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RUPERT BRETT

CHAPTER 1
r [‘HE beginning of a story is apparently the easiest
thing in the world.” Ome can begin, like “ Robin-
son Crusoe" or " Gulliver's Travels,” with g brief
family history and a summary of the leading chashcter’s
doings up-to-date. Or one can begin with descriptions
of scenery;and thus introduce one's principal personages,
“ The rolling flood of the mighty Amazon ' would be a
good beginning. A littla boat (containing the hero, of
course, and gny other necessary characters)-comes round
B the bend, and so on. Or again, the sun rises (prefetably
in the East), " tipping the snowy spear-heads of the
*  Himalayas with rosy light. Temple bells begin to ring ;
there is a faint scent of incense in the air; a figure is
seen wandering down (or climbing up) the mountain-
_ side. Suddenly a sharp report is heard,” etc., ete. The
sun, too, can set as well as rise, and there are a2 thousand
+ and one interesting places in which it ®an perform that
remarkablesbut perfectly normal feat, * changing the
world into a paradise of purple and crimson, green and
gold,” and so forth. Another good beginning is the ,
typical English lagdscape—ric® lush meadows, cattles
lazily browsing; the quaint old ‘orchard. In this style
of scenery all that is necessary to get things going is a
ripple of mischievous girlish laughter. Simple but
effective, one might call it.
I
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The sad thing is that none of these beginnings {quite -
excellent in themselves) will fit in with my story. The
Smily history and previous doings of my hers are
pomtlessmdunnma:y The scenery method, too,
is impossible, for we begin at the corner of a street, and,
even though the street is in Milan, we cannot drag in
the blue Italian sky, #s the day I want you to picturs is
dull and cloudy. But a start must be made, 56 let'us
take a plunge and hope for the best. :

On & certain dull April afternoon in Milan two persons
might have been seen waiting in the Corso Venezia for
the Monza tram. The elder was aged thirty-two andl of
middle height ; his short beard and coarse moustache
only partly hid the mouth of a kindly cynic ; dark, wavy.
hair crowned a thoughtful brow, and #he creed’of an
idealist shone out from the windows of his .eyes. His
companion was a boy of fourteen, slender and refined,
not as yet touched by the worldliness of Eton and that
spoiling and flattery to which wealth apd position appear
to condemn a man.

They had not waited long when the huge two-storied
tram came rumbling up, and our two friends, _climbing
upstairs, proceeded te make*themselves as coaffortable
as possible under unpromising conditions.

“ And so you are disappointed that you are not with
your people in Rome at the present fhoment, are you '™
began the elder of the two, the Reverend Stephen
Henley.

“ Well, yes, it's hard lines that Mr. Gregory should
have been taken ill here.”” And Rupert Brett gazed
ruefully at the rows of stunted mulberry-trees. The
fgherished and only son of Lord Maltby, he had yet to
learn one of life’s earliest lessons, that though the past
les behind us with its terrible certainty, yet that
mystery, the future, is in the hands of the gods.

“ And s0," continned Henley, " because your tutor
is ill, I must suffer. Last night in my efforts to amuse
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you my thumb was damaged, but all the same I had to

play temnis with you all this morning, and now I'm trailing

out to Monza so that poor Gregory may have a littlg

peace and quiet. Some people are never satisfied. ¥You

had seven cakes and three caviare sandwiches for tea

yﬁhﬂay.ymhwmiordmnuwaymght and still
]B.'.ll

"Oh, Pm so sorry,” replied Rupert, I hope you're
not offended. I'm sure you are awfully good, and I
didn’temean to be ungrateful”

“ My ‘dear boy, of course I'm not offended. I only
hope that Rome will come up to your expectations ; but
tthlmumsofanticipaﬁonmnft&nsomchgrntet
han the pleasures of realization that I trust you won't
be disappointed.”

"1 don’t sge how I can be; but, anghow, it is nice to
look forward to enjoying things."

“ That is quite true. 'We spend our youth in a dream
of future happinegs. In middle life we try to grasp the
slippery moments as they rush by and to wring the last
drop of pleasure ou# of them. In old age we gaze with
rugrﬂfullonmuuthaﬁplmd:dpnﬂt But the dreams
of youthiare better than all the realities of later life ; it
is boyhood that possesses the vision splendid.”

* And do you think it is nicest to be young ?"’ asked
Rupert, beginning fo be interested,

My dear Rupert, youth is the one thing in life
really worth having, and yet we mever realize its value
till we are on the point of losing it. And what a glorious
thing it is to be a boy like yourself. To be, as it were,
some perfect wild-flower opening itsgentle bud and
gazing with wide-eyed wonder on the beautiful world
around. Golden dreams are for youth, sober awaken-
ings for middle age.”

The plains of Lombardy are flat and unlovely, but on a
sunny day the circle of mountains round them relieves
the monotony. Even on this dull afternoon the sullen
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