128 — AN UNHEPEROTED VISYTOR

She hurried downstairs, to find not the gay dog she
expected, but a young man, colourless, toncless, who had
already the mournful eyes above a drooping moustache that
are so common in London, and that haunt some streets of
the city like accusing presences. One guessed him as the
third generation, grandson to the shepherd or ploughboy
whom civilization had sucked into the town; as one of the
thousands who have lost the life of the body and failed to
reach the life of the spirit. Hints of robustness survived in
him, more than a hint of primitive good looks, and Margaret,
noting the spine that might have been straight, and the chest
that might have broadened, wondered whether it paid to give
up the glory of the animal for a tail coat and a couple of ideas.
Culture had worked in her own case, but during the last
few weeks she had doubted whether it humanized the major-
ity, so wide and so widening is the gulf that stretches bet-
ween the natural and the philosophic man, so many the
good chaps who are wrecked in trying to cross it. She knew
this type very well—the vague aspirations, the mental dishon-
esty, the familiarity with the outsides of books. She knew
the very tones in which he would address her.
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