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THE SURVIVOR

And he took what they gave him, for sore was his need
Then he spoke (for he lacked not wit):
“Why give ye me lodging? Why give ye me bread?
Alasl How must I pay for it?”
(From T he Downfall of Lord Aighn, an old Irish ballad.)

A SOLDIER BY THE NAME of George Fewkoombey was shot in
the leg in the Boer War, so that the lower half of his leg had
to be amputated in a hospital in Cape Town. When he came
back to London, he received £75, in return for which he
signed a paper stating that he had no more claims on the State.
The £75 he invested in a small ale-house in Newgate, which,
as he could see from the books (small, beer-stained note-books
written in pencil), made a comfortable profit of £2 a week.

When he had moved into the tiny back room and had sold
beer with the help of an old woman for a few weeks, he knew
that the loss of his leg had not been particularly worth while;
the takings had remfaincd consi®erably under f£2, although
the soldier was always a model of politeness towards his cus-
tomers. He learned that there had recently been some build-
ing going on in those parts and that the builders had been
good customers at the ale-house. But now the building was
finished and all the custom was gone. As people said to him,
he could easily have seen from the books that business had
been brisker on weekdays than on holidays, which is contrary
to the expectations of all experienced public-house keepets;
but then the man had always been the customer at such places
and never the owner. He was able to keep going for just four
months. It might have been longer, only he wasted so much
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time looking for the previous owner. And then he found him-
self penniless on the streets. .

- For a time he found shelter with a soldier’s wife, to whose
children he told stories of the war while she looked after her
little shop. Then her husband wrote to her that he was coming
home on leave and she told the soldier, with whom in the
meantime, as does happen in these small houses, she had been
sleeping, that he must leave as quickly as possible. He waited
a few more days, then had to go. He visited her once or
twice after her husband had returned home and was given
something to eat. But he sank lower and lower until he finally
joined the endless line of wretches whom hunger drives day
and night through the streets of the greatest city in the world.

One morning he stood on one of the Thames bridges. For
two days he had had nothing proper to eat, for the people in
public-houses whom he had approached in his uniform had
given him drinks but no food. Without the uniform they
wouldn’t even have given him drinks, and that was why he
had put it on.

Now he was again in the ordinary clothes which he had
worn as landlord. For he was intending to beg, and he was
ashamed. He was not ashamed of having had a bullet in the
leg, nor of having bought a public-house that didn't pay, but
because he was reduced to asking complete strangers for
money. In his opinion no one owed him anything.

Begging came hard to ham. It is the profession for those
who have learned nothing; only it seemed that even this busi-
ness had to be learned. He spoke to several people one after
another, but with a courageous expression on his face, and
taking care not to stand in people’s way so that they should
not feel that they were being pestered. Also, he chose rather
long sentences that were only completed when the person was
a long way past; neither did he hold out his hand. And so,
by the fifth time that he had humiliated himself, scarcely any-
one had noticed that he was begging.

_ But someone had noticed it, for he suddenly heard a hoarse
voice behind him say: “Get out of here!” Because he felt so
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guilty, he did not even look round. He simply moved on,
shoulders drooping. Only after a hundred yards did he dare
turn his head, and then he saw two ragged beggars of the
lowest sort standing beside one another and looking after him.
They followed him, too, as he limped on.

It was not until he had crossed several streets that he saw
that they were not fqllowing him any more.

On the next day, as he loitered around the neighbourhood
of the docks, now and again astonishing people of the lower
classes by his attempts to speak to them, he was suddenly
struck in the back. At the same time his attacker pushed
something into his pocket. When he turned round he saw no
one, but out of his pocket he drew a piece of card, much
aumpled and exceedingly dirty. On it was printed the name
of a firm: J. J. Peachum, 7 Old Oak Street; and underneath
was written in smudged pencil: “If you dont want no boanes
broke come to the above adress.” This was twice underlined.

Slowly it dawned on Fewkoombey that the attacks were
connected with his begging. But he felt no special desire to
visit Old 'Oak Street.

That afternoon, as he stood outside a public-house, he was
spoken to by a beggar whom he recognised as one of those of
the previous day. He was quite a young man and did not
look really bad. He grasped Fewkoombey by the sleeve and
drew him away.

“You dirty swine,” he vegan in"a friendly voice, “show me
your number!”

“What number?” asked the soldier.

Slouching along beside him, still friendly but never for a
moment letting go of him, the young man explained in the
language of his kind that this new profession was just as well
organised as any other, perhaps even better; and that he, the
soldier, was not in a wild, uncivilised corner of the globe but
in a great city, the hub of the world. For the carrying on®f
his new trade he must have a number, a sort of permit which
he could obtain—at a price—from a union with headquarters in
Old Oak Street, to which union he must belong.
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Fewkoombey listened without asking a single question.
Then he answered, just as pleasantly—they were passing along
a adowded street—that he was glad to hear they had a union,
just like the bricklayers and hairdressers, but for his part he
preferred to do just as he liked. He had had too many orders
in his life rather than too few, as his wooden leg proved.

With that he held out his hand to hig companion, who had
been listening with the expression of one hearing an exception-
ally interesting discourse by a clever speaker with whom, how-
ever, he cannot quite agree. The latter laughed and clapped
him on the back like an old friend and departed across the
street. Fewkoombey did not like the sound of his laugh.

The next few days he fared even worse than before.

It appeared that in order to receive a fairly regular supply
of alms, one had to remain sitting in one particular spot (and
there were good spots and bad spots), and he was unable to do
that. He was always driven away. He didn’t know how the
others managed. Somehow they all looked wretcheder than
he. Their clothes were genuine rags through which one could
see their bones. (Later he learned that in certain cirdles a suit
of clothes without such flesh-revealing peepholes was regarded
as equivalent to a shop-window which has paper pasted over it.)
Also their physical appearance was more repulsive; they had
more and direr infirmities. Many of them sat on the cold
pavement without anything under them so that the passers-by
could be really sure that fne supplicart would get ill. Few-
koombey would gladly have sat on the cold ground if only he
had been allowed to. Apparently however, this detestable and
pitiable position was not permitted to everyone. Policemen and
beggars continually disturbed him. ,

Because of what he had gone through, he caught a cold
which settled on his chest, so that he had to walk round with
shooting pains and a high fever.

‘One evening he again met the young beggar, who imme-
diately began to follow him. Two streets further on a second
beggar joined the first. He began to run; they ran too.

He turned into a smaller alley in order to escape them. He
12



already thought that he had succeeded when he suddenly saw
them in front of him on a street corner, and before he could
turn round they hit at him with their sticks. One of them
even pushed him over on to the pavement and pulled at his
wooden leg so that he fell backwards on his head.” At this
point, however, they let go of him and ran away; a policeman
was coming round the corner.

Fewkoombey was already hoping that the policeman would
help him up, when, from out of a passage between the houses
just beside him, came a third beggar on a little truck, who
pointed excitedly at the two men running away and tried to
say something to the policeman in a guttural voice. When
Fewkoombey, after being jerked up by the policeman and
pushed off with a kick, tramped on, the beggar remained close
beside him, propelling his iron trolley with both hands.

His legs seemed to be missing. )

At the next street corner the legless one grasped Fewkoom-
bey by the trousers. They were now in the dirtiest quarter of
the slums; the alleys were no wider than the average man’s
height, and off one of them opened a low passage leading into
a dark courtyard. “In there!” commanded the cripple hoarsely.
At the same time he drove forward with his truck against
Fewkoombey's shinbone, and the soldier, being already weak
with hunger, was forced into the tiny court, which was little
more than three yards scnare. And before the astonished man
could look round, the‘a'ipple, an c.zlderly person with an enor-
mous jawbone, “limbed like a monkey out of his truck, sud-
denly became possessed of two healthv legs and sprang on him.

He was a good head taller than Fewkoombey and had arms
like an orang-outang@

“Take off your coat,” he growled, “and show in an open,
honest fight whether you're a worthier man than me to have
a good, profitable pitch. ‘Make way for the fittest and damnga-
tion to the conquered’ is my motto. In that way the whole of
mankind is benefited; for the fittest rise to the top and possess
the good things on earth. But don’t try any dirty tricks, don’t
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hit below the belt and don’t use knees. If the fight is to be
decisive, it must be fought under Queensberry Rules!”

The fight was short. Physically and spiritually broken, Few-
koombey slunk behind the old man.

Old Oak Street was not mentioned. )

For a week the soldier remained under the rule of his new
master. The latter installed him on a certain corner, once
more in uniform; and in the evening, when he had paid in
his earnings, the old man fed him.

His takings still remained at a very low level. He had to
give it all to his employer, so never knew whether his few
pennies paid for the herrings and cheap gin which formed his
chief meal of the day. The old man, whose infirmities seemed
so much worse than the soldier’s but in reality did not exist
at all, did immeasurably better trade.

After a time, the soldier came to the conviction that his
master had only wanted the site on the bridge occupied for his
own benefit. The main sources of profit were the people who
came by the place every morning, or if they were going to
work, every morning and evening. They only gave once and
generally always walked on the same side of the road; but
sometimes they changed over. One could never rely on them
completely.

Fewkoombey felt that this situation was a step forward, but
it was not yet the right one.

After a week had elapsed, the old man received attentions,
apparently on his own behalf, from the secret society in Old
Oak Street. One morning early, as they were leaving their
sleeping-place in a boat-house, they were attacked by four or
five beggars and carried along several streets until they reached
a small, dirty shop whose sign said “INSTRUMENTS."”

Behind a worm-eaten counter stood two men. The one, who
was small and dried up, with an unpleasant face, stood in
shirt-sleeves, with a greasy hat perched on the back of his head,
and his hands in his pockets, staring out of the shop-window
at the dreary morning outside. He did not turn round and
showed no sign of interest in the new arrivals. The other was
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fat and very red in the face and looked, if possible, even
more unpleasant than the first.

“Good morning, Mr Smithy,” he said to the old man—
scornfully, so it seemed—and went through an iron-covered
door into a back room. The old man looked round uncertainly
before he followed in the wake of the men who had fetched
him. His face had grown grey.

Fewkoombey, apparently forgotten, remained standing in
the shop. On the walls hung a few musical instruments, bat-
‘tered old trumpets, violins without any strings, some weather-
beaten hurdy-gurdies. Business did not seem to be brisk, for
the instruments were covered with a thick layer of dust.

Fewkoombey was to learn that these seven or eight antiques
played no part in the business whose service he had just en-
tered. Even the narrow, two-windowed front of the house gave
a very incomplete idea of the extent of its rambling interior.
Even the counter with its rickety cash-drawer revealed nothing.

In the house, which was actually three houses in one and
enclosed two back-yards, were a workshop witli = half a dozen
girls sewing in it and a shoemaking establishment occupied by
the same number of expert workmen. And, most important of
all, somewhere in the building was a records room which con-
tained at least 6,000 names belonging to all those who had the
honour to be associated with the firm.

The soldier had no idea how this unique and disreputable
business functioned; he .0ok a wilole week to learn that. But
he was too desperate not to realise that it was a piece of good
fortune to be allowed to come here and join such a mighty
and secret organisation.

Mr Smithy, Fewkgombey's first empioyer, did not appear
again that morning, and Fewkoombey saw him at the most only
two or three times more—and then from a distance.

After a time, the fat man opened thc iron door slightly
and aalled into the shop:

“He’s got a real wooden leg.”

The small man, who nevertheless seemed to be the chief,
walked across to Fewkoombey and with a rapid movement
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lifted up his trousers to see his wooden leg. Then, hands in
pockets, he went back to the window, looked out and said
softly:

“What can you do?”

“Nothing,” said the soldier, just as softly. “I beg.”

“That’s what everyone would like to do,” said the small
man scornfully, never even lookmg around “You've got a
wooden leg. And because you've got a wooden leg, you want
to beg? But you lost your leg in the service of your country?
So much the worse. That can happen to anyone. (Unless he’s
in the War Office.) When a person loses his leg he’s thrown
upon the mercy of others? Of course he is! But it’s equally
certain that peodle don’t like giving away money. Wars—
they're exceptional cases. If an earthquake happens, no one
can help that. As if everyone doesn’t know the profit that is
made out of the patriotism of patriots. At first they all enlist
voluntarily, and then, when their legs are shot away, they won’t
accept the situation. Quite apart from those innumerable
cases, such as where the driver of a brewer’s dray loses a leg in
the course of his duties and then coins money out of the Battle
of Something-or-other. And there’s one thing more, the chief
thing: why 1s it so profitable to go to war for one’s country,
why are these brave men so loaded with honour and glory?—
simply because there’s a chance of losing a leg! If there wasn’t
this small risk—well, this big risk if you like—why should they
have the heartfelt gratitude of the nativn? Actually you are
an anti-war demonstrator. No, there’s no use denying it. When
you stand about, making no effort to hide your stump, you're
saying to everyone: Look what a terrible thing war is; it takes
off a man’s leg! You should be ashamed of yourself. Wars
are as necessary as they are terrible. Do you want everything
taken away from us? Do you want to see Great Britain full
of foreigners? Would you like to live in the midst of enemies?
Ing short, you ought not to hawk your misery around. You
haven’t the talent for that. . ..”

When he had finished speaking, he went, without looking
at the soldier, through the iron door into his office. But the
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fat man came out and took Fewkoombey, because of his leg,
he said, through one back-yard into a second yard, where he
put him in charge of a dog-kennel.

As a result of this, the soldier walked round and round the
yard every morning and evening, exercising and looking after
the blind men’s dogs. There were quite a number of these
dogs; they were not s‘elected for their ability to lead blind men
(there were less than five such unfortunates in the place), but
for other points, namely whether they would arouse enough
pity from passers-by, i.e. look cheap enough, which, indeed,
partly depended on their feeding. They all looked very cheap.

If Fewkoombey had been asked by a welfare worker what
his profession was, he would have found difficulty in answer-
ing; quite apart from his fears of falling foul of the police. He
could hardly have called himself a beggar. He was an employee
in a concern that sold the accessories for street-begging.

No more attempts were made to make an even tolerably
competent beggar out of him. The experts here had recognised
at first glance that he would never be a success. He had had
luck. Hee possessed none of the qualifications which make a
beggar, but he had one thing which not everyone here could
boast of—a wooden leg; and that was sufficient to secure him
a job.

Now and again he was called into the shop and had to
show a constable from the nearby police-station his wooden
leg. For this purpose thei. was re#lly no need for the leg to be
as genuine as it really was. The man scarcely glanced at it. It
nearly always happened that Polly Peachum, the daughter of
the head of the firm, was present at these visits, and she knew
how to manage the constable.

Generally speakiné, however, it was among the dogs that
the former soldier spent the last six months of life that were
still left to him. After that time he ¢nded Lis meagre existence
in an upusual way, with a rope arc':1d his neck and amid the
approval of a great multitude of people.

The small man, whom he had seen standing at the window
of the shop on the morning of his arrival at this interesting
house, was Mr Jonathan Jeremiah Peachum.

17






BOOK ONE

LOVE AND MARRIAGE OF POLLY PEACHUM

When I was only a simple little girl—

For I once was simple just like you—

I thought: perhaps some day there’ll come someone
And then I'll have to know what to do.

And if he's got money

And if he’s a nice boy

And if his workday collar’s white as snow

And if he knows how a lady should be treated
Then I shall tell him: “No.”

For you must talk about the weather

And never let your feelings show.

The moon will shine all night, as before;
Certginly the boat will be tied to the shore.
But that’s as far as it may go.

O, a girl can’t afford to make herself too cheap!
O, a girl must keep her man well in tow.

Or else all sorts of things might happenl

Ah, the only answer is: No.

The first one whq,c2 2, he wag a man from Kent
And all that a man should be.

The second owned three steamers in the harbour
And the third was wild about me.

And as they'd got money

And as they were nice boys

With their workday collars white as snow

And as they knew how a lady should be treated

I said to all three: “No.”

So I talked about the weather,

Neyer let my feelings show.

And the moon shone all night, as before;
Certainly the boat was tied to the shore,

But that was as far as it could go.

O, a girl can’t afford to make herself too cheapl
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O, I had to keep my man well in tow.
Or else all sorts of things might have'happened!
Ah, the only answer was: No.

But then one fine morning, when the sky was blue,
Came a man who did not sigh
But just hung his hat up on the peg in my bedroom
And I let him, and didn’t know why.
And as he had no money
And as he wasn't a nice boy
And even his Sunday collar wasn’t white as snow
And as he didn’t know how a lady should be treated
To him I couldn’t say No.
Then I didn’t talk about the weather
And I let my feelings show.
Ah, the moon shone all night, as before;
But the boat was cast loose and put out from the shore,
It all had to be just sol
O, sometimes a girl must make herself cheap!
O, sometimes she can’t keep her man in tow.
But then, ah, anything may happen!
And there’s no such word as No.
(Polly Peachum’s Song.)



|

The Beggar's Friend

IN ORDER TO COMBAT the inareasing tight-fistedness of man-
kind, Mr Peachum had opened a shop in which the meanest
beggar could hire accessories guaranteed to soften the stoniest
of hearts.

At first engaged in the sale of second hand musical instru-
ments which he sold or hired to beggars and street-singers, and
then, since the profits were not sufficient, acting as relieving
officer for the parish, he had had ample opportunity to study
the conditions of the poor. The use of his instruments by
beggars was the first thing that gave him food for thought.

Everyone knows that these men use musical instruments to
soften people’s hearts, which is not at all easy. For the better
off a person is, the more difficult it is for him to feel sympathy,
although he is quite reay to pay a high price for a seat at a
concert where he hop?s tu receive his necessary spiritual nour-
ishment. But in the case of a man less well-off, he always has a
penny to spare, and so can afford to allow his heart, hardened
by the fight for existence, to be softened by this or that little
melody.

Yet Jonathan Jeremiah Peachum found again and again
that his clients who hired the tarrel organs and trumpets were
always behindhand with their payments. There are, as has
already<been said, a few things wh..h can soften the hearts %f
people to-day, but the trouble is that after these things have
been used a few times they cease to be effective, for man has
the terrible ability of being able to make himself hard-hearted
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at will when he discovers the disastrous results of his soft-
heartedness. And so it happens, for example, that if a person
sees a man without an arm for the first time, the shock will
make him give twopence, but the second time he will only give
a halfpenny, and if he sees him for the third time he will most
likely hand him cold-bloodedly over to the police.

Peachum had begun in quite a small way.

For a time he had helped with his advice a few beggan,
one-armed, blind or very aged. He sought out situations for
them, places where people gave; for people do not give every-
where and at any time. For example, instead of making music
in June, it was better to go round the parks at night disturb-
ing couples; they paid more willingly.

The beggars who came to Peachum soon found that their
takings were incareasing. So they agreed to give him, for his
trouble, a part of the money they earned.

Now sure of his vocation, he carried his investigations
further.

Fairly soon he discovered that a miserable appearance which
was genuine was far less effective than an artificially assumed
misery. It often happened that people with only one arm were
not, also, possessed of the gift of giving an impression of
misery. On the other hand, more gifted people were often
lacking a stump. Here was an opportunity for initiative.

Peachum prepared a few artificial limbs, mainfed arms and
legs which showed plainly that they had been brutally muti-
lated. These had a staggering success.

After a short time he was able to set up a studio for the
manufacture of such limbs.

Certain shop-keepers, especially delifatessen dealers and
owners of beauty parlors, and also ordinary butchers, willingly
paid a small sum to any beggar with such disgusting deformi-
ties as an inducement to move on. It was but a short step from
tiis humble beginning to higher payments, in return for which
the beggar allowed himself to be sent on to rival establish-
ments. The business fought hard for its existence.

As the records room grew, Peachum, the “beggar’s friend”
22



as he called himself, began monopolising special districts for
certain beggars. Intruders were kept away, in some cases by
force. This new experiment gave Peachum’s enterprise its real
start on the road to success. '

But he did not rest on these laurels. He worked tirelessly
to equip his people for their profession. In certain rooms of
his business premises, now considerably enlarged, the beggars,
who more and more were assuming the status of employees,
were instructed, after eliminating tests, in the arts of twitching,
walking blind, etc. Mr Peachum allowed no stagnation in the
business.

Various fundamental types of human misery were perfected;
victims of progress, victims of war, victims of industrial pros-
perity. They learned to soften hearts, to attract attention, to
pester. Naturally people cannot be expected to give up a
lucrative business, but they are often weak enough to wish to
cover up the results of it.

After nearly twenty-five years of unceasing activity, Peachum
owned three houses and a flourishing concern.

Peach-Blossom

The houses in which Mr Jonathan Jeremiah Peachum ran
his unusual factory had many rooms. Amongst them was a
little pink-distempered room belonging to Miss Polly
Peachum. Two of the four uny rooths in Mr Peachum’s private
house looked out over the street in front; the other two looked
over the yard. But outside these latter ran a wooden balcony,
so their windows had to have linen curtains to prevent people
looking in. And these wmdows were only opened on the hottest
of nights so that a draught could come 1n when the room be-
came stuffy. Polly’s room was or: the second floor, right under-
neath the roof.

Throughout the neighbourhood, * iss Peachum was known
as “the Peach.” She had a very beautiful skin.

When she was fourteen years old, she had been given her
own room on the second floor; people said that this was so that



she shouldn’t see too much of her mother, who was unable to
control her weakness for spirits. From this age, too, she was
addressed as “Miss,” and appeared at certain times in the
front shop, especially when Constable Mitchgin was there. At
first she was, perhaps, too young for this; but as has been said,
she was very beautiful.

Into the other rooms, the sewing-room and the leather-
room, she went very seldom. Her father disapproved of her
going into his workshops. All the same, she knew them and
found nothing of interest there.

Meanwhile the instrument shop flourished greatly, and
everyone said that the fat Mitchgin would have taken far more
interest in her father’s business had it not been for Polly. A
tremendous amount of people went in and out just because of
those few instruments.

Jonathan Jeremiah Peachum was, indeed, relieving officer
for three parishes, but the poor did not like going to him; they
were really too poor for that. Peachumn would have nothing
to do with begging unless it was conducted under his own
direction and according to rules. *

It was, actually, only natural that the Peach should take
some trouble to be nice to the fat Mitchgin, because, after all,
everything was being done for her sake alone. Often enough
she had heard her father say: “If it wasn’t for the child, I
wouldn’t lead this dog’s life for a day longer; certainly not for
you, Emma. Anyway, not'so that you could drink yourself
into your gravel”

Emma was Mrs Peachum, and when her husband thus ex-
pressed his dislike of her little habits, she always said: “Had
I had certain other comforts in my mayried life, not a drop
would have passed my lips. Besides, I could stop today if I
wanted to.”

Children hear a great many conversations like this, and it
nfakes a certain impression on them.

One might think, by the way, that with regard to the
favours (small, as stated) shown by Polly to Mitchgin and
others, she had been bruught up that way. Quite the opposite.
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She could remember no time in her young life when she had
bathed in the tub in the wash-house (the windows were always
curtained) without wearing a night-dress. Mr Peachum did
not approve of her seeing her beautiful skin.

Mr Peachum, also, never dreamed of allowing her to. be

alone outside the parental home, even for five minutes. Of
course she went to school like all other children. But she was
always fetched back by Sam.
. “Your daughter is a mass of sensuality, nothing more,”
said Mr Peachum to his wife after he had once discovered
Polly hanging on the wall of her room a photograph of an
actor which she had cut out of the newspaper. And for years
that remained his opinion of her.

Mrs Peachum had other ideas of sensuality; they were
mainly bitter ones. When her daughter had passed her
eighteenth year, she took her along on her Sunday afternoon
visits to the “Octopus.” This was a public-house of a respect-
able kind which had a little garden behind with three stunted
chestnut trees in it. On Sunday afternoons and evenings a brass
band played there. And there was dancing, highly respectable,
of course, while the mothers sat beside the garden fence knit-
ting.

Here, a girl like Polly could not remain long unnoticed.
Soon she had many suitors, of which two were worthy of
serious consideration. Of "ese twg, Mr Beckett was the first
and Mr Smiles the pleasanter. Nevertheless, Mr Beckett’s
prospects began to improve because of, and with the advent of,
Mr Smiles.

Mr Beckett was a short, thick-set man, with a head shaped
like a radish. He wose spats over his shoes and carried an
extraordinarily thick stick, which he scarcely ever let out of his
plump hands. His complexion was not of the healthiest; he
was not to be compared with Mr Smiles, who was much
younger 'and had the healthy colour of young people who go
rowing on the Thames. But Beckett was a business man and
Smiles was a clerk in a solicitor’s office, and because of that
Mr Beckett inspired Mrs Peachum with far greater confidence
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than his rival. Young people like Smiles have no sense of
responsibility; they mostly live only for the day, given over
entirely to their own enjoyment. What would have been the
use of insisting that such a good-for-nothmg young fellow
should try to consolidate himself in his profession; what was a
profession to him?

In the spring the Peach went to evening classes in house-
keeping. One night, on the wav home, Mr Smiles suddenly
appeared beside her. He pushed her against a doorway and
talked to her, with his arms outstretched to right and left of
her, and the palms of his hands pressed against the wall. For
the most part he contented himself with enjoying her fra-
grance. He himself did little more.

Since Mrs Peachum guessed something of this, she went
thoroughly through her daughter’s washing once a month and
showed her preference in every way for Mr Beckett. Mr
Beckett was a timber merchant, a gentleman of sound prin-
ciples. Energetically patronised by Mrs Peachum, he came well
to the fore—and not only outwardly. The attraction of a good-
looking man was counterbalanced by the no lesser attraction
of a prosperous merchant.

His grip about the hips at dancing was, also, astonishing
for a timber merchant. It was just these little tendernesses,
winked at by the mother, that seemed to promise bigger and
better things to come. And yet Mr Beckett never got far
beyond such innocent intimacies.

He was at a disadvantage with Mr Smiles because he was
an extremely busy man, and so did not have as much time to
spare as the latter. He could not always get away.

All the same, he soon noticed that the,Peach was inclined to
take him seriously. Fortunately he had less reason for object-
ing to a genuine marriage than most people. He invited Mrs
Peachum and her daughter to a picnic by the Thames, which
tdok place one Sunday morning. It neatly fell through, how-
ever, because Mr Peachum came home at five o’clock on the
Saturday evening in a state of great distress. In a pitiable voice
he demanded camomile tea, before going to bed and got
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his wife to lay a brick wrapped in hot damp cloths on his
stomach.

For some time past he had been involved in a transaction
which lay outside his usual range of activities; it had to do
with some sort of transport-ships. The business did not seem
to be progressing favourably, and any worry always upset his
stomach. But on Sunday morning he went, although still very
weak, to church with his wife and daughter, and then straight
on to a conference. The ladies were lucky; he seemed to be in
serious difficulties.

For the expedition, Mr Beckett, who arrived dressed in a
white suit, had hired a hansom. He had had considerable diffi-
culty in securing a vehicle with such a narrow seat.

On the drive out, Mrs Peachum squeezed herself in between
Beckett and Polly; but when they reached their destination,
the basket, which had been wedged in between the three pairs
of feet, revealed, in addition to hard-boiled eggs, ham sand-
wiches and a cold chicken, three bottles of gin; and so it hap-
pened that Mr Beckett was happily seated beside Polly on the
homeward* journey.

It was raining a little; the rug in which they were wrapped
was not quite large enough; and Mrs Peachum, in a bass voice,
urged on the driver, for it was getting on towards two
o’clock.

The parting from the tv > ladies in front of the "Octopus”
was short, and no further meetmg was arranged. Except for
the rain on his square head, the timber merchant stood, at the
parting, in exactly the same posture as ¢ the beginning of the
little expedition; but he was no longer thc same man. During
the following week he, to whom time meant money, sat every
evening with the exception of Thursday in the “Octopus”; one
evening he even came there twice. Mrs Pcachum alone saw
him three times at different hours of ‘he day, standing in Old
Oak Street and supporting himself on 11s heavy stick which hé
propped against his back with both hands. Actually, he stared
most of the time at the sign with “INSTRUMENTS” on it.

He was studying the house.
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While he waited for the Peach, he observed closely the
activities of this remarkable shop. He saw normal, healthy
men enter the door, and others emerge propelling little cripple
trucks. He soon saw that they were not others at all. They
had been changed into cripples. The nature of the business
gradually dawned on him. He realised that it must be a gold-
mine.

Mrs Peachum, who watched him from behind a window
on the first floor, had her own thoughts about the persistent
suitor.

He appeared to be expecting some move from the Peach’s
side which was not forthcoming. His view, that something
had happened on the picnic which must have certain results,
was apparently not shared by a certain person. When Miss
Peachum came home from her evening classes in housekeeping,
she used an entrance which lay in another street.

Quite often she hurried away to meet Smiles. It was fun
sauntering with him through the park in the eyening when the
benches were full of couples. He said nice things to her and
took a great interest in her appearance. There was a’particular
place on her neck which he liked to be able to see, otherwise
the dress was “unsuitable.” He said she would drive him mad.

He always came very punctually to their rendezvous, and
rather hastily. That gave the impression that he had a great
deal of business to attendato.

In those days the Peach really blossomed out for the first
time. It was spring. Polly used to go into the workrooms in a
light blue dress with white spots and watch the candle-grease
being ironed into clothes so that they would look dirty; and if
the overworked girls in the narrow, timbledown room with
its two skylights made disrespectful remarks, she would lift up
her skirts and show a little white behind.
¢ She played around with the dogs in the yard and.laughing
gaily, gave them funny names. One of them, a fox terrier, she
called Smiles. The miserable plum-tree in the yard she sud-
denly discovered to be beautiful. She sang when she washed
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in the morning, and she was in love, but not with anyone
special.

With her full-moon face propped on her hands, she lay
every evening on her window-seat and read novels.

“Oh!” she. sighed, “how dreadful is this scene with Elvira
—the pure, beautiful girl, ighting against her sinful thoughts
She loves her lover, the brave, athletic man; she loves him from
the depths of her heart, with the strongest and noblest feelings,
and yet there are passions deep within her, dark, sensual pas-
sions, that are not far different from sinful desires! ‘W hat will
happen to me with this handsome man?’ she often sighs. ‘And
where will it happen to me?’ And my case is like Eluvira’s, only
far worse. For I am not in love and yet I have these desires.
Can I say that my lover has aroused them in me? I cannot
say so. I have not been swept away by his handsomeness—
one could hardly speak of handsomeness in connection with
Mr Beckett—nor by the bravery of Mr Smiles. I get up from
my feather bed in the morning, and when I'm washing, such
desires come over me—and they are wicked desires—that even
Mr Beckett and Mr Smiles seem handsome to me! If it goes
on much longer, when I lie in my innocent pink-distempered
room with the sheets drawn right up under my chin and I
imagine such scenes—I dare not even mention my dreams—
then I fear that my fleshly desires will drag me down to the
gutter where, as I have b -n told, so many wretches end. A
few more such nights and it will have to be old one-legged
George in the yard! But after all, MT Beckett cannot be such
a bad match. Yet what can I do to keep ~'p that appearance of
pure affection which he will expect from Fkis future wife? How
can I meet his eyes wit‘z a clear gaze which will quell any base
desires he may have had, desires which can never, never be
fulfilled before one’s marriage?”’

The decision of the Peach to marry the timber merchant had
been arrived at without any great deli..crations. The extremely
practical common-sense of the daughter of Mr Peachum had
selected {rom her suitors the steadier and more dependable of
the two.
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All the same, the charming Mr Smiles managed again and
again to meet Miss Peachum. He even tried to persuade her
to live with him in a furnished room; which gave her the
definite impression that he was not economically capable of
supporting a wife. When she came for the second time and
left the house with him, she was seen by Mr Beckett.

The next day Mrs Peachum opened a very interesting letter
from the latter in which he entreated Polly to arrange a meet-
ing with him, and openly reminded her of a vertain occurrence
at the picnic. The tone of the letter was extremely unpleasant.

Mrs Peachum arranged things so that Mr Beckett should
meet her daughter again in the “Octopus” on the next Sun-
day. She knew nothing much about Smiles and would not
have believed the truth had anyone told her; she only kept on
trying to think how she could warn her daughter in a delicate
way against submitting too soon to the timber merchant, whom
she had chosen as her son-in-law. During the night, and espe-
cially towards morning as she lay in bed beside her undersized
husband, she would picture to herself with pleasure the marital
embraces between her daughter and Beckett—or rather Jimmy,
as she now called the timber merchant.

Her worries were unnecessary.

At the round iron table nnder the chestnut trees the guests
sat tightly packed together, except when there was dancing,
and then Polly and Mr Beckett danced too. This made con-
versation difficult. Nevertheless Mr Beckett succeeded in draw-
ing the two ladies apart.

The timber merchant ordered himself a portion of sheep’s
liver with oil and vinegar. While he was skilfully preparing
his dish, he brought the conversation found to Stanford Sills,
the murderer, to whom the newspapers had attributed several
recent murders in the neighbourhood of the West India Docks.
The two ladies knew the name and exchanged surmises with
Mr Beckett as to what this man looked like.

Mr Beckett spoke very knowledgeably about this gentleman
for whose murders the police had never found a satisfactory
motive and whom, so it was said, the underworld held in
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almost supernatural awe. It had actually happened that certain
ciminals whom the police were after had surrendered them-
selves voluntarily at Scotland Yard because they felt that they
were being followed by the “Knife,” as Stanford lels was
nicknamed by the dregs of the docks.

Polly knew exactly what he looked like and described him
to the timber merchant.

He was fair and slim as a lath, and so elegant that even in
dock-labourer’s clothes he looked like a gentleman in disguise.
He was kind to women.

Polly conversed brilliantly. Mr Beckett had made a deep
impression on her.

The two danced energetically and Mrs Peachum only heard
parts of their conversation. To her surprise her daughter spoke
solely of Mr Smiles and how charming he was. She could
plainly see how Mr Beckett was sweating through his collar.

Polly seemed to have him well hooked.

On the next morning, he was again standing in the street
opposite the shop. In the afternoon he permitted himself a call
on Mrs Peachum—to her great embarrassment for she was
afraid of Mr Peachum, who had no idea of the affair and to
whom it would have to be broken carefully.

Mr Beckett sat on the edge of the red plush sofa in the
drawing-room and warned Mrs Peachum against Smiles who
was not a nice young man, —ather debauched, and always run-
ning after women. He ‘asked whether Smiles had been pester-
ing Polly with letters, and seemed anxious to rake out the
stove in search of charred billets doux.

As he was leaving, he met Polly on the steps and accom-
panied her to her class. She chattered of her home, of the great
number of people always going in and out, and of the young
gentlemen in the costumes department with whom she was
very popular because she was never horrid to them.

It seerned to the timber merchant ti.at she had blue circlés
round her eyes. That depressed him very much.

He saw her now, in his mind’s eye, in a huge house like
a dovecote, with innumerable doors out of which young men
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were always coming—in fact, a rather unsuitable house for a
young girl. At the back of his mind rankled the remembrance
of the occurrence at the picnic, or, to be more precise, on the
way back from the picnic. This was an occurrence of which
he never spoke, either now—or later, when a series of beavy
and successive blows of fate kept him from any lengthy con-
versation with his wife; but it weighed upon him heavily. It
had injected him with a doubt as to her innocence and with a
peculiar interest in the same.

He had seldom been so smitten by any woman as he was
by the Peach. There were several circumstances which +on-
tributed to this happy state.

“It 1s quite wrong,” he said to himself, as he examined his
feelings, “tu ask oneself whether one is marrying a girl for her
money or for herself. It often happens that both are the case.
There are few things about a girl so attractive as a dowry.
Without her money, I should naturally still want her, bur not
perhaps with quite the same passion.”

The timber merchant was no novice in affairs of the heart.
He had already had several wives—often simultaneously. But
he had little time for adventures, for he was mixed up with
extremely dangervus company and had serious worries. A fresh
marriage was essential for him; his shops were not prospering.

At this time he had several newspaper-cuttings in his breast-
pocket, describing an interview that a journalist had had with
the Commissioner of Polide about the mnurderer Stanfora Sills,
whom people called the “Knife.” These cuttings had been
sent to him anonymously and he had been very disturbed by
them. For that reason he left the words, which had been on
his lips, unspoken.

Abnut a week later, through the madchinations of a certain
Mr Coax, Mr Jonathan Jeremiah Peachum became involved
in desperate financial difficulties, and his thoughts auto-
ruatically turned to his charming daughter.



II

And now they’re off to the war

And they all need cartridges badly

And of course there are plenty of nice kind people
WEPh~'ll find them the cartridges gladly

“Mo ammunition, no warl

Leave that to us, my sons!

You go to the front and fight,

We'll make you munitions and guns.”

And they made munitions in piles
And there wasn’t a war to be tound
And of course there were plenty of nice kind people
Who conjured one out of the ground.
*“Of you go, dear boy, to the front!
For they threaten your native sod
March, for your mothers and sisters,
For your King and for your Godl”
(War-Song.)

The Need of Fer Mujesty’s Government

WILLIAM CoAx was A BROKER by profession. According to
his visiting-card he had an office somewhere in the City; but
scarcely anyone went there, and he himself very seldom used
it. He had really no réason to, for only a pale, ineffectual girl
sat there with an old typewriter “vith battered keys, and she did
nothing because there was never anything to type. The girl
only sat there to wait for the post, . Jd that was delivered :0
the office so that Mr Coax never need tell anyone his home-
address. He never received anyone at home and conducted all
his business in a restaurant.
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He used to say: “I don't need any organisation. I only
handle big business!” He never touched anything dirty; he
always wore gloves. Also he wore a striking light grey ready- -
made suit, and violet socks and a scarlet tie. He believed that
people took him for an officer in mufti; so he always walked
very erect.

But even if he had no expensive staff to keep up, he was
not without helpers. In certain Government ofhces there sat
various people who were just as useful to hin. as a lot of im-
pertinent and lazy clerks. '

One such helper he had, for example, in the Admiralty.

From him, he learned one day that Her Majesty’s Govern-
ment was in great need. It was in need of transport-ships to
transport troops to Cape Town. Coax immediately decided to
do his best to supply that need.

Since this was. to be a marine transaction, he went to a
public-house which seamen of an inferior quality—ready-made
seamen—frequented, and he enquired round for a few of the
oldest possible ships. He soon heard of some. They belonged
to the shipping firm of Brookley & Brookley, who carried on a
sort of ready-made shipping business.

In London at this time there were a great many people who
were not very conscientious in complying with the Govern-
ment’s request that the business world should give its support
to the war against the Boers. They were quite ready to sell jam
to the Government; but they were not prepared to eat it them-
selves. Mr Coax did not belong to this company. He had
no desire to enrich himself at the expense of his country’s mis-
fortune and thereby become involved in harmless but tiresome
investigations which would necessitate a show of offices and
typewriters. Anyone elsc with a friend at the Admiralty would
have offered to the Government the ships which Mr Coax had
heard of in the public-house. They were spacious and, as a
tactful inquiry at Brookley & Brookley confirmed, ch=ap.

In the short interview which the broker had with Brookley
& Brookley about the ships which were for sale, nothing else
was discussed except the tonnage and the price. Neither did
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Coax ask any further question, nor did the shippers say any-
thing about the condition of the ships. All three gentlemen
could have sworn that at any time and before any court.

There was never any suggestion of Mr Coax buying the
ships of Messrs Brookley & Brookley, in spite of their cheapness
and capaciousness. He knew a great number of people who
would be willing to pay a good price for cargo-boats. Freights
were very high on account of the war. There were very few
ships for sale and these few were very expensive. But of course
no one who wanted decent ships would have thought of apply-
ing to a firm of shippers like Brookley & Brookley.

Mr Coax was urgently looking for decent ships, not actually
for the Government but for private firms. The need of the
Government for transports was purely a side-line for him and
was only of interest to him in connection with certain private
undertakings of his owtn. He spent a whole week on a further
search.

He discovered three more ships suitable for transports, which
were newer and in every way more reliable than the others.
To achiete this, he had to make several journeys, one being
to Southampton, and when he did find these vessels, they all
belonged to different owners and were not at all cheap; but
they looked quite like ships.

Mr Coax made a note of these ships and travelled back to
London.

There he again took up the ciuestion of how he could
satisfy the Government’s need. But, as we shall see, he did not
neglect his own interests in so doing. His interests were, and
remained, solely concerned with obtaining at the cheapest pos-
sible price a few good cargo-boats like those he had seen at
Southampton.

In connection with the Government affair, Mr Coax spoke
in London before several business meén whom he had called
together for that purpose. It was not difficult to find sueh
people. London was seething with initiative. The City was
afire to stand by the country in its fight with the Boers. The
Government was an absolutely ideal customer.
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Mr Peachum learned of the need of Her Majesty’s Govern-
ment in the company of four or five other gentlemen who
were as eager as himself to read a command in the Govern-
ment’s every wish.

They all met in a good middle-class restaurant in Kensing-
ton. They found that they had amongst them a real baronet,
a bookmaker, a director of a cotton-mill in Lancashire, a
restaurant-keeper, an owner of house property, a sheep-farmer
and the proprietor of a large business whicl: dealt in second-
hand musical instruments.

They each gave their orders and Mr William Coax made
a little speech.

“The position of our country,” he began, “is a serious
one. As you all know, the war in South Africa began because
peaceful British citizens were suddenly attacked without prov-
ocation. The troops of Her Majesty which immediately
marched to their defence have everywhere been attacked in
the most underhand manner and have been bloodily insulted
in their attempt to protect British possessions. Ypu have all
read of the counter-attacks which our Govemmens‘zcause of
their exaggerated forebearance and love of peace—an attitude
now no longer understandable—have kept deferring. To-day,
some time after the beginning of the war, England is fight-
ing against a mob of mad farmers for no less a prize than the
possession of her overseas dominions. In the town of Mafeking,
English troops are besleged by a huge army of Boers and are
fighting for their lives. Whoever of you is on the Stock Ex-
change will know what that means. Gentlemen, the object of
this meeting is the relief and liberation of the town of Mafe-
king! (Applause.) Gentlemen, the hour has arrived when Brit-
ish business men must have sang-froid, courage and initiative!
Must the heroism of our young men go unrewarded because
you show yourselves lacking in these qualities? Who wages a
dar? The soldier and the business man! Each in his cwn place.
The Government understands nothing about business. The
Government says: We need transports. We say: Very well, here
are the transports. The Government says: You know about such
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things, how much do transports cost? We can soon find out, we
say: They cost so-and-so much. The Government does not bar-
gain, they know that the money stays in the country. There
should be no bargaining among friends. It’s all the same
whether one person has the money or another. The Govern-
ment and their business representatives are friends. There is a
bond between them and they trust one another. ‘You can’t do
that,’ says the one to the other, ‘let me do it. If ever I can’t do
anything, you shall do it.” Thus arises trust, thus arise equal in-
terests. ‘Look here, Billy,” says the Secretary of State for such-
and-such to me over a cigarette, ‘my wife can’t manage with her
twelve rooms, what shall I do?’ ‘Don’t worry about little things
like that,’ I say, ‘you look after your work.” And I arrange the
matter for him! Then you read in the papers that the Secretary
of State has made such-and-such a speech for the welfare of the
country, which has advanced us a little in the world, and in
Africa or India or somewhere something great happens which
has enormously enhanced the prestige of our country. ‘You
must be free from all worries, Charles,’ I say, ‘in the interests
of the country. No petty troubles or money bothers. I am a
homely, simple business man, I don’t want to have my name
in the newspapers, I don’t want any public recognition, I only
want to help you, quietly and unrecognised, in your great work
for the advancement of our country. I want to do my bit!l’
And just like me, gentlemen, thousands of other business men
are working, quietly and unknowh, but, may I be allowed to
say, tenaciously and resourcefully. The business man supplies
the ship, the soldier embarks on il, The business man is
resourceful, the soldier brave. Gentlemen, without long-winded
discussion, let us found a Marine Transport Company.”

Mr Coax's speech met with instant success. The restaurant-
keeper thanked him in the names of the others and in the
name of England for showing them the way their duty lay; and
after discussing a few practical details, a preliminary contract
was drawn up. The waiter brought pens and ink, and the
bookmaker wrote. The three ships belonging to Brookley &
Brookley, which Mr Coax had mentioned, were to be bought
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as quickly as possible and put into proper order. The purchase
price was to be divided into Eight (8) equal portions and was
to be paid over in cash immediately on completion of the deal.

When they had got as far as this, a deep silence fell on the
table. Now came the question of allotting the share of the
profits, more especially Coax’s share, he having brought the
business to them. They ordered a further supply of cigars and
beer.

Then the textile manufacturer spoke casually, gazing at the
blue smoke of his Corona:

“It seems to me that the net profits should be divided by
eight because we're eight, aren't we? And our friend Coax
should receive in addition a commission of, shall we say—ten
per cent of the price the Government pay.”

The other gentlemen looked at Coax, though not all of
them. Coax tilted back in his chair and said, smiling:

“That’s a good joke.”

His demands were, as the astonishment of his audience testi-
fied, considerable. It took two hours to discuss them. Even
then they were not appreciably less, and all had the fegling that
two years’ discussion would make no difference. The com-
mission was to be twenty-five per cent.

When the gentlemen, with many sighs and with an ex-
pression as though they were signing the death-sentence of
their nearest and dearest, had set their names to the document,
they parted quickly and each went home.

Peachum had received a very favourable impression of the
whole transaction, and especially of Mr. Coax'’s resourcefulness
with regards to the division of the profits. Such bargaining
could only be because the business was a sound one.

Troubles of Which the Man in the Street Never Dreams

On a foggy morning, and in one of the numerous small,
baze, yellow-furnished offices that abound in the City, a con-
ference took place between five gentlemen. The frosted-glass
door which gave entrance to the office bore in gold letters the
legend: “Brookley & Brookley, Shippers.”
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Two of the gentlemen present were Brookley and Brookley,
colourless, indecisive creatures, who showed an almost ex-
-aggerated fear of taking the responsibility for any decision
affecting both of them. For they each had the other’s welfare
at heart, and each seemed to be oppressed by the conviction
that he was too weak to bear his reciprocal responsibility.

Anyone who knew what was what in the City handled
these two brothers like raw eggs. Mr Coax knew what was
what in the City. A contract was being drawn up whereby the
freighters, “Lovely Anna,” “Young Sailorboy” and “Optimist”
passed into the hands of the new company for a total considera-
tion of Eight thousand two hundred pounds (£8,200). The
inspection of the ships was arranged for the next Thursday.
Immediately after it, the contract was to be signed and the
purchase price paid over.

“I should be glad to see you all there,” said one Mr Brook-
ley, “but I hardly think that is necessary in the case of these
ships.”

So everything was satisfactorily arranged.

Therefose, Brookley and Brookley were astonished when
on the following morning Mr Coax called at the office again.
After securing a pledge of the strictest secrecy, he made, on his
own behalf, another offer for the ships, in case the deal dis-
cussed yesterday did not come to fruition. The brothers were in
a state of considerable excitement.

On Wednesday afterrfoon one of the Mr Brookleys spoke to
Eastman, the owner of housing-estate, because his was the only
address he knew, and inquired hopefully whether the contract
could not be cancelled; they had had a new offer and he could
not take it upon himself to commit his brother to adhere to the
old price. _

Eastman expressed his regret on behalf of the Company, and
Brookley murmured something about Thursday six o’clock,
when he would again be free to negotia.e if everything should
not prove satisfactory. Eastman immediately informed the
others and exhorted them to be punctual. But on Thursday
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morning Mr Coax invited Eastman to coffee in a restaurant
and informed him that he could not pay in his money until
Saturday morning.

As aresult of this, an excited meeting took place in another
restaurant at two o'clock, just before the inspection, in which
the textile manufacturer heatedly demanded that either Mr
Coax should produce his money or a completely new arrange-
ment should be made. At the same time he offered to take over
Coax’s commitments and share of the profits.

Eastman, in giving his criticism, dealt with these suggestions
in two parts; with the one, the ultimatum to Coax, he thor-
oughly agreed, with the other—the offer—he disagreed. He de-
clared himself ready to take over Coax’s share.

Several others of the seven declared themselves equally
ready. That Coax, if he did not produce his eighth, should
lose his share in the Company, was clear to all—except Coax.
He expressed some doubts, though weak ones. At last they
were all agreed that the business should simply be divided into
seven parts instead of eight, and Coax should only receive his
commission.

This decision seemed to hit Coax hard, for he was taken
suddenly ill and went home to go to bed. He declared that he
could not accompany them on the inspection.

For the inspection, Eastman had engaged an ex-ship’s en-
gineer, a tall, haggard man by the name of Bile, who had
drunk himself out of cvety job he had ever had. They met him
near the docks and then, on Eastman'’s advice, gave him some
more drinks so that he would be in a good mood and report the
old hulks thoroughly worm-eaten.

They met the brothers Brookley in their counting-house,
and it was not far from there to the ships.

These were huge gloomy hulks, dating back to the days of
Nelson. There are always people who hoard old things: hats,
ligar-boxes, cradles, etc., either fronr pure sentimemt or from
mere stupidity. Some such people must have taken a fancy to
these ships. The astonishing thing was that they still floated on
the dirty water, in spite of the saying that all things pass away.
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Apparently they had been left undisturbed for years, or for
decades. But now several thousand Tommies were waiting
somewhere in the Transvaal to be relieved; so they would have
to be moved. They would probably be glad of it. )

The “Young Sailorboy” lay nearest to the shore and the
‘commission boarded her.

The gangway was of wood, there was no doubt about that.
The deck did not look very inviting, but was also of wood, just
as in a proper ship.

"Not one of the visitors was a sailor. If any of them had
been, nothing would have induced him to go down the com-
panion. He would have been afraid of breaking his neck.

Inside the ship, rats were skipping about like lambs on the
Welsh mountains. They were enormous fat beasts who, in
spite of their great age, had never seen a man, and so were
unaware of any danger.

Engineer Bile had been prepared to expose, with cynical
frankness, the various tricks by which unsaupulous ship-
owners are wont to disguise a floating coffin as a luxurious
pleasure yacht. “And what is this, gentlemen?”’ he had been in-
tending to say, tearing down this contraption or that. But now
he just stood around, helpless and exhausted, and kept opening
his mouth. A child could have seen what was the matter here.

That from which the “Young Sailorboy” was suffering
could no longer, with the b~st will in the world, be described as
a temporary affliction. ° *

Of the ten men, not one moved so much as a step away
from the iron companion ladder. For r~t one of them would
have dared to support himself against the ship’s side had he
tripped over any of the rotting objects that lay all around.
He would have been afraid of his hand simply going through
the wood.

Eastman suddenly said, loudly and gaily, “Yes, yes.” It
echoed as in a disused attic. .

And then one of the Mr Brookleys said quite calmly:

“After all, one must not go by externals. The chief thing
is, whether the ship is seaworthy and can stand a bit of a sea.”
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There are some people who have the capacity for remaining
entirely uninfluenced by the feelings of others, who can remain
completely immune from actualities and can speak their
thoughts, openly and freely, without regard for time and place.
Such men are born to be leaders.

The Marine Transport Company returned to land as though
in a bad dream. They scarcely gave a glance to the “Lovely
Anna” and the “Optimist,” which latter was, perhaps, the most
derelict of the three.

When they were all sitting once more in the office of
Brookley & Brookley, one of the Mr Brookleys made a short
speech.

“Gentlemen,” he said, looking out of the window, “I have
the impression that you were expecting something better, al-
though you knew the price, and that you are somehow dis-
appointed and are not quite satisfied with the transaction.”

He cast a hasty glance round and, since no one contradicted
him, continued:

“If that is so, I would advise you under no circumstances
to go against the inner voice of yours which says: I.eave well
alone!” If the matter is pressing, you will be hard put to it to
secure other ships at this time, especially at the price. But if
you have time to look round and can wait a few months, you
would most certainly ind something more likely to suit your
requirements. By a happy coincidence Brookley & Brookley
can immediately dispose df the ships elsewhere; as I told Mr
Eastman yesterday, we have had another offer and would not
be at all sorry to see yours withdrawn. Under the circumstances
we might even consider a small compensation. It is now half-
past five; at a quarter past six my brother and I have another
conference. We can and must, thereiore, come to a quick
decision.”

“The ships are worth two hundred pounds at the most,
and they are certainly not seaworthy,” said Bile calmly.

Mr Brookley glanced at his watch.

“You hear what your advisor says. We have no reason to
contradict him. We wouldn't think of forcing the ships on
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you. We are not in the position to accept any responsibility for
them. Perhaps, from the point of view of an expert, it would
‘be best to sell them as firewood. In which case the two hun-
dred pounds of which your advisor speaks would be about
right. And so, gentlemen, if I were you, I would not waste any
more time deliberating.” )

And he left the room with his brother.

As soon as the two were outside, Eastman said in an under-
tone:

‘These are the only ships obtainable. We mustn’t forget
that. Even so I would withdraw, were it not for the fact
that I am convinced that this other bid comes from none other
than our friend Coax. We have been too hard on him. And
now he is trying to put the deal through with other partners.
With stupider ones.”

The eyes of several people in the room were suddénly
opened. Five minutes later they stood, pen in hand, round
the contract.

On the way home, Eastman said to the engineer:

“As a layman it’s difficult to understand how anyone could
get out to sea in an old barrel like that. One would naturally
think that that rotten stuff would crumple up in the water
like paper. These modern methods are marvellous. They always
manage to make something out of nothing. I'll bet that
when we've painted the shins up and put a few things right,
they’ll sail just as well #5 any other $hips. Really, the layman
has no conception of what can be done nowadays.”

And after a few steps in silence, he continued, half to
himself:

“It’s monstrous the way one is always up against competi-
tion. There is no busindss, however dirty, which, if one man
turns it down, another won’t jump at. One has to be prepared
to stomach anything to make a decent living. If une weakens,
even for q second, one is done for. C:ly iron discipline ands
self~control can carry a man through. On the other hand, one
can’t expect something for nothing. If one wants to be what
is popularly called ‘respectable,” one must shovel mud or carry
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bricks. Yes, as soon as a man gets out of the rut, he has
worries which the poorer man in the street never even dreams
of.

All for the Sake of the Child

Mr Peachum was troubled by Mr Coax’s absence from the
inspection. He was unable to get to sleep and passed a bad
night.

He was involved in the purchase of chree decaying ships,
his share representing about half a ship, and it all depended
on Mr Coax as to whether the money was being thrown away
or not. To a man like Peachum, “to be in a person’s hands”
meant the same as “to be in a python’s toils” does to a
rabbit. The question was: would Mr Coax be able to dispose
of the ships? Why hadn’t he been present at the inspection,
or at any rate at the signing of the contract? They had
pushed him out of the transaction; he was no longer a partner
but only a broker.

Once, Mr Peachum got up, ostensibly to see if all the
lights were turned off, but really because of an inward disquiet.
He was not in a position to be able to afford the smallest loss.
The worst of it was that, at the loss of even the smallest sum
of money, he lost all confidence in himself. He trusted no one,
so why should he trust himself?

All the lights were turned off, but Polly’'s window on to
the veranda was open. He could see ler in the darkness, lying
in bed. Angrily he pulled down the window from the outside.

“Why am I doing all this?” he asked himself as he climbed
into bed again. “Only for the sake of the child. I shall
have to dismiss two more of the women from the workshop.
The place stinks of laziness. I can't afford to keep all these
people. They go on sewing and sewing, whether the beggars
come or not. They don't have to run any risks. Polly could

do a bit of work, too. What does she think she is? This Coax
isn’t to be trusted an inch. We ought never, never to have
listened to him. It's a dirty trick to suggest a business like
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that and then leave a person in the lurch. I'd twist his neck
for him, but what use would that be?”

He sat up suddenly, perspiring:

“Oh, what a damned fool I am. I shall finish up on the
Embankment yet. Why ever did I do business with a man
whose neck I can’t twist?”

The next morning Peachum went to Eastman and the two
of them went on to Coax’s office in the City. The pale typist
actually had the effrontery to say that Coax had gone away.
And the office, which Peachum had not seen before, made a
depressing impression of him. It was the office of a ookl

The rest of that morning was torture for Peachum.

He had come into this business because the Government
was to be swindled. That had endowed him with a blind faith
in it. Deals of this sort were usually safe. To swindle other
people was, after all, the honest aim of every business man.
Only the world was always so much wickeder than one
thought. There seemed to be no limit to evilness. That was
Peachum’s deepest conviction, his only one.

But afier lunch Eastman came with the news that every-
thing was quite in order. Coax was already back again or else
hadn’t been away at all, and that afternoon he was going to
inspect the ships with his friend from the Admiralty. The
others were to await his return in a certain restaurant.

To inspect the ships! . rat was_a fresh piece of bad news.
The seven men who sat waiting in the restaurant looked
exactly as though they themselves had been condemned to sail
aboard the “Optimist.”

At half-past five Coax came into the restaurant, wearing a
new flaming red tie and looking as dishonest and shifty as pos-
sible, and he pulled out of his breast pocket a signed and
stamped contract with the Admira!ty and a cheque for Five
thousand pounds (£5,000) payable |mmed1ately to the Marme
Transport Company.

The Secretary of State had not had time to inspect the ships.

“Between men of honour, such formalities are unnecessary,”
explained Coax lightly. “Oh! I nearly forgot to tell you.
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I've spent two thousand pounds of your money. I gave it to
Hale for his fund for the distressed families of Government
officials. He said that one thousand was enough, but I thought
that a well-oiled machine always runs better.”

He was in a capital humour. He had been in Southampton
again that day and had secured an option on the freighters
there. Everything was going like clockwork. Mr Coax was
proposing to teach the gentlemen of the Marine Transport
Company a moral lesson. He already saw the Southampton
ships bowling along under full sail. '

The procedure, Mr Coax explained to the partners, was to
be as follows: the ships were to be officially handed over to
the Government as soon as possible; reconstruction and repairs
could be started on after the handing over. The final payment
would only be made by the Government when everything was
in perfect order.

They all agreed willingly.

It was decided to start on the renevation of the “Lovely
Anna,” the “Young Sailorboy” and the “Optimist” forth-
with. A small amount of repairing, painting and so forth
was unavoidable. “After all, they've got ro last for a voyage
of several thousand sea miles,” said Coax seriously.

That part of the business was allotted to Eastman. It
would cost a few hundred pounds, or perhaps a few thousand.
As it transpired, they had all becn somewhat worried and
were now inclined to countenance a certain extravagance, even
Peachum.

So far all was well, so well that Peachum was surpised
when the sheep farmer visited him a few days later and de-
clared thar he could not carry on with the business because he
needed all his available money for army supplies. After a long
discussion Peachum agreed to take over his share, so that now
he owned two-sevenths of the company. That’was an un-
eXpected stroke of luck.

But then came disturbing news from the Admiralty.

The bearer of the news was Eastman, who had spoken to
Coax in a restaurant. Apparently there had arisen subsequent
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difficulties about the contract with the Government. The
Secretary of State had been approached from certain quarters
with a suggestion that a commission of engineers should be
appointed to inspect the ships. So far the Secretary of State
had resisted this suggestion, but he had now decided that he
would at least like to see the vessels himself. Everything
depended on this not happening until the repairs were suffi-
ciently advanced.

This piece of news was the cause of Peachum returning
before the picnic with every sign of physical collapse and
retiring to bed with hot-water bottles and camomile tea.

A week of breath-taking ncgotiations followed. Everything
was made more difficult by Coax refusing to give any address.
When asked, he said that he was just in the process of moving.

All the partners of the Company spent their time travelling
backwards and forwards between their homes and the docks.
The renovations were proceeding extremely slowly. Discoveries
were made in the hold of the “Lovely Anna” which made the
carpenters’ hair stand on end. And the “Young Sailorboy"
concealed*an interior that sent shivers down their backs. While
the condition of the “Optimist” was such that the contractors
were still unable to come to a decision as to whether ladders
could be placed against her sides without danger to the
workers.

In additior: to all thi' there were rumours and reports
going round in the nelghbourhood of the docks. The car-
penters made no secret of their discoveries when they sat at
their meals; and hints from Eastman t! at such talk was trea-
sonable merely evoked laughter. The carpenters were all
soaked in socialism.

It was already plain that the cost of repairs would amount
to a good five or six thousand poun fs.

During that week Pearnum met C>1x at Eastman’s. Peachum
invited lim to dinner at his house Now, more than ever,
everything depended upon Coax. Coax wore an expression of
complete confidence. During the dinner, at which Eastman
was also present, Coax met Polly for :he first time. He was a
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skirt-hunter of the worst sort, and one of those, too, who
strongly disapprove of that failing in others.

Peachum had begun to hear all sorts of things about his
affairs, which were all confined to women of the lowest type
and which always narrowly escaped the attentions.of the law.
This, too, if he had heard it in time, would have deterred
Peachum from doing business with Coax. Business people
whose hearts are not always in their work, are heading for
a fall. But as things stood, the only thing to do now was to
humour Coax.

Polly showed her best side. She conversed with Coax like
a lady. After the coffee she even went so far as to sit down at
the piano and sing a patriotic song in her pretty, rather tinny
voice. Later Coax did not want to go home and he persuaded
Eastman, and even Peachum, to make a tour of a few night
haunts with him. He set his grey velour hat at a rakish angle,
and on his haggard grey cheeks stood two unhealthy patches
of red. Mr Peachum went out beside him as though to a
funeral. He would rather have gone to the docks where, at a
considerably increased cost, they were working nigh:-shifts as
well.

In the night clubs, Coax behaved like a libertine and not
like a business man. He also paid for everything.

On the next day, he brought the news that Hale of the
Admiralty had officially accepted the ships, “Lovely Anna,”
“Young Sailorboy” and “Optimist,” without an inspection
and on a further payment by the M. T.C. of £3,000.
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I11

How does Man live? By throttling, grinding, sweating

His fellows, and devouring all he canl

His one chance of survival’s in forgetting

Most thoroughly that he himself’s a man.

No, gentlemen, this truth we cannot shirk:

Man lives exclusively by dirty work.
(Dreigroschen-finale.)

The B. Shops

A‘r THAT TIME THERE WERE, in London, a great many shops
of similareappearance where goods were cheaper than else-
where. They were called B. shops. That was supposed to mean
“Bargain Shops”; though a few people, mostly other shop-
keepers, thought it meant “Bilge Shops.” One could buy any-
thing from razor-blades to furniture in them, and for the most
part the businesses were ho- =st. The poorer people shopped in
them gladly, but the owhers of other’shops and small craftsmen
were very angry about them.

These shops belonged to Mr MacH-1th. He had several
other names. As proprietor of the B. shops he called himself
MacHeath.

At first there were orily a few branches; two or three in the
neichbourhood of Waterloo Bridge and half a dozen further
eastwards. They all did very well hecause they were really
unrivalled in cheapness. But goods as .iieap as that were not
easy to procure and Mr MacHeath had first to establish a diffi-
cult and Jangerous organisation before he could think of ex-
panding.
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And what was more, this work had to be arried out with
the greatest secrecy. No one knew where Mr MacHeath got his
goods from or how he got them so cheap.

To people whose curiosity insisted on being satisfied, he
could easily point out that in London and elsewhere there were
always small shops going bankrupt who had bought good stuff
at the usual prices and who, when they failed, were glad to be
able to dispose of their wares at any price. “Life is hard,”
Mr MacHeath would then say, “and we must not be weak.”

He had a partiality for high-sounding talk. But he could
not produce such circumstantial receipts for all his goods.
Besides, these irregular and uncertain sources of supply would
scarcely have kept all his shops continually stocked with wares
of such astonishing cheapness.

Scattered about the town were other shops, run on the lines
of B. shops; in them one could buy antiques, jewellry and rare
books, at higher prices but well worth the money. And people
said of these shops that they too belonged to Mr MacHeath and
that he financed the B. shops from their profits. This was even
less likely, and there still remained the question 6f how he
supplied these shops with goods.

In the summer of 19— Mr MacHeath, to the satisfaction of
other shopkeepers, found himself in serious difficulties and had
to ask a bank, the National Credit Bank, for help.

However, investigation by the bank proved the firm of
MacHeath to be sound. Especially sound was the system
whereby the individual shops all stood on their own feet and
could only be conditionally described as belonging to Mr
MacHeath. MacHeath had realised that independence was of
paramount importance to a great many small traders. They had
a dislike of hiring themselves out wholesale like ordinary work-
men or employees; they wanted to be dependent on their own
ability. They wanted no empty equalisation. They were quite
prepared to work more than others, but then they wauted also
to be able to earn more. Besides, they wanted no one to have
the right of ordering them about or talking a lot of nonsense
to them.
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Mr MacHeath had spoken about his important discovery of
the urge towards individual independence in several newspaper
interviews.

He called this urge an atavistic urge of human nature, but
he expressed the opinion that it was especially the modern
man, the man of the technical age, fired by the universal and
unexampled triumph of man over nature, who desired to prove
to himself and others his surpassing excellence. Mr MacHeath
considered this ambition to be absolutely and ethically correct,
for it benefited all men equally in the form of price<cutting
competition. In this competitive battle of the great the small
man now wished to take part. It was now up to the business
world to encourage this tendency of the times and to profit by
it. We must not work against human nature, proclaimed Mr
MacHeath in his sensauonal articles, but with itl As far as
their organisation went, the B. shops were a result of this dis-
covery. Instead of employees and mere salesmen, the firm of
MacHeath had for its sales organisation self-supporting shop-
keepers. These (carefully chosen) shopkeepers had been en-
abled by the firm to open B. shops. The firm had stocked the
shops for them and arranged credit for the goods. Every week
they received a consignment of goods which they had to dispose
of. They were absolutely free to do what they liked with the
goods. As long as they paid the price ot the rent and their
wares, there was no one t <xaming their book-keeping. They
were only pledged to keep their prices low. The system was
purely for the benefit of the small man.

The shopkeepers mostly did wirhou: expensive assistants.
The whole family worked in the shop. 5"hese people neither
grumbled over their yorking hours nor showed the typical
indifference of uninterested employees towards the takings: it
was their business.

“In this way,” wrote Mr Maclicath in another article,
“the disdstrous disintegration of famuly life, so much deplored
by all philanthropists, is checked. The whole family shares in
the work And because it has one and the same interests, it is
once more one heart and one soul. The division between work
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and private life, in many aspects a dangerous influence, which
causes the individuals to forget the family when at work and
their work when with the family, vanishes. In this direction,
too, the B. shops are examples of what can be done.”

*It was easy for Mr MacHeath to persuade the bank that his
difficulties were really no difficulties at all. The money that he
needed was needed for the expansion of his business. But the
bank hesitated to advance the money, for they were not quite
sure about Mr MacHeath himself.

To tell the truth there were certain unpleasant rumours
about this gentleman going round the City; these rumours
never amounted to an accusation but nevertheless had to be
taken into consideration. They were not so much concerned
with his methéds of buying, although that came into it too.

Once or twice he had been involved in scandals. Each time
he had been instantly able to demonstrate his innocence. None
of the cases had reached the stage of legal proceedings. But
there were always people, neither owning shops nor related to
shopkeepers, who asserted, though not exactly openly, that Mr
MacHeath was no gentleman. A few would rather have seen a
lawsuit than out of court settlements, while others had simply
found Mr MacHeath’s solicitors too clever for them.

The negotiations with the National Credit Bank dragged on
for longer than MacHeath thought possible. He was already
beginning to regret having approacted the bank, for there
would now be new food for the old rumours about him. He
would have liked to have withdrawn.

For certain reasons he employed severzl solicitors in the
Temple. From one of these he learned that one of the most
influential customers of the National Credit Bank was a Mr
Jonathan Jeremiah Peachum who had an unmarried daughter.
MacHeath soon succeeded in making her acquaintance. As his
prospects improved he devoted himself entirely to wooing Polly
Peachum, however much time and trouble it might cost him.
The only rcason for his introducing himself to the ladics as
Jimmy Beckett was one of precaution.

He assured himself once more about the state of Peachum’s
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business. It was a widespread organisation of beggars, and the
methods seemed cleverly thought out and tested. A man who
knew Peachum explained why, for example, the beggars did
not simply bring their pictures with them and set them up, but
instead drew their landscapes and portraits of well-known peo-
ple on the pavements in brightly coloured chalks. With works
of art which were brought and set up, the public never knew
whether, in the beggar, they had the artist before them or not;
and besides, the pavement pictures were transitory, the foot-
steps of passers-by defaced them, the rain washed them away,
and it rained nearly every day! Every day the pictures had to
be drawn anew, so one must pay today. Such practices testified
to a deep knowledge of human nature.

In the middle of June, MacHeath decided to disregard vari-
ous subsidiary doubts and press forward his courtship. He
must approach the marriage in an aura of complete respecta-
bility and be able to point to a steady and unblemished home
life.

He inquired of Mrs Peachum by letter when he might call
on her. He had correctly interpreted her nervousness at his first
visit.

She arranged to meet him in the “Octopus,” in order to
“have the matter out with him.” The remarks which she made
there about the waywardness of modern youth got very much
on Mr MacHeath's nerves

“The young people ot to«lay,”esaid Mrs Peachum, wiping
the froth from her lips, “never know what they want. They
are like children. I know my T’olly as well as the palm of my
hand, but where her heart lies I have no idea. Perhaps she is
simply too young. She has had no expciience with men. She
knows perhaps the difference between a he-dog and a she-dog,
because she comes into contact with dogs; but I don’t suppose
she even knows that exactly. She never thinks of such things.
You myst remember that she has . er had a bath except, in
her night-dress. When an innocent young girl like that sees a
man, she probably wonders what he’s there for. They are al-
ways so romantic! The way that girl devours novels—you'd
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never believe it. Now, it's always Mr Smiles this and Mr Smiles
that. And so I know for certain it’s you she wants. A mother
knows. Oh, Mr Beckett!”

And she gazed deep into his eyes, after making sure that her
glass was empty and no one else was in the garden.

When Mr Beckett informed her in due course that he was
not Beckett but MacHeath, the proprietor of the well-known
B. shops, and that his intentions were entirely honourable, she
seemed to take no special notice, as though she had expected
anything of him, and she only looked at hiin with a vague
glance that was almost evasive.

“Ah, yes,” she sighed, “but my husband must hear nothing
of this; he has his own plans for the girl, as you can well
imagine. He always says: everything for the child; and he
means it too. The day before yesterday he suddenly brought
hom¢ a Mr Coax with him. He is supposed to be very well off.
Do you know Mr Coax?”

MacHeath did know Mr Coax. He was a byword in the
City.

Personally, MacHeath had heard nothing very f£avourable
about Mr Coax.

He was an unprincipled skirt-hunter. Whatever intentions
of a material nature MacHeath, whose head was full of
business troubles, might have had, at the mention of the name
Coax a pang stabbed his heart He was more in love with the
Peach than he had admitted even to himself.

“What can be done about it?” he asked hoarsely.

“That’s what I would like to know,” said Mrs Peachum
pensively, and surveyed him with such a cold glance that a chill
ran down his spine. ““The young girls of to-day are quite incal-
culable. Their heads are stuffed full of romantic ideas.”

But then she laid her small podgy hand on his and called
the waiter for the bill.

'On the short way out between the iron tables, MacHeath
was told again that everything must be done with the greatest
disaretion and without Peachum’s knowledge. That same eve-
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ning he met the Peach herself and received permission to ac-
company her on her way.

Strangely enough she went from Old Oak Street in the
direction of the park by Meath Gardens, although it was her
night for housekeeping classes. She looked round a few times
on the way, but made no attempt to leave him and finally sat
down on a bench among the bushes.

She looked very pretty in her flimsy dress and was completely
at her ease. As a matter of fact, she was no doll but a large,
well-formed girl. She was a full helping and no half portion.

She was unwilling to speak of Coax and Smiles.

“The evening is too lovely for that,” she said. The fact
that he knew of Coax seemed to amuse her; she laughed.

When they walked back again he had learned nothing, but
several things had happened. All the same he was not happy,
because she had not given way on the most important point
and she had had practically nothing on under her dress. That
seemed very wrong to Mr MacHeath; as did also the fact that
she had so casually missed her housekeeping classes. So they
kept no check on the attendance of their students!

Just as after the drive back from the picnic, he could not
tell now whether he had really made any progress—and that
worried him. What had happened must mean something to
her. He could no longer doubt her innocence.

Mr Peachum, too, gave his daughter a searching glance
that evening.

The affairs of the Marine Transport Company were in
desperate straits. On the previous day the bombshell had
burst.

The Bombshell

Peachum had been having trouble with Fewkoombey in
the yard., The soldier, happy to have a home, had at firs
punctiliously carried out his duties and kept the blind dogs in,
condition.

Their feeding was not at all simple; they had to look as
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miserable as possible and therefore had to be maintained on
the verge of starvation. A blind man with a fat dog has very
little prospect of exciting real pity. The public naturally rea-
sons quite instinctively. Scarcely anyone looks at a thin dog;
but if by any chance the animal is well fed, some sort of inner
voice warns the giver that he might just as well throw his
money down the drain. It is a fact that these people uncon-
sciously seek for a reason to withhold their money. A good
dog must scarcely be able to stand up for weakness.

Because of this, the dogs were continually cnecked by weigﬁt.
If their weight went up, Fewkoombey was to blame.

Peachum was in the middle of an investigation to establish
whether the one-legged man had gone so far as to make false
entries in his note-book simply in order to keep his job, when
the restaurant-keeper was announced. He brought the news
that Coax had suddenly appeared aboard the “Lovely Anna”
and was in a furious rage.

The two gentlemen went immediately to the docks. There,
in truth, stood Coax, between ladders and painters. Beside
him stood Eastman, pale in the face and staring a1 the enor-
mous dark sides of the ship with a rigid gaze. Apparently he
did not dare look the new-comers in the face.

The icy glance with which Coax greeted him chilled
Peachum through and through.

“Is this by any chance one of the ships which you have
sold to the British Government?”

Peachum suddenly looked years older.

The shock was not entirely unexpected. Somehow he had
always felt that there was something not quite right with the
business. As far as Coax was concerned he had had no illusions.
But he had not been expecting anything so sudden.

Coax declared the ship not fit for use. Peachum felt that
no purpose would be served by arguing here to the effect that
it was, after all, Mr. Coax who had recommended the ships to
shem. Peachum knew, without further discussion, that Coax
would simply say that he had never seen the ships himself.
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While all the others had inspected them—and before witnesses,
tool

A dark suspicion rose within him as to the direction in
which Coax's activities (he had always guessed that Coax was
working independently) were moving. Not against the Govern-
ment, but against the Marine Transport Company, like a
terrible, irresistible steam-roller!

The details were naturally not yet apparent. Mr Coax did
not think the time had yet come to lay down his cards. No
o.ae spoke.

Mr Coax turned on his heels and, with a deeply contemptu-
ous look, walked off without a word. Seen from behind, his
suit looked more ready-made than ever. Peachum, zlso, had
no desire to discuss with his fellow victims what would happen
next. Dimly he heard Eastman say that they must summon
immediately, by letter, the manufacturer in Lancashire and the
sheep farmer. The sheep farmer! Without another word
Peachum walked off.

That evening he developed a high fever and went %o
bed with‘an ice-pack: During the night he did not get up.
Let the lights burn! The gas-bill would never be paid any
more.

The next morning he went off like a sick man, down to
the docks. He found no workmen there. Work on the
“Lovely Anna” had been suspended by Eastman’'s order.
That showed what he thought of the situation.

When he returned home at midday (not to eat) and heard
that two gentlemen had been inquiring for him, he thought
that the police were after him already. The Company had,
after all, accepted the first instalment from the Government.

But closer inquiry revealed that it had only been Eastman
and the manufacturer, the latter having hurried up to Lon-
don. Peachum was glad they had not found him in.

There*was no point in going to * ax’s office. The palfid
girl was as dumb as a fish concerning any inquiry for the
broker’s address.
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But on returning home from a fruitless attempt to get hold
of Eastman, Peachum found Coax with his daughter.

Coax had met Polly on the way and had accompanied her,
although she had given him no special encouragement. He
had been telling her about some interesting pictures which he
would like to show her. She had not understood him properly.
She did not care for him.

When Peachum entered, Coax behaved as though there had
never been the slightest disagreement between them. He held
out one gloved hand, clapped him on the shoulder with the
other and quickly took his leave.

All through supper a circular saw was buzzing inside Mr
Peachum’s head.

Afterwards he sent his wife out and cross-questioned the
Peach.

He used no coercion and learned that Mr Coax had told
Polly what he had concealed from his business friends—
his address. He was careful not to ask why. He went into
his dark little office and stared for a time absent-mindedly out
of the window. Then, after hastily writing a letter, he returned
to the sitting-room and told Polly to take the letter to Mr Coax
immediately.

Polly was very astonished. It was already half-past nine.

But she put on her hat and went to Mr Coax.

Coax was at home. When the maid announced that a
young girl had called with a letter from her father requiring
an answer, he laid down his serviette with obvious embarrass-
ment and left the room quickly.

He lived with his sister, a very forceful little person who
had by no means such a high opmlon of her brother as he
would have liked and who made no secret of her suspicions
about his moral qualities.

She had a lot to put up with.

*Coax had great commercial ability and also his principles
in regard to a clean private life were those common to his
drcle. In his view, shared by many, there is an immense differ-
ence between business life and private life. In business it is no
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less than one’s duty to utilise any chance of profit, regardless of
others, just as one must never throw away a piece of bread
because it is a gift of God; but in private life one has no right
to take advantage of another person. Thus far his views were
strictly correct. .

Unfortunately he did not always possess the strength of mind
to live up to his principles. Between his views of the duties
of a gentleman towards the gentler sex and those of his sister,
there was not the slightest difference; exactly as his sister did,
and often with the self-same words, he condemned his lament-
ably frequent lapses. He often used to say regretfully: “I am
not master of himself.” Thus, figuratively speaking, neither he
nor his sister could leave himself alone for a moment.

And his inclinations, socially, were downwards. The com-
monest women attracted him the most strongly. But he could
not resist servant-girls either. '

It was exactly the same with his clothes. His taste was
terrible. His suits made his sister feel physically sick. He
could no more control himself with them than with his staff.

On every: possible occasion his sister presented him with
tasteful ties. He put them on, too. But in the passage, as if
driven by some demon, he would push another into his pocket.
And on the steps it would hang, red and aggressive, round his
neck.

These were symptoms of illness., He himself attributed
them to intestinal trouble. They were attacks of uncontrollable
sensuality resulting from constipation.

His sister helped him with all her power in his tragic fight
against himself. Sometimes, however, he so far forgot him-
self that, once started on a “tour,” he seemed to regard her
assistance as interference and refused it rudely.

Therefore when Miss Peachum was announced, Miss Coax
could do little more than busy herself nutside the'room where,
the meeting took place and cough as louuly as possible.

On this evening, Coax was having one of his very worst
attacks. His sufferings had been bothering him all day. Under
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these circumstances there remained nothing else but to show
the Peach his collection of photographs, which consisted of all
sorts of nudities. He did this under the pretext of their being
a new consignment which had just arrived.

The Peach scarcely looked at them and got very red in the
face.

They were really filthy pictures.

In the meanwhile Coax read the letter which contained a
request for a private interview.

On the writing-table, which had a glass top, lay a large gold
brooch. It had come from Coax’s dead mother. There was a
lot of gold in it; but its chief feature was three large blue
stones of negligible value. On the whole, Coax seemed to have
inherited his taste from his mother.

When he had finished reading the letter, or perhaps only
because he had the impression that the Peach had had enough
of looking at photographs, he picked up the brooch, held it
out to her and asked how she liked it.

“Quite nice,” she said in a rather choked voice.

“You can come and fetch it some time for yourself,” said
Coax and looked at the corner of the room.

She naturally did not answer. She sat down quite calmly
again and smiled at him politely as though he had made a
joke. He had to take a strong pull on himself. He was hoping
already that he might accompany Polly home, but his sisrer,
thinking things were too quiet in the room, came in and began
talking to Polly.

Coax was a little nervous about the photographs which lay
face upwards on the table, but the Peach turned them over
mechanically as she spoke. .

She understood very well how to deal with gentlemen, and
this little trait made an excellent impression on Mr Coax.

She left almost immediately and was able to tell her father
‘that Mr Coax would see him on the following day:

She had not much use for the broker. But she did not
forget the brooch which had greatly taken her fancy. The
next morning she told one-legged George, when she brought
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him his glass of milk, that she had been given a big brooch by
an elderly gentleman and she would show it to him soon.
Later, too, she thought about it, especially in the evening
just before going to sleep.

Coax actually came the next morning. But he refused to
walk through from the shop into the office. He was wearing
a brilliant yellow overcoat and spoke very seriously, in a low
voice.

He admitted that he had lost his nerve at the sight of the
“Lovely Anna.” Those hulks were quite impossible. It was
true that he had mentioned the firm of Brookley & Brookley,
but he knew nothing about their boats. He couldn’t possibly
show those floating coffins to his friend, the Secretary of State.
The worst part of the business seemed to him to be the fact
that the first instalment had already been paid and the Admir-
alty was counting on the ships. The Company, to which he,
thank heaven, no longer belonged, had laid themselves open to
a charge of treason, because it was known that they had in-
spected the ships and had actually rejected the advice of an
expert narfied Bile.

Coax suggested that the only possible way out of the difh-
culty would be immediately to buy other, really reliable ships.
The alteration of the names *“Lovely Anna,” “Jolly Sailor-
boy” and *“Optimist” he could arrange himself. Whatever
happened, his friend could r-ver buy these ships.

Peachum looked less upset than yesterday. He knew, of
course, that he could never be a match for this man. The
sphere in which he was great, even terri''e, was another. He
had deserted it. Swept away by the patriotic wave which was
pouring across the counery, he had undertaken something new.
Now he was as harmless as a crocodile in Trafalgar Square.
But curiously enough the present know'edge, that he had only
human vileness to deal with, gave hin: * ack a measure of cor-
fidence and hope. At any rate, he was among mere men again.

He watched the talkative Coax calmly, even coldly. Then
he said that, as far as he knew, there were no other ships.
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Indeed there were, said Coax slowly; there was one, for
example, at Southampton.

Peachum nodded.

“How much will it cost for you to let me out of this?” he
asked drily.

Coax seemed not to understand him and Peachum did not
repeat the question. He knew now that it was a very profit-
able enterprise for Mr Coax.

After a short pause, in which he wandered round the shop
and stared at the dusty musical instruments, Coax said that it
was absolutely essential for the repairs on the ships to proceed
with redoubled energy. The inspection at the official handing-
over was certain to be only a superficial one, but at least the
surface must look in good condition.

As he was closing the door behind him he called back that he
happened to have an appointment on the Wednesday of next
week in Southampton.



IV

Who wouldn't rather be polite than rough
If only things in general weren’t so tough!
(Dreigroschen-finale: On the uncertainty of human affairs.)

Serious Discussions

NOT EVERYONE KNOWS THAT WARS, as well as giving a spirit-
ual uplift to the nation, also produce a not inconsiderable
briskening of trade. They bring much evil in their wake, but
business people generally have nothing to complain of.

Peachumehad hoped to receive a substantial share of profits
when he joined the Marine Transport Company. He was
partly influenced by the fact that his daughter had arrived at
a marriageable age and an increase in income seemed desirable.

But unsatisfactory developments in this new line of business
cused Peachum to hold a number of very serious discussions
with his manager, Beery.

Time and again they sat in the office which lay behind
the iron-covered door at the back of the shop; Peachum, with
the incvitable hat on his head. at an old roll-top desk which
had been pushed agamst the wall directly under the one tiny
window, and the heavnly built Beery slouchinyg in the corner
on a rickety iron chair.

Sitting there in dirty shirt-sleeves, Peaciium 1eaned his arms
on the desk and avoided looking at Be.  who chewed inces”’
santly at a cigar stump which he had most likely fished out of
a gutter several years before.

“Beery,” Peachum would say at such times, “I am not

63



satisfied with you. You are too harsh and yet you don't get
enough out of our people. On the one hand, I hear complaints
that you don't treat the employees politely enough; on the
other hand, they are not earning money. The girls in
the workroom, for example, say they have to work overtime
to keep up with the demand for soldiers’ uniforms; and there
are fourteen of them—instead of nine at the most. You know
that I allow no overtime to be worked here, neither will I have
a large and expensive staff. Times are serious, very serious.
England is fighting for her existence, the business cannot stand
the slightest strain and you are running it inefficiently. If the
apple-cart is upset, every single person who earns his living
in and with the help of this organisation will be thrown out
on the streets. And that may happen any day. I expect some
suggestions from you.”

“If I start economising you'll say that I ill-treat the staff,”
said Beery obdurately.

“And so you do. That new man can be heard shouting
three houses away. I won't have that.”

“When we hold a cushion against his mouth he suffocates,
and then the fuss you make! You know yourself that we shall
never get any money out of him if we handle him like a pat
of butter. And we only gave him a dressing-down because of
the others. The young wretch doesn’t even pay regularly. We
told him, too, that it was only for the sake of the others and
we treated him quite kindly after you went out.”

“Well I shall not warn you many more times. I won't
tolerate such things. And the takings from the ‘soldiers’ are
going down, too. We are going to the dogs, Beery; I shall have
to put the shutters up.”

“Yes, the soldiers aren’t drawing, that's true, Mr Peachum.
I have gone into the matter carefully. The public have fallen
off in that direction, there’s nothing to be done about it. I
‘told you that we shouldn't have anything to do with politics.”

Peachum thought for a while. He stared fixedly at a corner
of the dusty writing-table and his face had lost all its insignifi-
cance.
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“The root of the trouble is,” he said, “that you people have
no ideas. Put a few well written articles on military life and
South Africa into the next number of the ‘Olive Branch’ and
then your soldiers will at least know half their job.”

In one of.the cellars of the house, a newspaper called the
*“Olive Branch” was printed. It appeared weekly and contained
personal announcements, deaths, marriages, christenings. This
information was very important for house-to-house begging.
The paper also provided in every issue several pathetic little
tales, some quotations from the Bible, and a Thought For The
Week.

“Besides,” continued Peachum, “we are making stupid
mistakes. We mustn’t send our men out when there’s been no
news from the front for some time. That's all wrong. At the
present moment this place Mafeking is being besieged and the
whole war is at a standstill; that doesn’t say much for our
soldiers. People ask, quite rightly: ‘What do they lose their
arms and legs for, if it’s not going to get them anywhere? In-
competence will never be supported. And above all, no one
likes to be*reminded of the war when it isn’t being a success.
Quite apart from the fact that people say to themselves: “These
beggars ought to be thankful theyre at home—the others are
far worse off” It was a good idea to dress up some of our
younger men, but it’s no good sending them on the streets at
any old time, especially when there aren’t any victories being
won. Bring the men inl”

Beery fetched them; at least, those who were there. They
were dressed in shabby uniforms and looked sullen. They
were earning nothing.

Peachum surveyed them in silence. But his glance was a
vague one and took in no details. Years of practice had taught
him that glance.

“That’s no good!” he said with sudden harshness, while
Beery hung on his lips like a faithful Aog who knows the #-
fallibility of his master. “What have you got here? Those men
aren’t English soldiers. They're tramps! Look at yourself,
you!” And he pointed at a tall, thin elderly man of morose
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appearance. “That’s a discontent, a communistl A creature
like that would never die for England! And if he did, it would
only be with groans and moans and after he had haggled
about the price. Soldiers are attractive young men, smart and
cheerful even in misfortune. And these disgusting mutilations!
Would you like to see them in the streets? An arm in a sling is
enough. And the uniforms must be clean. People must think:
‘He has nothing left except his uniform, but he honours that.’
That draws people, that softens them! I n~ed gentlemen! A
discreet tone of voice, polite, but not obsequious. Besides, a
wound is something to be proud of.—That man will carry on.
The rest can hand in their uniforms.”

The “soldiers” went out. Neither the tall man nor any of
the others had moved an eyelid; it was a matter of business.

“Well firstly, Beery,” said Mr Peachum when they had gone,
“they must all be attractive, well-grown young men; men who
would be of some use if they were sent into the field and
whom people would pity if anything happened to them. Sec-
ondly, no disgusting mutilations. Thirdly, uniforms spotlessly
clean. And fourthly, these beautiful Tommies are only to go
out when the official bulletins report some prog:ess in the war,
victories or defeats, no matter which—but progress! That of
course means that you will have to read the newspapers. I ex-
pect my staff to keep alert and know what’s going on in the
world. Even when the working hours are over the business
must still go on. You are lbecoming slack, Beery. I keep telling
you again and again.”

Beery went out very red in the face and displayed great
energy during the next few days. There were dismissals from
the workrooms and beatings in the office. But Mr Peachum
knew that there was not much more to be rationalised in his
business. It was rationalised already. The losses which threat-
ened the Marine Transport Company could not be squeezed
cut here. :

Peachum tried to recall the look which he had seen Coax
bestow on his daughter.
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With Miss Polly Peachum all was not well. She was com-
pelled to take her washing down to the wash-kitchen herself
and was thankful that, because of Mr Peachum’s increasing
indisposition, her mother had no time to bother about the
washing.

She had gone several times to Mr Smiles to ask for advice.
But the young man was seldom at home.

When she met him once, he said to her:

“We'll find something. But afterwards we must be more
careful. What are preventatives for if one doesn’t use them?”

Then he went on to speak of Mr Beckett in a most insulting
way. And this affair had really nothing to do with Mr Beckett!

In their house lived an old servant. Polly, in her need,
turned to her.

Between them they carried two copper hip-baths into the
little room, and Polly sat stewing in them for hours, groaning
and pouring great cans of boiling water over herself.

The old servant also brought her mugs of green and brown
tea which all had to be drunk; and now and again she stuck
her head, which was like a hen’s. in at the door and asked if it
were already working. But it did not work.

One-legged George had become quite accustomed to his life
among the dogs. In his spare time he lay in his little tin hut
on a camp bed which'he uad set up among a clutter of car-
pentering tools and ash-cans. For his amusement he read an
old tattered volume of the “Encyclopadia Britannica” which
he had found in the lavatory. Only about half the volume was
there and it was not the first volume. Nevertheless one could
learn quite a lot out of it, even if it did not suffice for a com-
plete education. But who had that nowadays?

One day the Peach caught him reading and promised not
to tell Mr Peachum anything about ii. The soldier had gotthe
impression that Mr Peachum was not the sort of man who
feeds his employees so that they can become educated.

Once, when George was not in his hut, Polly took the book
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away with her into her room to see if she could find anything
in it. But she did not know the appropriate words under which
doubtless stood the information she sought; and it was possible
that this branch of human learning was contained in another
volume. At any rate she found nothing.

George was horrified when he discovered that his book was
no longer there. He lay dejectedly on his bed for several days
and was even unkind to the dogs. It was a bad mistake of the
Peach’s that she had not returned the book to its place when
she had finished with it. When people have the slightest
worries they become even more thoughtless towards others
than they usually are.

A few days later she spoke to George about the dogs. She
was helping him to bandage the sore paw of a Pomeranian.
Suddenly she asked him, without looking up, what girls do
when they think there is something not quite right with them.
She was asking that because a friend in her housekeeping class
had spoken to her about it.

For a time George continued to bind the rag round the paw
of the whimpering dog in silence; then he gave Poily a piece
of sound but not very helpful advice.

But in the evening he put on mufti to go for a walk and
the next morning he called Polly over to the kennels.

He told her that if she liked she could go with him in the
afternoon to a doctor in Kensington who had a large female
practice and was said to be clever.

His informant, the woman with whom he had lived when
her husband was at the Front and whom he had visited on the
previous evening, had given him the address. Actually she had
given him two addresses, the doctor’s and a midwife’s. The
latter was more for poor girls. Fewkoombey thought the doctor
was the right one for Polly, because he worked in far less dirty
surroundings than the midwife.

dhe Peach did not want to go alone, so the soldier went
with her.

The doctor had a flat in a large tenement which reeked of
filth and poverty. They had to climb to the second storey, up
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a narrow staircase, past dwellings whose doors stood open as
though unable to contain all the misery within. Then they
were astonished to find that the doctor’s flat looked very com-
fortable. Even the waiting room was sumptuous. In the cor-
ners stood enormous pots of flowers and on the walls hung for-
eign-looking carpets. The coats and umbrellas of patients,
hanging on the iron hat-stand, looked very shabby in com-
parison.

In the waiting room sat seven or eight women, all of the
middle class type. When the doctor opened the door of his
surgery to let in the next patient, he beckoned to Polly out of
her turn because she was better dressed than the others. She
followed him apprehensively; the soldier remained sitting in
the waiting room.

The doctor was what women call a fine figure of a man, with
a soft well-trimmed beard and a high forehead. One could see
by the way he folded his hands that he was very proud of
them. But his face was rather dissipated and he had an un-
pleasant look in his eyes. His voice was oily.

To Polly’s searet horror he began writing down her name
and address in a book. She looked round the room. On the
walls hung all sorts of weapons such as native spears, bows,
quivers and short knives, and also old-fashioned pistols. In
one corner, in a glass cupboard, were shelves of various sur-
gical instruments which lcnked fay more dangerous. On the
desk lay a fairly thick coating of dust.

The doctor leaned back and folded his white hands.

“Yes,” he began, before Polly had said anything more than
her name and address, “what you ask of me is quite impossible,
my dear young lady. Have you even considered what your
request means? All life is sacred, quite aport from the fact that
such a thing is illegal. A doctor who did whet you want, would
lose his practice and go to prison as well. You will probably
say—we doctors hear it often during consulting hours—that
these laws are medieval. Well, my dear young lady, I didn’t
make the laws. So I advise you to go quietly home and tell
your mother everything. She is a woman like you and will not
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be lacking in understanding. She probably has not the money
for such an operation. Besides, my conscience would never per-
mit me to do such a thing. No doctor would risk his whole
career for a miserable ten or twenty pounds. We are not insen-
sitive to the sufferings of our fellow men. As doctors we have
much insight into social distress. Indeed, if it was in any way
possible, if you had any sort of symptoms, even of consump-
tion, I'd say: ‘I can put that right; in five minutes it will all be
over and there will be no complications aftervvards.” But you
certainly don’t look as though you had consumption. You
yourself must admit that. When, in your youthful lightheart-
edness, you took your pleasures, you should have thought of
the consequences. One should look ahead; one should never
give way to one’s feelings, however pleasant they may be. After-
wards you run to the doctor and then there’s fuss and bother.
Doctor this and Doctor that, and Doctor don’t let my life be
ruined! But you don’t worry whether the doctor, who runs the
greatest risk, may ruin his own life because his kind-hearted-
ness will not let him refuse your request. Oh egoism! But of
course it’s an illegal operation and even if, for the" patient’s
sake, no narcotics are used, it still costs fifteen pounds; and
that's payable in advance, otherwise you'll say afterwards:
‘What! I asked you to interfere with me? And then the doc-
tor, who has got to live, gets nothing for his troubles. For cases
like this he can’t keep books and send in bills—purely in the
interest of the patient. If ‘he’s sensible he’'ll leave the whole
business alone. He only ruins himself in the end. An embryo
life, my dear young lady, is as sacred as any other form of life.
The Church has not made her great pronouncements for noth-
ing. On Saturday afternoon I shall be free for consultation, but
think it over again very carefully. Think whether you are pre-
pared to take this grave responsibility upon yourself; if not,
much better let things be. And bring the money with you,
otherwise you need not come at all. This way out, my dear
child.”

The Peach went away very downcast. Where would the £15
come from?
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She and the soldier walked gloomily along, side by side.

“There is another address,” said the soldier after a while.
They decided to go there.

The midwife was an old fat woman and did business in the
parlour. Polly sat on a red plush sofa.

“It will cost a pound,” began the old woman mnstrust.fully
“I can’t do it cheaper. And if you start to scream, I shall stop
immediately and you can get out. Have you got the money? It
will be over in half an hour.”

Polly stood up.

“I'm afraid T haven't got the money with me. I'll come
again to-morrow.”

As they went down the steps, she said to Fewkoombey:

“I looked round. It was too dirty.”

“It’s more for servant girls,” said the soldier. They went
home. )

Polly’s thoughts dwelt on the till in the shop.

She had an ingrained dislike of stealing; since earliest child-
hood the dislike and the practice had grown up simultaneously
within her®* When caught she would get fewer pennies (for
Turkish Delight) and much good advice. Whenever she stuck
her little fingers in the jam pot she had terrible pangs of con-
science. The taste of the jam was sweet, the thought of the
prohibition was bitter. God, she had been told, could see every-
where and lay in wait day an-! night. Apparently He saw every-
thing that she did. But to see some things was indelicate.
When, in her opinion, He had seen enough wickedness, He
had already seen too much to allow any amount of good (but
exhausting) behaviour ever to influence Him again in the sin-
ner’s favour. The punishment book was already full; there was
no more room for new crimes and they could therefore be com-
mitted with equanimity. Polly was a Lnst Girl and as such she
could permit herself every liberty. Also it was only laziness on
the part of the grown-ups that made .. .m delegate God ®
guard jam jars and money-boxes like a watch-dog.

But between the theft of a few pennies and that of fifteen
pounds lay a big difference.

m



The technical difficulties of stealing proved disappointing to
the Peach, for she had once considered them great. She could
quite easily have stolen from her father. The till in the shop
was always kept securely locked, but Mr Peachum carried a
great deal of money around with him in his trouser pocket. He
took the money relentlessly, penny by penny, from the beggars,
changed it into silver and stuffed it carelessly into his pocket.
In his view, neither this money nor any other could save him
in the long run. It was only a sense of consrientiousness that
prevented him from simply throwing it away, and that proved
his utter hopelessness. Nothing could be spared. With a million
pounds he would have thought the same. It was his convinced
opinion that neither his money (nor all the money in the
world), nor his brains (nor all the brains in the world) could
save him from ruin. That was also the reason why he did not
work, but walked round his business with his hat on his head
and his hands in his pockets, seeing that nothing was left
undone.

Within a week his daughter could easily have taken the £15
out of his pockets by going into his bedroom at nigh'; and even
if he had caught her, it would not have been as bad as she
perhaps imagined. If he had woken up and seen his daughter
in the act of emptying his pockets, he would never have moved
an eyelid; he would simply have gone to sleep again. His
daughter would have be¢n punished, but she would scarcely
have fallen in his estimation. There was no one who could
fall in his estimation.

Unfortunately people are too little aware of their own
capabilities, and so Polly believed that she could never get the
necessary £15 from her father. .

When she told the soldier of the sum, he made an offer to
brecak up the gentleman who was responsible. There are
money-boxes which have to he broken up to get the money
ott. But unfortunately Mr Smiles was not a money-box. So
Polly’s thoughts turned more frequently towards Mr Beckett.

But after the soldier had looked at the dogs, he went back
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and lay on his camp bed. Had he been thinking, his thoughus
would have been somewhat as follows:

“£15 wanted again! If the money were always there, it
would be inexplicable why anyone was ever born. How could
a woman be so inhuman as to bring a child into the world if
she had the £15 which suffice to leave the child unborn? Would
there ever have been such a monstrous number of human
beings to tear each other to bits for the sake of a few breaths of
air, a few mouthfuls of ill-tasting food, and a leaking roof, if
every time the £r5 had been there to stop them being born?
Who would there then be to carry on the unwanted wars and
for whem are such wars necessary? Who would there be to
exploit, if the mother had not been already exploited because
she lacked the Lrs? All the professors say that nothing can
alter the distribution of property. The owners can never be got
rid of, but why not at least the non-owners? The law forbids
abortion and the unhappy girls would soon be happy if they
were allowed to be aborted. So they fight against the law. But
their wish may not be fulfilled. Of course not! T hat would be
really too dysgraceful. Hasn’t the Church declared life sacred?
So how can these women endanger life by refusing to bring
children into this overfilled, stinking world, full of the cries of
the starving? They wust pull themselves together instead of
letting themselves go. They ought to take a gulp of whiskey,
clench their teeth and szmplﬂ give bz.rth' Because anyone can
come and say they don’f wan: to give birth! Of course blood
is thicker than water and every mother thinks her own child
too good for this world. Her child must he made the excep-
tion! It'’s a good thing that abortion costs money. Otherwise
there’d be no stoppmg

That was roughly what the soldier would have thought if
he had been thinking. But he did rot think; he was trained to
discipline.

Soon afterwards he got up and wenu .ipstairs to the Pea~h
to tell her something. He would take Polly to his friend. She
would be sure to know some way out.
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When he entered the little pink-distempered room, he saw
the Peach lying on her back on the bed, her hands by her sides,
gazing up at the ceiling.

Fewkoombey was just about to speak when his glance fell
on a tattered book lying on the seat of a cane chair. It was the
volume of the “Encyclopadia Britannica,” or rather a part of
it, which Fewkoombey had studied for so many hours. He
already knew a few pages by heart, but how many more still
remained to be learned!

The fact that the book which he had missed so much was
lying there, shocked the soldier. He was not happy that he
could now have it back again. It shocked him that it had ever
disappeared. It had an enormous value in his eyes. He could
have bought another at a junk shop if he had seen one lying
in the window; but why should it be just that volume? That
could only happen, at the most, once every ten years. As we
know, it was of no great value to the Peach. But there was
probably nothing in the world for which he would have ex-
changed it—except the complete volume. All the same, he could
not pick it up and say: Ah, that’'s my book; how did it get
here? Such behaviour would have closed the matter in a most
unsuitable way. The sight of the book in this room completely
altered Fewkoombey's opinion of Miss Peachum. When she
asked him what he wanted, he murmured something about
“Cametoseehowyouwere,” and went out of the room without
looking at her or the book again. She was very upset to notice
his strange behaviour.

With him a friendly being went out of the room, a being
indispensable and irreplaceable in such a world, a fund of
advice which might have altered her whole life.

During those days Polly went to ‘Smiles again. Since his
landlady had already become suspicious, they went into the
park. Polly wanted to sit on a bench, but Smiles insisted on a
pkace in the bushes.

She considered that to be blackmail.

With his arms about her hips, he told her that he had been
making great efforts to discover something to help her.
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“You mustn’t think that I don’t worry about it night and
day,” he said, pressing his cheek against her cheek. *It’s
damned unpleasant for ine. Besides, you've been so irritable
since then. For example, instead of sitting here quietly where
it's so nice under the bushes—look at the moon, it’s not always.
so lovely, darling; but you're not looking at it properly—oh,
yes, I was saying that instead of taking your mind off it, which
might do you good, you always begin about the same old thing.
Aren’t you fond of me any more? Don’t you still like it when
I put my hand here, on your breast? You don’t trust me. It’s
my duty to pull you out of the situation I've got you into—
even if you did do it with me, which you must admit, darling.
But listen. I've found out something which I'm perfectly cer-
tain will work. You can do it all alone and it costs nothing.
You take an onion . . ."”

She looked at him in amazement. He continued hastiiy,
removing his arm:

“You take the onion, an ordinary onion like you have in
the kitchen . . . and then it’s all over. Simple, what?”

Polly stoodl up angrily. She removed a bit of moss from her
skirt and put her hat straight without saying anything. When
she saw that he was offended, she said shortly: “No one would
pay fifteen pounds if it worked with an onion. Besides, it
would hurt.”

They went rather quickly »ut of, the park. When they
parted he showed clearly that he felt he had done all that could
be expected of him.

Polly knew about Beckett's other name be.ig MacHeath and
also about the B. shops. He had told her everything. Since he
also dealt in wood, he ‘was entitled to call himself a wood
merchant.

Polly met him several times and told uim tentatively about
her interview with the broker Coax. Shke said nothing about,
having visited him in his house and also nothing about her
father's letter, but she mentioned some interesting photographs
which he had promised to show her. She added that she was
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going to call on him soon as she had heard that his sister was
a very charming woman.

Mr Beckett listened to her gloomily and gave the impression
that he was faced with a decision.

In the late afternoon Polly followed her mother down to the
little cellar where apples were laid out on racks. She knew that
Mrs Peachum did not like being followed in there. But Polly
had made up her mind to speak to her there and nowhere else.

When she opened the door, her mother was standing be-
tween the shelves with a terrified expression on her face and
a glass of whiskey in her hand. It was very painful for Mrs
Peachum to be driven by her husband to such undignified
subterfuges in front of her child just for the sake of an
occasional glass of whiskey. She was forty-six years old and
chafed at her lack of freedom.

Polly spoke swectly to her because she had a guilty con-
science; but at other times she could be very horrid. Polly told
her that she wanted to marry Mr Beckett.

“His name is not Beckett,” said Mrs Peachum reluctantly.

“I know. His name is MacHeath—or rather, pé¢rhaps it is.”

“And Peachum? What will Peachum say to a man whose
name is perhaps this or perhaps that?” asked Mrs Peachum,
putting down her glass with a bang on the nearest rack.
“That’s no sort of a man to marry. I've got eyes in my head
and I can see the way h¢ dances—even if he does think I'm not
looking. No man who has a respectable business holds a young
girl round the waist like that. And then he thinks that I'm not
myself after four or five glasses of that ‘Octopus’ beer. Don't try
to deceive me, Polly dear! It cannot be respectable reasons
which make you think of such a man; it is something quite
different of which I would rather not speak. He has turned
your head, that's what it is.”

“Yes, he attracts me.”

* “Of course, just what I said,” exclaimed Mrs Peachum
triumphantly. “You've lost your head. You're infatuated with
him and you can’t even see that two and two make four."”

Polly became angry.
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“Don’t talk so much!” she said haughtily. “Tell Papa and
then he can talk to Mr Beckett.” And she turned round and
went back to her room.

Mrs Peachum sighed and emptied her glass morosely. That
night she spoke to her husband. She knew Polly. .

During that afternoon Peachum had had a terrible scene
with Coax. In the back room of a wine restaurant the broker
had openly demanded the purchase of new ships. This had hit
the Marine Transport Company like a thunderbolt. Eastman,
who for some time past had suspected a good deal, had simply
collapsed in his chair; but the bookmaker had jumped up and
roared like a bull and then broken down in sobs. Nothing was
of any avail. According to Coax, the first steps had already
been taken for an investigation of the contract by a Parlia-
mentary Commission. So they had delegated Peachum, who
represented two-sevenths of the interests, to accompany Coax
to Southampton at the end of the week. He was to commence
negotiations for “respectable” ships.

Nevertheless they all went down to the docks for the offi-
cial handing over of the old ships to the Government. They
had to hand the ships over so as not to arouse suspicion, but
later they could be exchanged. The overhauling was not yet
finished and work still being continued under the zgis of the
M.T.C. The Commission was represented by two gentlemen
in lounge suits who went through the formalities quickly.
They stood for a short quarter of an hour on a draughty
quay. It rained and they all froze.

Just beforc going to sleep that evening, Mrs Peachum
mentioned to her husband the name of MacHeath in connec-
tion with her daughter. Peachum flew into a frenzy.

“Who introduced you ‘o him?” he shouted. “That B. shop
crook? What's that? Introduced hirmselfr What sort of places
do you go to, where strange men introduce themselves to you?
That man% known throughout the whole of the City as 2
swindler! So that’s the way you look after your daughter!
Here I am, working night and day for her, and you introduce
her to notorious libertines who hang about the waiting rooms
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of banks all day, trying to get their Bilge shops financed.
What'’s the matter with your daughter? I'll soon settle things
in that direction! Exchanging glances with this Coax under
the eyes of her parents, the ——. Where does she get this sen-
suality from?”

“Not from you,” said Mrs Peachum, pulling the sheets up
under her chin.

“Certainly not from me,” said Mr Peachum, raging in the
dark. “I have no use for such things. I need a clear head
in order not to be torn to pieces by these hyenas.” He broke
off short:

“I don’t want to hear any more. In future I shall decide
whom Polly is to meet.”

As far as Polly was concerned, he had made up his mind.

The next morning he spoke to Polly in the office. He ques-
tioned her relentlessly about her visit to Mr Coax and even
extracted from the weeping girl the story of the pictures.
There had been naked ladies on them.

After the interview Peachum told her that he considered
most of what she had confessed to be lies. Mr ‘Coax was a
highly respectable business man, and she ought to be thankful
that he took an interest in her and had heard nothing of her
associates. With this intimation, he left the subject.

When she met Mr MacHeath again, she told him that her
father would never consent to her marrying him, but that Mr
Coax had invited her to a picnic at the end of the week.

The first was true, the second a lie.

When Mr MacHeath learned from the Peach that Mr Coax
was the suitor favoured by her parents, it became clear to him
that he would have to do something akout this Coax.

After some thought he reached a decision and drove in a
horse omnibus to one of those dirty two-roomed newspaper
bffices which are usually inhabited by unwashed, ‘inquisitive
gentlemen with unctuous voices.

Some greasy, tattered volumes of old newspapers were
brought out and looked through. Then he caught another
78



horse omnibus to Lower Blacksmith Square where he entered
a tumble-down house and gave certain orders to an evil-look-
ing man in shirt-sleeves.

Then, although it was still early in the afternoon, he rode
in a third omnibus back to his home. .

He had.a small house in one of the southern suburbs. It
lay behind a tiny garden, in a row with other identical houses.
He had not had it long; it was scarcely ready for occupation.
In one of the bare rooms stood a few pieces of furniture,
amongst them a new sofa on which he slept; and in the kitchen
was a gas cooker and an ice chest. The house was not a new
one. He had taken it over from one of his business friends who
had gone bankrupt.

Standing on the steps, he pulled a large bunch of keys out
of his pocket and tried several before he found the right one.
Then he walked whistling into a completely empty hall where
there was not so much as a hook to hang his hat on.

On reaching his room on the first floor, in which great
neatness reigned, he took off his boots, lay down on a sofa and
remained lying there until it grew dark.

Towards ten o'clock the bell rang below. He went down
and let in a fat man. Without saying a word he took from the
man what he had brought and pushed him out again. The man
went away grumbling. Apparently he knew the neighbour-
hood.

After MacHeath (who as a matter of fact lived here under
the name of Milburn) had opened the brown paper parcel, he
emptied from it on to his washstand a b''ndle of letters and
papers which he proceeded to study for half an hour by the
light of a petroleum lamp Then he made up a bed with some
blankets which he fetched from a cupboard and soon fell
asleep.

The next morning he had an interview at police headquar-
ters withethe Assistant Commissioner. .

The two gentlemen bent over the bare desk and studied the
contents of the brown paper parcel, especially a ruled exercise
book in a red cover which was Mr Coax’s diary.
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The diary only contained information concerning the
broker’s private life. The Assistant Commissioner’s perusal was
preceded by Mr MacHeath’s assurance that there were no
business notes in the book. If the case had been otherwise Mr
Brown would not have been in a position to examine it.

The contents of the book were mostly of a moralising nature.
Indications were not lacking of certain visits and other facts,
but mostly there were moral observations and frank self-crit-
icisms, evidence of an incessant fight agairst overwhelming
sensuality. For the most part these observations were beyond
the mental capacities of the two readers, for whom indeed they
were never intended.

There were also names. They were indicated by initials.

On nearly every second or third day (not a single day was
omitted, for the diary was kept with the greatest care and
scarcely a word was crossed out) there stood, in red ink and
neatly underlined with a ruler, numbers such as: “Twice” or
“4 times.” Actually, “4 times” was rare and there was nothing
higher than “5 times.” Sometimes it was only “Once,” and
then it was not underlined but enclosed in a littl¢ circle.

There were also two different symbols. What they meant
was explained by an entry on the inside of the cover: Evacua-
tion and Laxatives. These symbols, too, were carefully drawn.
Mr Coax had a bold, rather flourishing hand.

The remaining contepts of the package consisted of ex-
tremely questionable photographs. They showed signs of
much use.

After a short silent examination, Brown pressed a button
and gave an official a slip of paper on which he had scribbled
a few words. When the official came back, he laid a bundle of
papers on the table. It contained police documents and
dossiers.

Brown took out a sheet of closely written paper and com-
pared something with an entry in Coax’s diary. Laying a thick
index finger on the place, he said in his slow profound way:

“My dear Mac, we can't get the fellow on this. We don't
know what sort of business he carries on; and we never stick
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our noses into the business enterprises of respectable people.
Where would that get us? The man pays his taxes—so that'’s
all right. People’s private lives are no concern of ours and
this man hasn’t committed any burglaries. The only thing
would be torake up a charge of two years ago when the gentle-
man was discovered in a doubtful hotel with the wife of an
Admiralty official. But you would do better to put that into
the hands of the newspaper people. I'll give you the names
of a few reliable men who could make something out of it.”

He again pressed a button and the man brought in another
bundle, on the wrapping of which was written in thick letter-
ing: “Blackmail.”

He looked through the contents carefully as way his way, and
finally said:

*“Go to Gawn. He’s one of the best.”

MacHeath took the address and put it with his own mate-
rial. Then he clapped his friend on the back and said lightly:

“When I next get married—officially, you understand—will
you come to the wedding? I'm worried about the bank people.
They're ot doing their best.”

“I will if I can,” said Brown without enthusiasm, “but it
really mustn‘t happen many more times.”

MacHeath went away pensively. Brown was no longer the
old Brown as far as his attitude towards his friends was con-
cerned. Of course he was as ‘rue a steel, but it seemed lately
that he had a great deal of new responsibility. . . .

Neither was MacHeath getting anywhere with the bank.
They were always making fresh reservati_us.

His own people were also becoming troublesome. The real-
isation that he was responsible for nearly 120 people, some of
them with families, weighed heavily upon him. He took it very
seriously.

Something must happen, there w2s-no doubt about that.
Once he* could get old Peachum’s moucy into “his hands, *he
would be able to breathe freely again.

He drove to one of his shops near Waterloo Bridge. It was
not a B. shop but a respectable antique business, and was run
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by a woman called Fanny Chrysler who knew something about
art. He always went there when he had something to ponder
over. He would sit in the office, turning over the pages of a
book.

JUnfortunately Fanny was not there. She was at some auc-
tion. Mac thought it important that some of the objects sold
there should have proper birth certificates.

The books which lay stacked in the office came from the
library of the vicar of Kingshall, as the blue }.encil writing an
the lid of the packing-case testified. They were volumes of
extremely obscene engravings. Mac could not bear such things.
He was against art in every form. Disgusted, he laid the valu-
able tomes aside.

Then he thought of Polly.

Whenever he thought of her lately an indescribable uneasi-
ness had come over him. She was far too sensual.

He got up and went to Old Oak Street.

After he had walked past the house twice, Polly came down.
She walked a few times round the block with him.

She was very tender and seemed to be in sorhe sort of
trouble. She was also paler than usual. The shado