
He had sent someof his dreams 'oa the rounds,' but the net
result was the waste of postage Btamps.

Pennison.like so many men of genius, loved originality for its
own sake. He would not copy current styles, but dreamed of
founding a New School of Fiction which should leave theKailyard
in thebackground. He was convinced that he could turn out the
cheap andnasty stuff which other novelists spun out at so much
per thousand words,buthis fastidious soul revolted from the task.
He had indeed become an unconscious exponent of the Brahminic
doctrine of the glory of the contemplative life.

As he smoked the last crumbs of tobacoo, which he had
obtained by turning oat th^ linings of his pockets, the bitter
thought of his great ideal Schoolof Fiction floatedbefo-e bis mind,
and as he mentally repetted the magic formula, 'A School of
Fiction,' the idea took another shape with all the kaleidoscopic
rapidity of his great imagination. '

Why not an Academy of
Fiction ?' How often had not serio comic magazine writers sug-
gesteda school for teaching the art of telling storie". How ma-iy
writers wereactually in print who knew not the rudiments of their
profession ? How many were there, if properly instructed, had the
capacity for makinga livelihood by the pen?

Pennisonhad found his life-work at last. TTe need not turn
out the wretched stories that were mechanically writteu and idly
r> ad. But there was no less of dignity in imparting to others the
rudiments of a pro'evnvi that might be made respectable if his
methods were adopted. He would impart ideas. His put ils would
work them out an1 save him much drudgery, and the next genera-
tion would hail him— the teacher—

as the fouuder of the new Schoo'
of Fiction.

Few commercial enterprises, however worthy,can be started
without a little capua'. So Pennism fumbled in his pocketsand
ransacked every cornpr of h;s digtfinirs. The ore accumulated in
his dfjvinjfflamounted to Is "Jd. H« also had3Jd in stamp*.

The firm of I'ennihon v\u-> clearly limited, but the subscribed
capital wassufficient for the issue of the preliminary prospectus

—
anadvertisement in the Littranj JJuily. The firm had somediffi-
culty inkeeping the announcement withiu the limits imposed by
their financial condition, but at length it read thus: 'Author ot
ability gives tuition iv notion. Easy payments. X, 391, Literary
Daily:

With the fivepenc* remaining in hands the firm had a grand
inaugural banquet of trti>e and cowheel. Then the managing
director returned to thehumble apartment which was to be his on
sufference until the end of the week,and went to bed to await
developments.

When a man— not to mention his landlady—
has made up his

mind thathe will not have breakfast or luncheon, itis got>d for him
to rest. Ho Pennison rested in bed until the eveningof thenext
day, trying to think out the details of hih project, but unfortunately
consecutive thought is not always possible upon anempty stomach.
Atdusk he srole oat to the newspaper offl ;e, and, to his surprine,
there were no less than sixteen answers to his advertisement. All
the replies, he mte<i with some misgivings,were from ladies. How-
ever,be consoled hims Ifby a rapid calculation, which showed him
that with sixteen pupils at a minimum rate of JZ2 per month
his income was n««v nearly £200 per annum, with prospects
besides.

Ho must explain matters f> his landlady at once His first
move was to ask for pen and ink. This gave him an opening for a
glowingexplanationof his aims and prospjeta.whichhe followed
up by an application for the loan of sixUen pence for postage. Pen-
nisott was impulsive, if not energetic,ard ho sat down and dashed
off sixteen copies of the following circular for his sixteen fair cor-
respondents :—:

—
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The Storyteller.
A LITERARY EXPERIMENT.

'
Dear Madam,

—
Ishall be pleased to have the honour of an

interview with you to-morrow at 11 o'clock a.m.atmy chambers,
144 Little Went street.'

Iam, Madam, your obedient servant,'Pkteb Pennison.'

At 10 o'clock nextmorning he realised thatit was ratherawk-
wardthat he had not fixed a separate time for each reception. He
jhadbeen calculatinghow he should dispose of his first year's earn-
ngs. He wouldhave to get a book-case, a modern writing-desk,a
typewriter, and perhaps a blackboard. For the present, however,
he was content to prevail upon Mra O'Grady to let him have the
accommodation of her drawing-room,with the provisionof seven
extranondescriptchairs.

He walkedup and downhis roomre-reading the sixteen replies
tohis advertisement solemnly, as a lawyer reads abrief. His first
idea was thathe had better goout of town at once;hissecond, that
his first was utterly impossible. Hemust stand and face themlike
a manand aprofessor of literature.

He derived some courage from a small boy's shrill whistling
underneathhis window that Tyrtaean air,'Let 'em all come1' Yea
he could,nodoubt,set them all to work simultaneously inaclass.
Itis oneof human nature's inconsistencies that in the most serious
moments flashes of unbiddenhumour will arise. ButPennison did
not reflect upon this great truth, for he had grown upaway from
the humanizing influences of female relatives andso hadabsolutely
no sense of the ridiculous. He took himself and his workvery
seriously at all times.

There wasa hopestill. Women,heknew fromthebooks,were
unpunctual,so that they might not all come together. But,again,
literature toldhim they were talkative. From his ownslender ex-
perience since he had got in arrears with his rent he was able to
corroborate the results of psychological research by independent
investigation. It was not improbable that valuable time wouldbe
lost if he couldnot succeedinkeeping his pupils well inhand.

At ten minutes to elevenhe wasawakened to the stern realities
of his positionby a loudknocking at the door. Tee,they wereun-
doubtedly unpunctual. He heard his landlady usher one ormore
persons into the drawing-room.'They are before their time,' said Pennison tohimself. 'Let
them cool their heels I'

By 11.20 a.m.fifteen other consecutive knockings had rousted
the echoes of the dingy street and almost shattered Pennison'a
nerves,buthehadnot yet 'gone below.'

He was growinghysterical, andhummed abar of the 'Marseil-
laise

' to keep his courage up. He felt himself oldin philosophy,
but he wasnot indeed old in years,and nowhe felt himself very
young— overpoweringly,absurdly young

—
as he openedthe door of

the little sitting-room and cast a nervous glance around what
appeared to be a tossing sea of bonnets and petticoats. He had
heard of a 'mother's meeting

'
and had a dim conception that he

had somehow blunderedinto such a function. He felt like apar-
liamentary candidate about to makehis maiden election speech.

He had never been a ladies' man, and had never felt his defi-
ciencies in this reipect so keenly before,as the crowd of ladies rose
with a rustling of skirts andnodding of plumes, and, to the accom-
paniment of sundry little coughings and murmurings, said

—
just

like an operatic chorus, Pennirfon thought
— 'Oh, Mr PennisonI

'or
words to that effect.

Permibon remained for some seconds inarticulate. Then he
bowed all round,and another of his good ideas occurred tohim. It
was impoHt-ible to interview them thus collectively. He must ask
them to come int)the back parlouroneat a time. He appealed to
the principleof priority, but as eleven ladies emphatically protested
their claim?, he withdrew the suggestion that had proved such an
appleof discord, only, however, to blander into a more awkward
position, by falling back on the age principle. 't-eniores priores,aa
ihe ancients had it,' said Pennison. Not a sinerle lady made a
move, but they indulged in a cross-fire of looks that boded ill for
the future harmony of the gathering.

Fortunately after having suggested that they should toss for
places, or, ashe hastily added,draw lots for precedence,itoccurred
to theprofessor to suggest that they should bring some specimens
of their work next day. P>y this meanshe got ridof nine of them
and arranged hours for their attendance. The other seven had
brought samples which they should likehim to examine.

He took them and promised to look over them. Three others
thendeparted,but the remaining four werenot to be so cheated of
aninterview.

There was a little boy,Pennison noted, now that the roomwas
being cleared, a veryuntidy lit.tle boy with a very big head and
uuk mpt hair. Thisyouth waswith a fat, vulgar woman. There
was also a thin, pale, weak-minded looking female with her
daughter, aminiature replica of herself.

The latter lady advanced upon Pennison and told her story.
'She's always readin' novels,' said the mother, 'to improve her
mind, she paya. An' it's nigh time she was able toaim her bread.
Sometimes Ithinks she's a progidy, an'sometimesIthinks she's a
young id jet,' said the bewildered mama. 'Iamsure /don'tknow
whaton earth \f> do withher. Girls is a nuisance.'

The daughter epoke up for heraelf without any diffidenoe and
witha bimper which hada most disc effect uponPennison.
She felt sure after a month or so"s training she oould write as well
as the author of Front Kitchen to Kingdom, whoee great serial,
1 The Parlourmaid Princess,' was at present running in the
Cornflower Magazine. Had Mr Peunison read it? No, he had
not. Well, she would bring him all the back numbers when ehe
came to takeher first lesson next day. Then the little boy andhia
mama came on.'That boy, Mr. Pennison,' gaid the lady. 'My eldest, sir, eleven
last FeWwary. His father, the poor dear man, was in thepo'try
line. Used todopo'try for boot shops and teahouses and Buch. So

Pennison washard up. There wasnogetting over that fact. He
hadrealised itin all its sternness for the last three days, since his
landlady, whowas the first to recognise it,had givenhim formal
notice.

Three months previously he had proclaimedhimself a free man
by spurning an office stool and, with a meagre war-chest saved
from the wages of clerkly degradation, started his revolt against
the despotismof Fact, under the banner of Literature. But now
facts,hungering for his downfall,were clutching him in a remorse-
less grip.

Now, for a whole fortnight he had lived upon his eloquence,
butevenhis persuasivepowers acting upon Mrs.O'Grady's suscep-
tible Irish heart oould not prevent a reduction of rations. For
that was the inner meaning of her announcement that Pennison
should provide his own dinners in future. Thereuponhe remem-
bered having read in an encyclopaedia that twolight meals aday
are amply sufficient for a manof sedentary occupation. Three was
undoubtedly sheer extravagance. So he converted his usualdinner
hour into a recreation time and took walkingexercise.

Mr. Pennison wasa young man who hated not his fellows,but
he had little sympathy with their aims. He had cultivated the
aloofnessof a manof thought whois above the mere toilers. He
hadpitied them delving for golden dross, poor slaves of bread and
butter. So, in hia attempteddevelopment,he had made the mistake
of considering: thematerial siie of lifeas quite immaterial.

He had ideals, ifnot ideas. But these ideals wereso lofty that
he had but reached oat towards them from afar, and had never
grasped them and the guerdon of £>. s. d. whichattends uponthe
success of noble effort. In other words, he used up so much
nervous energy in the contemplation of his ideals that he was
unable to translate them into print. They were sobewilderingly
numerous that they gut entangled in his brain, and,in fact, became
as great anuisance as a warrenof antipodeanrabbits.
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