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CHAPTER L

BOHEMIA.

Whoeveu knows Bohomian London, knows tho smoking-room
of the Cheyne Row Club. No more comfortable or congenial
divan exists anywhere between Regent Circus and Hyde Park
Corner than that chosen paradise of unrecognized genius. Tho
Cheyne Row Club is not large, indeed, but it prides itself upon
being extremely select—too select to admit upon its list of
members peers, politicians, country gentlemen, or inhabitants
of eligible family residences in Mayfair or Belgravia. Two
qualifications are understood to be indispensable in candidates
for membership : they must be truly great, and they must bo
unsuccessful. Possession of a commodious suburban villa ex-

cludes ipso facto. The Club is emphatically the head-quarters
of the great Bohemian clan; the gathering-place of unhung
artists, unread novelists, unpaid poets, and unheeded social and
political reformers generally. Hither flock all the choicest

spirits of the age during that probationary period when society,

in its slow and lumbering fashion, is spending twenty years
in discovering for itself the bare fact of their distinguished
existence. Here Maudle displays his latest designs to Postle-

thwaite's critical and admiring eye; here Postlethwaite pours
his honeyed sonnets into Maudle's receptive and sympathetic
tympanum. Everybody who is anybody has once been a
member of the " dear old Cheyne Row :

" Royal Academicians
and Cabinet Ministers and Society Journalists and successful

poets still speak with lingering pride and affection of the days
when they lunched there, as yet undiscovered, on a single chop
and a glass of draught claret by no means of the daintiest.

B


