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" You d'^n't take long over a decision," I re-

marked.
" I never did," said lie calmly.

When he returned to Oxford early in November

he urged me to pay him a visit. I was in London

a week or two later and having twenty-four hours

to spare ran up to Oxford, establiahed myself at the

Clarendon, and summon^i Ccesar to dine with me.

All through the meal wonder grew upon me. For

my very charming guest was an undergraduate in

his fourth year, bearing no trace of having been

anything else. We talked of Balzac, Anatole

France, and Turgeniev. I listened politely to

Csesar's views upon German and Russian Church

music. I learned that the scarcity of Turkish

cigarettes was causing him distress, that his rooms

were delightful, and that Oxford was a desert swept

clear of his old friends. The war was never once

referred to. His conversation abounded in slang

with which I was not familiar—I come from the

other shop. Tt was an insufferable evening, and

I saw Caesar hobble away upon his crutches with

positive relief. He could use his leg a little, but

the stump was still rather sore. That hobble was

the one natural and human thing about him.

I passed a wretched night, came to a desperate

resolution early in the morning, and carried it out

about nine o'clock. Csesar was in his " delightful

rooms." They certainly had a pleasant aspect,

b. t. the furniture disgusted me ; it might have been

selected by a late-Victorian poet. I looked for a

book or a picture which might connect Csesar with

the R.N.V.R., and looked in vain, tie was busy

trampling upon the best two years of his life and

forgetting that he had ever been a man. It should

if
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