequ1n dress. 

the theatre. 

Noth1ng could be heard from the rest of 

But suddenly there was a knook on the 

door and someone came into tne room. Franc1ne looked 

round the screen and said, "Good even1ng" 1n a surprised 
-voiee. Hellebore turned and asked, "Who 1sit'lN 

f'l\Ir. E1selb.e 1m. tJ 
"'" 

He stared at her 1n aston1sbment. 

"fell h1m to c oms througb.." 
- -
He stood up, and E1selhe1m oame to the edge of 

the screen. He wore his overooat and was carry1ng a hat 

and cane. For '8 few eeo'onds be stood q1t1 te r1g1d and 

pale gazing at Hellebore, then said: "I shall take very 

11 ttle of your time. tt 

"Won't you ;It down?" Hellebore asked • 
.. 

Franoine Berger went across toe room to the hearth 

and began putting logs on the fire, aware of the embarrass-

ment between the two men. E1selhe1Ia was W8 teb.1ng Hellebore 

nervously: 

nNo, thank you. I must go 1mmed 1& tely. tt 
"" 

Helle~epe e~eai aw-.apal, ., a18 a'ea. w1t& Bi. 
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Hellebore stood awkwardly by his stool with 

his sequin aostume open at the back. 

"What have you done there?" he asked, pointing 

to the bandage. 

1I0ne of my animals attacked me," Eiselheim 

replied 1n a low voice. IIAnd the audience died on me. 1I 

Hellebore looked at him quickly: ttyou got the 

bird?" 

"I-Tot exactly. But it amounts to the same thing. II 

t1~JVell, it wori't happen tomorrow night." 

II I've come tot e 11 y au that I s ha 11 bel e a v i ng 

Paris tonight'" 

It had been clear that he would say sQ.]ething 

like this. But Hellebore frowned, 8S if taken by surprise, 

d k d lIiNhy?1I an. as e : 

"B e e all s e I a m not f 1 t f or a s tag e, a nd I ha ve n ' t 

had a rest for twelve years. 

to cancel my contract." 

So just now I ~sked Lorraine 

"A nd what d 1d he say?" 

"He agreed it was wise." 

Hellebore nodced and s2id with disgust: "He 

d r 0 p s a rna n jus t 1 ik e t ha t , _ fl He snapped his fingers. 

" - and it might be me one day. tI 
-

"Yes, it might be you." Eiselheim c9me closer 

to the screen, never for an instant ceasing to sta~e him 

in t L1.e eyes. II T he r e 0-8 s bee n not hi ng but tr ou b 1 e f or 

me since you arrived in Peris. Eliza ha s never been 

lil{e this before. And ShE changed the JJ.oment :you came 

i n tot hi sci t Y • You t ur n he r i n t 0 are bel" - are bel 
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wit h a nB 8 t Y tong u e , - you and L orr a i ne, bet wee n t he 

two of you!!l 

"Eliza's got a mind of her own." Hellebore 

answered him calmly, with a glance across the room at 

Fra ncine. "Is tha.t all ;you've come here to tell me?tI 

11 I'm not here for my own sake. I 'ill no fr i e nd 

of your s, a nd I don I t wa t1 t t 0 be. I only want a promise 

from you: that while she is away::.-from me you will always 

keep 'an eye on her. ff 

"Why not take her with you, and see to it your-

self?" 

II I shall be ts.ki ng Helen" no one else. Helen 

and I are lih::e brother and sister." There was the fa i ntest 

smile on his lips as he said these words. "She tIDies to 

turn me into a dear, gentle old man. But Eliza really 

knows me, - a nd perhaps loves me, for all your sc hemes and 

Lorraine's schemes to take her away from me and encourage 

her rudeness and then make her the instrument of my downfall, 

as she was tonight. My mind wa s full of her tonight _f1 

He looked away from Hellebore for thei first time, 

remembering. " - a nd that should never ha ve been so, on 

a first night." 

"I've never tried to take her away from you. If 

"Oh, She'll come to me at last. One day she t 11 

give in. You haven't won her. rr He spoke proudly. 

"Because just now she pleadeo with me to take her away 

tonight." 

" Well, t he n ••• " 
-

"But at pEasant I am her e.xcuse for not being 
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happy. I shall remove that e~cuse. She'll come 

after me if the need is really there. She is too 

proue to tal{e advice or help from me, and I don't like 

the idea of her being alone in Paris with Lorraine: 

t ha tIs why I' m her e • II 

Hellebore half turned away from him: . "I can 

look after my friends. I don't need advice from you." 

t1 T hen I'm very happy." He nodded ironically • 

"It was really you who broke up our little trio. We 

were perfectly happy before you came: no, not perfectly, 

but we were -happy enough, though there weFe always 

quarrels between Eliza and Helen. It isn't that there 
u.Il\.. 

have been more qrrels since yesterday, but that for the 
(\ 

first time since I met her fifteen years ago Eliza has 

been sneering at me. 1I 

rr.A nd that t s my fa ul t ? Shall I cancel my tour 

and go back to my cows, just to keep your name on the 

bills?tI 

"I'm down now, but that won't be for all eternity. 

You thought pou'd ridicule me tonight, didn't you: in 

that little conjuring act of yours?" 

"Ridicule yoU?fI 

lIyou know wh.a t I mean. fI 

"There was nothing deliberate 1n that. tI Hellebore 

answered him in a·tired way. II I worked out tha t skit 

before Lorraine put you on the bill. 

in Eng~and. II 

I worked it out 

"Yes, but it's easy to see where her sneering 
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c ames from. I I va d one nothing to interfere with her 

freedom as long as we've been together. 

known that Lorraine wanted to marry her. 

I have alws.ys 

I never tr led 

t 0 alter her mind one way or the other. .A nd this 1s 

the result. Well, we can at least part on good terms 

for her sake. It 

"You may see things c learer out of Paris. II 

Hellebore looked down, avoiding Eiselhelm's cold gaze • 

"Where are you gOing?" 

f1 I shall be taking Helen to Germany J or perhaps 

Poland. tI He held out his hand, and Hellebore looked at 

it without moving. They stood close together, while 

Francine was still bending at the hearth, waiting for the 

conversation to end. ttGood bye. II 

At last Hellebore took his hand firmly, and 

Eiselheim left the room. Hellebore went to the edge of 

the screen and stared after him. He took a white flower 

• from the bank of roses and put it to his nose. 
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A log fire was burning in Maria C elida t s 

Close to it there was a table laid for two, 

with two bottles of champagne, several covered dishes 

ana a lighted candelabra in the middle. On the other 

side of this dark, warm room there was a wide four-poster 

bed enclosed by heavy damask curtains. These ourtains 

hung down from a dome of carved wopd fixed to the ceil1ng, 

and were drawn back with tasseled ropes ot, silk to show 

the bed. The only light was from the candelabra. Not 

a souna could be heard from outside, for the Casa Calida 

was hidden from the Rue du. Bois de Boulogne by trees • 

Hellebore sat on one of the chairs by ,the table, 

wh1le Maria lay on the bed, still in ber silvery grey 

gown. She had taken off' her tiara and bad loosened her 

long, blaa:k hair. It was i-lIB past midnight, a'nd they 

were both tired. He gazed into tne fire. his lags 

stretched out before him. 

tJ I shall never forget your dances, tl she sa1d. 

Bhe opened her eyes and looked across at h1m. 

quite nea.r our box when you ate the apple .," 
8 

"I could have g1ven you a little w1nk." 

"You were 
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He got up and went towards the bed. He sat 

down at b.er side, and they k1ssed. She drew him 

further towards her, wh~sperlns: "Come closer." 
-

He spoke into her ear: "I feel drunk after 

that ebampagne, but not like last nlght. u 

h1s eyes: 

t'Open one of these bottles if you want to." 

"Later. We've got the night all to ourselves." 
., 
Suddenly she lifted h1s nead and looked into 

II I feel happy." 

tJShall we go for a walk at dawn?" 
= -
"No, you must sleep," she replied. 

n I love dawns. I r~member ••• It He tur ned his 
- -head and stared down at the carpet, lost, hls mouth open. 

"What?" 
- .... 
He smiled and sa ld: "I don It fee,l t ired any 

longer." 

She pulled his arms 'underneath her shoulders, 

and again he kissed her. Fo6tsteps sounded trom above 

tbam, and at onoe Marla raised herself on her elbOWS. 

She listened. 

t'Who ls that?" she asked him in a wb.lsper. 
& ~ 

The footsteps left the room above and came down 

the stairs at ·the far end ot the corridor leading to the 

bedroom. They slowly came nearer the bedroom and stopped 

just outside. There was a ligh~ knock on the door, and 

Maria gr1pped Hellebore's $ra. They waited in silence, 

and there was another louder knock. 
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Sangson spoke from outside, in a sott voice: 

"lIarla, did Giordano came 'back w1th. you?" 
= 

Neither of them moved. Hellebore stared into 

the fire, bent forward. 

t1Marla, is Giordano 1n the house! 

there, Maria ?II 

Are you 

-Maria tr1ea to get up. Bhe wh1spered to 

Hellebore: tlHe needs somebody- Call b.1min. 
--

call him in. ft 
-But he held Bel' shoulders down. 

tlWhat can you do fOl! him?" he asked. 

him alone~" 

Please 

Bangs,on walked away I and after a few momenta 

a door at the other end of the corridor closed quietly. 

They lay together a.gain in silence, b,1s hea.d sunk down 

on her shoulder. 

"What did you mean, U he wh1spered, Itwb.en you 
-

said he needed somebody?" 

"Oh, I don't know, - he needs Olm help.1I 

"We must forget about him. Let him. sutfer 1t 

b.e's got to. Let him surfer. It 
-~ 

He went to the door and qu1etly turned the key 

1n the lock, then returned to the bed and sat down at her 

side. He touched her brow, then her hair. 

tlForget abou.t him, Mar1a, b Jle said. 

\ 

'1 
, ' 


