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ARK you, I am not defend-
ing James Datchett. I hold
no brief for James. On the
contrary, I am very decidedly
of the opinion that he should
not have done it. I merely
say that there were extenua-
ting circumstances. Just that. Ext. circ.
Nothing more.

Let us review the matter calmly and judi-
cially, not condemning James off-hand, but
rather probing the whole affair to its core, to
see if we can confirm my view that it is
possible to find excuses for him.

We will begin at the time when the subject
of the Colonies first showed a tendency to
creep menacingly into the daily chit-chat of
his Uncle Frederick.

James’s Uncle Frederick was always talking
more or less about the Colonies, having made
a substantial fortune out in Western Australia,
but it was only when James came down from
Oxford that the thing became really menacing.
Up to that time the uncle had merely spoken
of the Colonies as Colonies. Now he began
to speak of them with sinister reference to
his nephew. He starred James. It became
a case of ‘““Frederick Knott presents James
Datchett in ‘The Colonies’” and there
seemed every prospect that the production
would be an early one ; for if there was one
section of the public which Mr. Knott dis-
liked more than another, it was Young Men
Who Ought To Be Out Earning Their Livings
Instead Of Idling At Home. He expressed
his views on the subject with some eloquence
whenever he visited his sister’s house. Mrs,
Datchett was a w1dow, and since her hus
band's death had been in the habit of accept-
ing every utterance of her brother Frederick
as a piece of genuine all-wool wisdom ;
though, as a matter of fact, James’s uncle

ad just about' enough brain to make a jay-

1 fly crooked, and no more. He had

made his money keeping sheep. And any
fool can keep sheep. However, he had this
reputation for wisdom, and what he said
went. It was not long, therefore, before it
was evident that the ranks of the Y.M.W.O.
T.B.O.E.T.L.1.O.1.A.H. were about to lose
a member.

James, for his part, was all against the
Colonies.  As a setting for his career, that is
to say. He was no Little Englander. He
had no earthly objection to Great Britain
kaving Colonies. By all means have Colonies.
They could rely on him for moral support.
But when it came to legging it out to West
Australia to act as a sort of valet to Uncle
Frederick’s beastly sheep—no. Not for James.
For him the literary life.  Yes, that was
James’s dream-—to have a stab at the literary
life. At Oxford he had contributed to the
Isis, and since coming down had been
endeavouring to do the same to the papers
of the Metropolis. He had had no success
so far. But some inward voice seemed to
tell him (Read on. Read on. Thisis no
story about the young beginner’s struggles in
London. We do not get within fifty miles
of Fleet Street.)

A temporary compromise was effected
between the two parties by the securing for
James of a post as assistant-master at Harrow
House, the private school of one Blather-
wick, M. A,, the understanding being that if
he could hold the job he could remain in
England and write, if it pleased him, in his
spare time. But if he fell short in any way
as a handler of small boys he was to descend
a step in the animal kingdom and be matched
against the West Australian sheep. There
was to be no second chance in the event of
failure. From the way Uncle Fredernck
talked James; alimest got the idea that he
attachedra ; spiritual importance to a connec-
tion with sheep. He seemed to strive with
a sort of religious frenzy to convert James to
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must placate this worm. Mr. Blatherwick
was an austere man. He would not overlook
such a crime.

He appealed to the other'’s chivalry.

“ What about Violet?” he said. “ Surely
you don’t want to lose the poor girl her job?
They’d be bound to sack her, too.”

Adolf’s eyes gleamed.

“Zo? Lizzun! When I do gom virst
here, I myself do to giss Violed vunce vish.
But she do push dze zide of my face, and my
lof is durned to hate.”

James listened attentively to this tabloid
tragedy, but made no comment.

‘“ Anysing vrom dze fillage, sare?”

Adolfs voice was meaning. James pro-
duced a half-crown.

‘“ Here you are, then. Get me half-a-dozen
stamps and keep the change.”

“Zdamps? Yes, sare. At vunce.”

James’s last impression of the departing
one was of a vast and greasy grin, stretching
most of the way across his face.

Adolf, as blackmailer, in which 74/ he now
showed himself, differed in some respects
from the conventional blackmailer of fiction.
It may be that he was doubtful as to how
much James would stand, or it may be that
his soul as a general rule was above money.
At any rate, in actual specie he took very
little from his victim. He seemed to wish
to be sent to the village oftener than before,
but that was all. Halfa crown a week would
have covered James’s financial loss.

But he asserted himself in another way.
In his most light-hearted moments Adolf
never forgot the reason which had brought
him to England. He bad come to the
country to learn the language, and he meant
to do it. The difficulty which had always
handicapped him hitherto—namely, the
poverty of the vocabularies of those in the
servants’ quarters—was now removed. He
appointed James tutor-in-chief of the English
language to himself, and saw that he entered
upon his duties at once.

The first time that he accosted James in
the passage outside the class-room, and desired
him to explain certain difficult words in a
leading article of yesterday’s paper, James was
pleased. Adolf, he thought, regarded the
painful episode as closed. He had accepted
the half-crown as the full price of silence, and
was now endeavouring to be friendly in order
to make amends.

This right-minded conduct gratified James.
He felt genially disposed toward Adolf. He

ead the leading article, and proceeded to
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give a full and kindly explanation of the bard
words. He took trouble over it. He went
into the derivations of the words. He touched
on certain rather tricky sub-meanings of the
same. Adolf went away with any doubts he
might have had of James’s capabilities as a
teacher of English definitely scattered. He
felt that he had got hold of the right man.

There was a shade less geniality in James’s
manner when the same thing happened on
the following morning. But he did not
refuse to help the untutored foreigner. The
lecture was less exhaustive than that of the
previous morning, but we must suppose that
it satisfied Adolf, for he came again next day,
his faith in his teacher undiminished.

James was trying to write a story. He
turned on the student.

“Get out ! ” he howled. “And take that
beastly paper away. Can’t you see I’'m busy?
Do you think I can spend all my time teach-
ing you to read? Get out!”

“Dere some hard vord vos,” said Adolf,
patiently, “of which I gannot dze meaning.”

James briefly cursed the hard words.

*“ But,” proceeded Adolf, “of one vord, of
dze vord ‘giss,” I dze meaning know. Zo!”

James looked at him. There was a pause.

Two minutes later the English lesson was
in full swing.

All that James had ever heard or read
about the wonderful devotion to study of the
modern German young man came home to
him during the next two weeks. Our
English youth fritters away its time in idle-
ness and pleasure-seeking. The German
concentrates.  Adolf concentrated like a
porous plaster. Every day after breakfast,
just when the success of James’s literary
career depended on absolute seclusion, he
would come trotting up for his lesson.
James’s writing practically ceased.

This sort of thing cannot last. There is
a limit, and Adolf reached it when he
attempted to add night-classes to the existing
curriculum.

James, as had been said, was in the habit
of taking coffee with Mr. Blatherwick in his
study after seeing the boys into bed. It was
while he was on his way to keep this appoint-
ment, a fortnight after his first interview with
Adolf, that the young student waylaid him
with the evening paper.

Something should have warned Adolf that
the moment was: not well-chosen. To begin
with, James |had 4 'headache, the result of a
hard day with the boys. Then that morning’s
English lesson had caused him to forget
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proprietor of Harrow House was a long,
grave man, one of the last to hold out
against the anti-whisker crusade. He had
expressionless hazel eyes and a general air
of being present in body but absent in the
- spirit. Mothers who visited the school to
introduce their sons put his vagueness down
to activity of mind. “That busy brain,”
they thought, “is never at rest. Even while
he 1s talking to us some abstruse point in the
classics is occupying his mind.”

What was occupying his mind at the
present moment was the thoroughly un-
satisfactory conduct of his wife’'s brother,
Bertie Baxter. The more tensely he brooded
over the salient points in the life-history of
his wife’s brother, Bertie Baxter, the deeper
did the iron become embedded in his soul.
Bertie was one of Nature’s touchers. This
is the age of the speeialist.  Bertie’s speciality
was borrowinz money. He was a man of
almost eerie versatility in this direction.
Time could not wither nor custom stale his
infinite variety. He could borrow money
with a breezy bluffness which made the thing
practically a hold-up. And anon, when his
victim had steeled himself against this
method, he could extract another five-
pound-note from his little hoard with the
delicacy of one playing spilikins.  Mr.
Blatherwick had been a gold- mine to
him for years. As a rule, the proprictor of
Harrow House unbelted without complaint,
for Bertie, as every good borrower should,
had that knack of making his victim feel,
during the actual moment of paying over, as
if he had just made a rather good invest-
ment. But, released from the spell of his
brother-in-law’s personal magnetism, Mr.
Blatherwick was apt to brood. He was
brooding now. Why, he was asking himself
morosely, should he be harassed by this
Bertie? It was not as if Bertie was penni-
lesss. He had a little income of his own.
No, it was pure lack of consideration. Who
was Bertie that he——

At this point in his meditations Violet
entered yith the after-dinner coffee and the
evening’ post.

Mr. Blatherwick took the letters. There
were two of them, and one he saw, with a
rush of indignation, was in the handwriting
of his brother-in-law. Mr. Blatherwick’s
blood simmered. So the fellow thought he
could borrow by post, did he? Not even
trouble to pay a visit, eh ? © He tore the letter
open, and the first thing he saw was a cheque
for five pounds.

Mr. Blatherwick was astounded. That a
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letter from his brother-in-law should not con-
tain a request for money was surprising ; that
it should contain a cheque, even for five
pounds, was miraculous.

He opened the second letter. It was short,
but full of the finest, noblest sentiments ; to
wit, that the writer, Charles J. Pickersgill,
having heard the school so highly spoken of
by his friend, Mr. Herbert Baxter, would be
glad if Mr. Blatherwick could take in his
three sons, aged seven, nine, and eleven
respectively, at the earliest convenient
date.

Mr. Blatherwick’s first feeling was one of
remorse that even in thought he should have
been harsh to the golden-hearted Bertie.
His next was one of elation.

Violet, meanwhile, stood patiently before
him with the coffée. Mr. Blatherwick helped
himself. His eye fell on Violet.

Violet was a friendly, warm-hearted little
thing. She saw that Mr. Blatherwick had
had good news; and, as the bearer of the
letters which had contained it, she felt almost
responsible. She smiled kindly up at Mr.
Blatherwick.

Mr. Blatherwick’s dreamy hazel eye rested
pensively upon her. The major portion of

. his mind was far away in the future, dealing

with visions of a school grown to colossal
proportions and patronized by millionaires.
The section of it which still worked in the
present was just large enough to enable him
to understand that he felt kindly, and even
almost- grateful, to Violet. Unfortunately it
was too small to make him see how wrong
it was to kiss her in a vague, fatherly way
across the coffee tray just as James Datchett
walked into the room.

James paused. Mr. Blatherwick coughed.
Violet, absolutely unmoved, supplied James
with coffee, and bustled out of the room.

She left behind her’ a somewhat massive
silence.

Mr. Blatherwick coughed again.

“ It looks like rain,” said James, carelessly.

“ Ah?” said Mr. Blatherwick.

“Very like rain,” said James.

“Indeed!” said Mr. Blatherwick.

A pause.

“ Pity if it rains,” said James.

“True,” said Mr. Blatherwick.

Another pause.

“ Er—Datchett,” satd Mr. Blatherwick.

“Yes?” said James.

“I—erfeel that'perhaps

James waited | attentively.

‘“ Have you sugar ?”

* Plenty, thanks,” said James.
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