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CHAPTER 9
Continued

‘Perhaps Mrs Bolton will play piquet with you,” she
said to Clifford.
‘Oh, I shall be perfectly all right. You go to your
own room and rest, darling.’
But no sooner had she gone, than he rang for Mrs
Bolton, and asked her to take a hand at piquet or
bezique, or even chess. He had taught her all these
games. And Connie found it curiously objection-
able to see Mrs Bolton, flushed and tremuljous like
a little girl, touching her queen or her knight with
uncertain fingers, then drawing away again. And
Clifford, faintly smiling with a half-teasing superi-
ority, saying to her:
“Youmustsay j’adoube!’
She looked up at him with bright, startled eyes, then
murmured shyly, obediently:
‘J’adoube!’
Yes, he was educating her. And he enjoyed it, it
gave him a sense of power. And she was thrilled.
She was coming bit by bit into possession of all that
the gentry knew, all that made them upper class:
apart from the money. That thrilled her. And at the
same time, she was making him want to have her
there with him. It was a subtle deep flattery to him,
her genuine thrill.
To Connie, Clifford seemed to be coming out in his
true colours: a little vulgar, a little common, and
uninspired; rather fat. Ivy Bolton’s tricks and
humbIIJe bossiness were also only too transparent.
But Connie did wonder at the genuine thrill which
the woman got out of Clifford. To say she was in
love with him would be putting it wrongly. She was
thrilled by her contact with a man of the upper
class, this titled gentleman, this author who could
write books an(% oems, and whose photograph
tz}I.L)[?eared in the illustrated newspapers. She was
lled to a weird passion. And his ‘educating’ her
roused in her a passion of excitement and response
much deeper than any love affair could have done.
In truth, tﬁe very fact that there could be no love
affair left her free to thrill to her very marrow with
this other passion, the peculiar passion of knowing,
knowing as he knew.
There was no mistake that the woman was in some
way in love with him: whatever force we give to
the word love. She looked so handsome and so
young, and her grey eyes were sometimes mar-
vellous. At the same time, there was a lurking soft
satisfaction about her, even of triumph, and private
satisfaction. Ugh, that private satisfaction. How
Connie loathed it!
Butno wonder Clifford was caught by the woman!
She absolutely adored him, in her persistent fash-
ion, and put herself absolutely at his service, for
him to use as he liked. No wonder he was flattered!
Connie heard long conversations going on between
the two. Or rather, it was mostly Mrs Bolton talk-
ing. She had unloosed to him the stream of gossip
about Tevershall village. It was more than gossip.
It was Mrs Gaskell and George Eliot and Miss
Mitford all rolled in one, with a great deal more,
that these women left out.” Once started, Mrs Bolton
was better than any book, about the lives of the
people. She knew them all so intimately, and had
such a peculiar, flamey zest in all their affairs, it
was wonderful, if justa trifle humiliating to listen to
her. At first she had not ventured to ‘talk Tevershall’,
as she called it, to Clifford. But once started, it went
on. Clifford was listening for ‘material’, and he
found it in plenty. Connie realized that his so-called
genius was just this: a perspicuous talent for per-
sonal gossip, clever and apparently detached. Mrs
Bolton, of course, was very warm when she ‘talked
Tevershall’. Carried away, in fact. And it was mar-
vellous, the things that happened and that she knew
about. She would have run to dozens of volumes.
Connie was fascinated, listening to her. But after-
wards always a little ashamed. She ought not to
listen with this queer rabid curiosity. After all, one
may hear the most private affairs of other people,
but only in a spirit of respect for the struggling,
battered thing which any human soul is, and ina
spirit of fine, discriminative sympathy. For even
satire is a form of sympathy. It 1s the way our sym-
athy flows and recoils that really determines our
ves. And here lies the vast importance of the novel,
properly handled. It can inform and lead into new
places the flow of our sympathetic consciousness,
and it can lead our sympathy away in recoil from
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things gone dead. Therefore, the novel, properly
handled, can reveal the most secret places of life:
foritis in the passional secret places of life, above
all, that the tide of sensitive awareness needs to
ebb and flow, cleansing and freshening.
But the novel, like gossip, can also excite spurious
sympathies and recoils, mechanical and deaden-
ing to the psyche. The novel can glorify the most
corrupt feelings, so long as they are conventionally
‘pure’. Then the novel, like gossip, becomes at last
vicious, and, like gossip, all the more vicious be-
cause it is always ostensibly on the side of the an-
ﬁfl& Mrs Bolton’s gossip was always on the side of
e angels. ‘And he was such abad fellow, and she
was such a nice woman.” Whereas, as Connie could
see even from Mrs Bolton’s gossip, the woman
had been merely a mealy-mouthed sort, and the
man angrily honest. But angry honesty made a ‘bad
man’ 01%11—]1'.(1], and mealy-mouthedness made a ‘nice
woman’ of her, in the vicious, conventional chan-
nelling of sympathy by Mrs Bolton.
For this reason, the gossip was humiliating. And for
the same reason, most novels, especially popular
ones, are humiliating too. The public responds now
only to an appeal to its vices.
Nevertheless, one got a new vision of Tevershall
village from Mrs Bolton’s talk. A terrible, seething
welter of ugly life it seemed: not at all the flat drab-
ness it looked from outside. Clifford of course knew
by sight most ofthe people mentioned, Connie knew
only one or two. But it sounded really more like a
Central Aftican jungle than an English village.
‘I suppose you heard as Miss Allsopp was married
lastweek! Would you ever! Miss Allsopp, old James’
daughter, the boot-and-shoe Allsopp. You know
they built a house up at Pye Croft. The old man
died last year from a fall; eighty-three, he was, an’
nimble as a lad. An’ then he slipped on Bestwood
Hill, on a slide as the lads ad made last winter, an’
broke his thigh, and that finished him, poor old man,
it did seem a shame. Well, he left all%is money to
Tattie: didn’t leave the boys a penny. An’ Tattie, [
know, is five years — yes, she’s fifty-three last

autumn. And you know they were such Chapel
people, my word! She taught Sunday school for
thirty years, till her father died. And then she started
carrying on with a fellow from Kinbrook, I don’t
know if you know him, an oldish fellow with ared
nose, rather dandified, Willcock, as works in
Harrison’s woodyard. Well he’s sixty-five, ifhe’s a
day, yet you’d have thought they were a pair of
Eoung turtle-doves, to see them, arm in arm, and

issing at the gate: yes, an’ she sitting on his knee
right in the bay window on Pye Croft Road, for
anybody to see. And he’s got sons over forty: only
lost his wife two years ago. If old James Allsopp
hasn’trisen from Kis grave, it’s because there is no
rising: for he kept her that strict! Now they’re mar-
ried and gone to live down at Kinbrook, and they
say she goes round in a dressing-gown from morn-
ing tonight, a veritable sight. 'm sure it’s awful, the
way the old ones go on! Why they’re a lot worse
than the young, and a sight more disgusting. I lay it
down to the pictures, myself. But you can’t keep
them away. [ was always saying: go to a good
instructive film, but do for goodness saie keepaway
from these melodramas and love films. Anyhow
keep the children away! But there you are, grown-
ups are worse than the children: and the old ones
beat the band. Talk about morality! Nobody cares
athing. Folks does as they like, and much better off
they are for it, | must say. But they’re having to
draw their horns innowadays, now th’ pits are work-
ingso bad, and they haven’t got the money. And the
grumbling they do, it’s awful, especially the women.
The men are so good and patient! What can they
do, poor chaps! But the women, oh, they do carry
on! They go and show off, giving contributions for
awedding Fresent for Princess Mary, and then when
they see all the grand things that’s been given, they
simply rave: who’s she, any better than anybody
else! Why doesn’t Swan & Edgar give me one fur
coat, instead of giving her six. [wish Id keEt my
ten shillings! What’s she going to give me, I should
like to know? Here I can’t get a new spring coat,
my dad’s working that bad, and she gets van-loads.

It’s time as poor folks had some money to spend;
rich ones ’as ’ad it long enough. I want a new
spring coat, [ do, an’ wheer am I going to get it? |
say to them, be thankful you’re well fed and well
clothed, without all the new finery you want! And
they fly back at me: “Why isn’t Princess Mary
thankful to go about in her old rags, then, an” have
nothing! Folks like her get van-loads, an’ I can’t
have anew spring coat. It's a damned shame. Prin-
cess! Bloomin’rot about Princess! It’s munney as
matters, an’ cos she’s got lots, they give her more!
Nobody’s givin’me any, an’ I’ve as much right as
anybody else. Don’t talk to me about education.
It’s munney as matters. [ want a new spring coat, |
do, an’ [ shan’t get it, cos there’s no munney . ..
That’s all they care about, clothes. They think noth-
ing of giving seven or eight guineas for a winter
coat—colliers’ daughters, mind you— and two
guineas for a child’s summer hat. And then they go
to the Primitive Chapel in their two-guinea hat, girls
as would have been proud of a three-and-sixpenn;
oneinmy day. [ heard that at the Primitive Method-
istanniversary this year, when they have a built-up
platform for the Sunday School children, like a
grandstand going almost up to th’ ceiling, [ heard
Miss Thompson, who has the first class of girls in
the Sunday School, say there’d be over a thousand
ounds in new Sunday clothes sitting on that plat-
orm! And times are what they are! But you can’t
stop them. They’re mad for clothes. And boys the
same. The lads spend every penny on themselves,
clothes, smoking, drinking in the Miners’ Welfare,
jaunting offto Sheffield two or three times a week.
Why, it’s another world. And they fear nothing, and
they respect nothing, the young don’t. The older
men are that patient and good, really, they let the
women take everything. And this is what it leads to.
The women are positive demons. But the lads aren’t
like their dads. They’re sacrificing nothing, they
aren’t: they’re all fy r self. If you tell them they
ought to be putting a bit by, for a home, they say:
That’ll keep, that will, 'm goin’ t” enjoy myself
while I can. Owtelse’ll keep! Oh, they re rou,
an’ selfish, if you like. Everytﬂing falls on the older
men, an’it’s abad outlook all round.’
Clifford began to get anew idea of his own village.
The place had always frightened him, but he had
thought it more or less stable. Now — ?
‘Is there much Socialism, Bolshevism, among the
people?” he asked.
‘Oh!” said Mrs Bolton, ‘you hear a few loud-
mouthed ones. But they’re mostly women who’ve
ot into debt. The men take no notice. I don’t be-
1eve you’ll ever turn our Tevershall men into reds.
They’re too decent for that. But the young ones
blether sometimes. Not that they care for it really.
They only want a bit of money n their pocket, to
spend at the Welfare, or go gadding to Sheffield.
That’s all they care. When they’ve got no money,
they’ll listen to the reds spouting. But nobody be-
lievesinit, really.’
‘So you think there’s no danger?’
‘Ohno! Not iftrade was good, there wouldn’t be.
But if things were bad for a long spell, the young
ones might go funny. [ tell you, they’re a selfish,
fllla](])lﬂt lot. But I don’t see how they’d ever do any-
ing. They aren’tever serious about anything, ex-
cept showing off on motor-bikes and dancing at the
Palais-de-danse in Sheffield. You can’t make them
serious. The serious ones dress up in evening clothes
and go off'to the Pally to show off before a lot of
girls and dance these new Charlestons and what
not. 'm sure sometimes the bus’ll be full of young
fellows in evening suits, collier lads, off to the Pally:
let alone those tl%at have gone with their girls n
motors or on motor-bikes. They don’t give a seri-
ous thought to a thing— save Doncaster races, and
the Derby: for they all of them bet on every race.
And football! But even football’s not what it was,
not by along chalk. It’s too much like hard work,
they say. No, they’d rather be off on motor-bikes to
Sheffield or Nottingham, Saturday afternoons.’
‘But what do they do when they get there?”
‘Oh, hang aroun(i, —and have tea in some fine tea-
place like the Mikado —and go to the Pally or the
pictures or the Empire, with some girl. The girls
are as free as the lads. They do just what they like.’
‘Andwhatdo they dowhen they haven’tthe money
for these things?
‘They seem to get it, somehow. And they begin
talking nasg then. ButI don’tsee how you’re going
to get bolshevism, when all the lads want 15 just
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