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and again, waking, stiff with dew, to see the 
dawn come up over the Royston plain. And 
continually he seemed to see the set of a 
mouth which he knew for his mother’s, and
A-----’s face, and, inexplicably, the face of an
old man he had once passed in a Warwick
shire village. To his great disgust, the most 
commonplace sentiments found utterance in 
him. At the same time he was extraordinarily 
happy. . . .

My friend, who has always, though never 
very passionately, believed himself a most 
unusual young man, rose to his feet. Feeling 
a little frightened, and more than a little 
unwell—for he is a person of quiet mental 
habits—he wandered down the hill. He kept 
slowly moving his head, like a man who wishes 
to dodge a pain. I gather that he was 
conscious of few definite thoughts till he 
reached the London train. He kept remem
bering, unwillingly, a midnight in Carnival- 
time in Munich, when he had seen a clown, 
a Pierrot, and a Columbine tip-toe deli
cately round the deserted corner of Theresien- 
strasse, and vanish into the darkness. Then 
he thought of the lights on the pavement in 
Trafalgar Square. It seemed to him the 
most desirable thing in the world to mingle


