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thirteen children to ministers of religion at St. Andrews.
So I went back to my inn, and as I walked through

the dark streets I pondered this and that, as one does at
the end of the day's work. I pondered why it was that
Mrs. Seton had no money to leave us; aJ:).dwhat effect
poverty has on the mind: and what effectwea1th has on

the mind: and I thought of the queer old gentlemen I
had seen that morning with tufts of fjIr upon their
shoulders; and I remembered how if one whistled one

of them ran: and I thought of the organ booming in the
chapel and of the shut doors of the library: and I
thought how unpleasant it is to be locked out: and I
thought how it is worse perhaps to be locked in: and,
thinking of the safety and prosperity of the one sex and
of the poverty and insecurity of the other and of the ef-
fect of tradition and. of the lack of tradition upon the
mind of a writer, I thought at last that it was time to roll
up the crumpled skin of the day, with its arguments and

. its impressions and its anger and its laughter, and cast
it into the hedge. A thousand stars were flashing across
the b~ue wastes of the sky. One seemed alop.e with an hi-
scrutable society. All human beings were laid asleep-
prone, horizontal, dumb. Nobody seemed stirring in the
streets of Oxbridge. Even the door of the hotel sprang
open at the touch of an invisible hand-not a boots was

.,: sitting up to light me tobed,itwas so late. ~
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CHAPTER TWO

TaE SCENE, if I may ask you to follow me, was
now changed. The leaves were still falling, but in Lon-

don now, not Oxbridge: and I must ask you to imagine
a room, like many thousands, with a window looking
across people's hats and vans and motor-<:ars to other
windows, and on the table inside the room a blank sheet
of paper on which was written in large letters WOMEN

AND FICTION, but no' more. The inevitable sequel to
lunching and dining at Oxbridge seemed, unfortu-
nately, to be a visit to the British Museum. One must
strain off what was personal and accidental in all these
impressions and so reach the pure fluid, the essential oil
of truth. For that visit to Oxbridge and the luncheon

and the dinner had started a swarm of questions. Why
did men drink wine and women water? Why was one
sex so prosperous and the other so poor? What effect has

poverty on fiction? What conditions are necessary for
the creation of works of art?-a thousand questions at
once suggested themselves. But one needed answers, not
questions; and an answer was only to be had by consult-
ing the learned and the unprejudiced, who have re-

moved themselves above the strife of tongue and the
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