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10 MR. TEDDY
f^emng mto fnut

: now in September, with nofnut yet amved to substantiate their promise, theybut made the gardener leave them with a shmg
knowing that they would never come to maturityHe might even pull them up in order to give to mo^
profitable vegetables the soil which they did no mo:^
than misuse, substituting for them those that would
give hrni a crop in response to his care. For artistic
achievement Bke peas and b-ans, will not come tofmtion m ate years, if up tiU then it has donenothing but flower in a spasmodic and podless
fashion. Yet in the dining-room of this comfortabk
house where Edward three times a day ate his mealsand his mother refused hers (she ate a good dealbetween meals, in the shape of nutritive little soupsand sandwches brought her on trays), there hung ju^one pod from his otherwise fruitless stem. This wasa fimshed portrait of his mother, executed fifteen
years ago. a model of fihal discernment and artistic
achievement, done with all the perception of a son

But Itri"^"^ T'' °' ""^ '™^ portrait-painter.
But neither before that nor after that was there any-
thing that showed more than the measm^, just a scale
of what he might have been. He had doie it once
there on the wall was the mark to which his headhad once reached, a faint pencil-mark, but authentic.S nee then, so to speak, he had sat in a chair andeaten his dinner, and. incidentally or perhaps primar-
ily, been something instead of doing something


