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MARCHING TO ZION

IN THE GREAT DAYS that are gone I was walking the
Journey upon its €asy smiling roads and came one morning
of windy spring to the side of a wood. I had but just rested to cat
my crusts and suck a drink from the pool when a fat woman ap=
peared and sat down before me, 1 gave her the grace of the
morning,

« And how many miles is it now " ] asked of her.

«What 1”" said she, “you’re not going the journey?”

“Sure, ma’am,” said I, “I'm going, and you're going, and
we're all going. . . aren’t we "

“Not,” said she, looking at me very archly, “not while there
are well-looking young fellers sitting in the woods.”

«Well, deliver me!” said I, “d’ye take me for the Angel
Gabriel or the duke of the world 1

«t’s not anything I'm taking you to be, young man. . « give
me a chew of that bread.”

She came and sat beside me and took it from my hands.

«Little woman, . . I began it to her; but at that she flung
the crust back in my face, laughing and choking and screaming,

“Me, . . that’s fat asa ewe in January!"”

«Fat, woman !” says I, t“you're no fat at all.”

But, I declare it, she'd a bosom like a bolster, I lay on m
back beside her. She wasa rag of a womail, 1 looked up throu
the tree branches at the end of the shaw; they were bare, spring
was late that year. The sky was that blue, . . there wasn't a

cloud within a million miles. .. but up through the boughs it

looked hard and steely like a storm sky. I took my hat from her,

for she had put it on her own head, and I stood on my feet.
¢ Fat, ma'am |"’ says I . . and she looked up at me, grinning

like a stuffed fox, . , “Ohno, ma’am, you're slim as the queen of
B
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Egypt!”

At that she called out to another man who was passing us by,
and I went to walk on with him, He had a furuncle on one side
of his ching his garments were very old, both in fashion and in
use: he was lean as a mountain cow.

I greeted him but he gave me glances that were surly, like a
man would be grinding scissors or setting a saw—for you never
met one of that kind that didn’t have the woe of the world upon
him, *

“How many miles is it now, sir?"” I asked, very respectful
then, He did not heed me. He put his hand to his ear signifying
deafness. I shouted and I shouted, so you could have heard me
in the four kingdoms, but I might just have been blowing in a
sack for all the reason I got from him,

I went on alone and in the course of the days I fell in with
many persons, stupid persons, great persons, jaunty ones, An ass
passes me by, its cart burdened with a few dead sprays of larch
and 2 log for the firing, An old man toils at the side urging the
ass onwards. They give me no direction and I wonder whether
Iam atall like the ass, or the man, or the cart, or the log for the
firing. I cannot say, There was the lad McGlosky, who had
the fine hound that would even catch birds; the philosopher who
had two minds; the widow with one leg; Slatterby Chough, the
pugfoot man, and Grafton. I passed a little time with thEII; all
and made poems about them that they did not like, but T was eve;
for walking on from them, None of them could give me a direc-
tion for the thing that was urging me except that it was
on, away on,”

Walk I did, and it was full summer when I met Monk. the
fat fellow as big as two men with but the clothes of a Emallluna
squeezing the joints of him together, Would you look at the haiy
of him—it was light as a stook of rye; or the face of him and the
neck of him—the hue of a new brick, He had the mind of a

grasshopper, the strength of a dray horse, the tenderness of g b
3 L) d L, uﬂ
of reeds, and was light on his limbs as a deer, ;

“away

- -
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" he said to mes he had astiff sort of talk, and
fat thumbs like a mason that he jiggled _in the EIE“;PHE of his pock-
“look }rg‘r:; my I‘"r'JIEI'LrJ|]I m}r ux’lar:nc is Monk.

«J am Michael Fionnguisa, said I

«Well T never struck fist witha la.d like you; your cunvgfﬂg;:.
tion is agreeable to me, you have a stride on you would beat the

7
world for greatness. ; _
«T could beat you,' said I, “even if you wore the boots of

x i k]
Hercules that had wings on “em.
Tt is what I like,” said he, and he made a great mess of my

2sting hefore we were through. “Look ye're, my friend, we
Eg;;;‘l’f brag our little eye-blink of the world; but take my _g::nera%
character and you'll find I'm Emttcr'than my. . .. mﬁ:rmrr;}._
accomplish my ridiculous destiny w:;:hnut any ridiculous effort.
I’m the man ta go a-travelling with.™ (

He had that stiff way of his ta]k,'h!-:ﬂ a man lecturing un:;.
stool, but my mercy, he’d a tongue of silk that could twist a mea
out of the pantry of Jews and strange hard p_er:nplﬂ; fat Iandladmﬁ&
the wives of the street, the widows in their villas, they wmfld fee
him until he groaned, loving him for his blitheness and his tales.
He could not know the meaning of want though he had never a
coin in the world, Yet he did not Luve t-:.-wn_s;Sle wnui;;lﬂ 1:::31:
wide-eved through them counting the seams I the pay %
He likgd most tf be staring at the gallant fishes in the streams,
and gasping when he saw a great one. :

igm[z:t Igﬁm in the hills ﬂ%lfll we were gone 'tn_gcther. And it
was not a great while before he was doing and doing, for m;: came
and saw a man committing a crime, a grave crime to be ;me ﬂin
a bad world leave alone a good one like this, 1n & very JOREL
lovely place, So Monk r;:-su: up and slew him, and the woman

ing i e woods,
N II}I?DEE‘.-II:?:E l:ﬂt?‘-’{?. Monk, and the dead man on the road, and
then at Mr, Monk again.

«Well,” I said, “we'd. .

But Monk went and si

«T o0k ye're,

cts;

. we'd better bury this feller.”
t upon a bank and wiped his neck.
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The other lay upon his face as if he were sniffing at the road; I
could see his ear was full of blood, it slipped over the lobe drip by
drip as neat as a clock would tick.

And Monk, he said: “Look ye're, my friend, there are dirtier
things than dirt, and I would not like to mix this with the earth
of our country.”

So we slung him into an old well with a stone upon his loins,

And a time after that we saw another man committing crime,
a mean crime that you might do and welcome in America or some
such region, but was not fitting to be done in our country.

So Monk rose up and slew him. Awful it was to see what
Monk did to him, He was a great killer and fighter; Hector
himself was but a bit ofa page boy to Mr. Monk,

“Shall we give him an interment?” I asked him. He stood
wiping his neck—he was always wiping his neck—and Monk
he said:

“Look ye're, my friend, he was a beast; a man needn’t live
in a sty in order to become a pig, and we won’t give him an in-
terment,”  So we heaved him into a slag pit among rats and
ravels of iron,

And would you believe it, again we saw a man committing
crime, crime indeed and a very bad crime,

There was no withstanding Monk; he rose up and slew the
man as dead as the poor beast he had tortured.

~ “God-a-mercy " I said to him, “it's a lot of life you're tak-
ing, Mr. Monk.”

‘And Monk he said: “Life, Michael dear, is the thing we
perish by.” He had the most terrible angers and yet was kind
kin-:!; nlmthing could exceed the greatness of his mind or the viguu;
of his limbs,

Those were the three combats of Monk, but he was changed
from that out, Whenever we came to any habitations now he
u.:nuh] not call at back doors, nor po stravaiging in yards for odd
pieces to eat, but Im. would go gallantly into an inn and offer his
payment for the things we would like, 1 could not understand

-j-'"

e
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* a preat man and a kind.
3 atil?:r:s::zi:;'?u'; f:jgr-:ft that treasure?” said I to him after days
of it. “Has some noble person given youa gifte” s

He did not answer me so I asked him over again. En!™

And Monk he said, “Oh well then, there,:.vas a lot of coin
in the fob of that feller we chucked in the well. ;

I looked very straight at Mr. Monk, very straight at that, but
I could not speak the things my mind wanted me to say, and he
said very artfully: “Don’t distress }Fr:-urseif',”M:Lcha-::l dear, overa
little contest between sense and sentiment.

«But that was the dirty man,” said L ' .

«And why not?” said he, “If h’is deed was dirty, his money

. don’t be deethery, man.”

was‘fl’%f; not fitting nor hmfc;umhle,“ said I, “for men th E,like of
us to grow fat on his filth, It's grass I'd be eating sooner.

«That’s all bombazine, Michael, bombazine! Igot two dol-
lars more from the feller wcl chl{clic’d i{:itPE pit!”

" hat was the pig!” said 1,

“Tr:;l ﬁmglt:;tkr;n:ﬂ" said he. lz‘%f his life was bad then his end
must be good; don’t ]l::: "IZ].EEI-::I:F;}?.’Td

i : ite said, « 4

“;ﬂ;n?sa?u:?\?;g ;E:[t-::h  he cried. “Amn’tI entitl:;'d to the
spoils of the valiant, the rewards of the conquerar. . . «

“Bombazine!” says I to hin. .
“O begod!” he 53:;5, «T pever struck fist on a lad the like of

you, with your bombazine O! Igrant you it doesn’t come affable
like, but what costs you nothing can't be dear; as for compunc-
tions, you'll see, I fatten on "eml’
He laughed outright at me. .
“Dun‘tghe dEEthEx‘}r, Michael, there was a good purse in the

last man’s trousers!” 1
I could no more complain to him; how could I under the

the Lord! Dear me, it never was seen, & man with the skin of
that man; he'd the mind of a grasshopper, but t:} ere Was greatness
in him, and Mary herself loved him for a friend.
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What do I say about Mary! Ah, there was never in anything

that had the aspects of a world a girl with her loveliness, T tell
you, handsome as a hly, the jewel of the world; and the thing
that happened between us was strange above all reckoning, We

gave her the good will of the evening in a place that would be as.
grand as Eden itself, though the bushes had grown dim on the

hills and the sod was darkening beside the white water of the
streams,
“And are you going the Journey:" we asked of her.
“lam gaing,said she, “everybody is going, why not me tao?"
“Will you go along with us?” I asked of her.

ohe turned her eyes upon me like two sparks out of the blow-.

ing dusk that was already upon us.
“Yes, I will go with you,”

At that she rested her hand upon my arm and we turned
upon the road together. |

She was barefooted and bareheaded, dressed in a yellow gown

that had buttons of ivory upon it,

And we asked her as we went along the streams: Had she no
fear of the night time?

says 1.
i ;

i
the hedges,” says 1.

“ . « .and there are bad things like bats troubling
says he,
it

the airl™

finger!™ says 1,
:‘ .+ « « the finger of some meditating doom|” says he
] T i ;
‘No, 1 am not,” cried Mary, “but I am glad to be zoing with

you,”
Her hand was again resting upon my arm,
I lay down among the sheaves of wheat that night with no

sleep coming to me, for the stars were spilling all out of the sky

“When the four ends of the world drop on you like deAthi™

- - and the fogs rise up on you like moving griefi”says he,
+ - and you hear the hoofs of the half god whiskine behind

.+ or the twig of a tree comes and touches you like a

- way,
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and it scemed the richness of heaven was flowing down upon us

o «Michael1” Monk whispered, ¢she’s a holy-minded girl:

look, she’s praying!” A

]ﬂﬂkéure f;nuuglf I znuld see her a little way off, standing likea

int, as still as a monument,
Emm]}r::::.l-l as 2 bird was our gentle comrade in the dawn and ready
to be going. And we asked her as we went by the roads together:
What was it made her to come the Journey alonef
«Sure there is no loneliness in the world,” she said.
“Js there not{" asked Monk. €=
¢] take my soul with me upon this Journey,” said Mary.
“Y our what!" '
“My soul,” she said gravely, “itis whatkeeps loneliness from
1%
He mused upon that a little, “Look ye're, Mary, soul is just
but the chain of eternal mortality, that is what I think it; but
you speak as if it were something you pick up and carry about
with you, something made of gutta-percha, like a tobacco pouc h.

She smiled upon him: It is what covers me from loneliness

... it’s. ... it's the little garment which sometime God will

take upon him—being God."” 3
Seven days only and seven little nights we were together an

I made scores of poems about her that were different from any
poems that have come into the world, but I could never sing
them now. In the mornings she would go wash herself in the
pools, and Monk and I would walk a little way off from her.
Monk was very delicate about that, but I '.:muld turn and see t!:n:
white-armed girl rolling up her dark hair, and her white feet
travelling to the water as she pulled the gown from her h““f-".’
She was made like the down of doves and the bloom of bees. 1t's
like enough she did love me in a very frail and delicate sort of
like a bush of lavendie might love the wind that would l:n:
snaring it from its root in the garden, but never wona petal of it
nor a bloom, only & little of its kind kind air,

me.
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We asked her as we went upon the hills: Had she no fearof
getting her death?

“Not if I make a wise use of it.”

“*A use of your death—and how would you do that, tell me,"
says L

And she told us grand things about death, in her soft wonder-
ful voice; strange talk to be giving the likes of him and me.

“I’d give the heart out of my skin,” said I,*not to be grow-
ing old—the sin and sorrow of the world, with no hope in life
and despair in its conclusion.”

But Monk was full of laughter at me.

“Ha! ha! better a last hope than a hopeless conclusion,” says
Mr. Monk; “so try hope with another lozenge, Michael, and
give a free drink to despair,”

“Have you no fear of death?” Mary asked of him.

And Monk, he said: *“I have no unreasonable regard for him;
I may bow before the inevitable, but I decline to grovel before it,
and if I burn with the best of ‘'em—well, I'd rather be torrid
than torpid,”

:: [t would be well,” said Mary, “to praise God for such cour-

HEE.
“Is that what you praige him for "’ we asked her,

1 praise God for Jesus,” Mary said to us: strange talk to be
giving the likes of him and me,

We found the finest sleeping nooks, and she could not have
rested better if there had been acres of silk; Monlk, God-a-mercy
sdent his money like a baron, One night in the little darkness h;
said:

“Look ye're, Mary, tell us why you pray |

“I pray because of a dream ¥ had.”

“A dream! That's strange, Mary; I could understand a
person dreaming because of a prayer she has prayed, but not
ing because of a dream she has dreamed ; i<

“Not even supposing,” I said to him, “you had dreamed you
were praying prayers " !
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«If I did,”said he,“I might pray not to dream such dreams,”

“] pray,”said Mary, “that my dream may come true.”

And Monk, he said,“So you build your life on a prayer and
a dream]” ‘ |

“I do not build my life at all,”said Mary; “it's my death I am
building, in a wonderful world of mountains, . . . ”

¢, . .. that can never be climbed,” cried Monk.

“ ...and grand rivers, ., . ."

“, . . . that stand still and do not flow,""says he.

“, ., ..and bright shining fields. , . . " ‘

‘.. . that will never come to the reaping, says he again.

“, .. .and if the climbing and the flowing and the reaping
are illusions here, they are real in the dreams of God.”

And Monk, he said: “If God himself is the illusion, Mary,
there’s little enough reward for a life of that kind, or the death
of it either. The recompense for living is Life—not in the future
or merely in the present, but life in the past where all our intuit-
ions had their mould, and all our joys their eternal fountain.

“Yes, yes,” I added to him, “beauty walks in the track of the
mortal world, and her light is behind you.”

She was silent, “Mary,”said I, “won’t you tell me now that
dream of yours?" .

“I will not tell you yet, Michael,"'said she.

But on a day after that we came to a plain, in ita great moun-

tain; and we went away on to the mountain and commenced to

climb, Near the top it was as if part of the cone of the mountain
had been blown out by the side and a sweet lake of water left
winking in thescoop. We came suddenly upon it; all the cloven
cliffs that hung round three sides of the lake were of white mar-
ble, blazing with a lustre that crashed upon our eyes; the floor of
the lake, easy to be seen, was of white marble too, and the water
was that clear you could see the big black hole in the middle where
it bubbled from the abyss. There were beds of heather around us
with white quoins of marble, like chapels or shrines, sunk amid
thems this, and the great golden plain rolling below, far from us,
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on every side, almost as far away as the sky. When we came to
this place Monk touched my arm; we both looked at Mary, walk-
ing beside the lake like a person who knew well the marvel that
we were but just seeing. She was speaking strange words—we
could not understand,

“Let us leave her to herself awhile,” said Monk.

And we climbed round behind the white cliffs until we left
each other. Iwent back alone and found her lying in the heather
beside a stone shaped like an altar, sleeping. I knelt down beside
her with a love in my heart that was greater than the mere life
beating in it. She lay very still and beautiful, and I put into her
hand a sprig of the red rowan which I had found. I watched the
wind just hoisting the strands of her hair that was twisted in the
heather.

The glister was gone from the cliffs, they were softly white
like magnolia flowers; the lake water splashed its little words in
the quarries. Her lips were red as the rowan buds, the balm of
lilies was in the touch of them,

She opened her eyes on me kneeling beside her.

“Mary,” said I, “Iwill tell you what I'm thinking. There is
a great doubt in my mind, Mary, and I'm in fear that you'll be
gone from me,"”

For answer she drew me down to her side until my face was
resting against her heart; I could hear its little thunder in her
breast. And I leaned up until I was looking deeply in her eyes.

“You are like the dreaming dawn,” I said “beautiful and si-
lent, You're the daughter of all the dawns that ever were, and
I'd perish if you’d be gone from me.” j

“It’s beautiful to be in the world with you, Michael, and to
feel your strength about me.”

“It’s lonely to be in the world with vou
in my heart, hit doubt filling it.” b gl
“I will bring you into my heaven, Michael,”
“Mary, it’s in a little thicket of cedar I would sit with ou
hearing the wild bee’s hymn; beautiful grapes I would give iuu:
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and apples rich as the moon.”
We were silent for a while and then she told me what I have

written here of her own fine words as 1 remember them. :W'e
were sitting against the white altar stone, the sun was setting;
there was one great gulf of brightness in the west of the sky, and
picces of fiery cloud, little flukes of lame shaped like fishes, swim-
ming there, In the hinder part of the sky a great bush tailed
animal had sprung into its dying fields, a purple fox.

«I dreamed,” said Mary, “that I was in marriage with a car-
penter, His name was Joseph and he was older than I by many
years. He left me at the marriage and went away to Liverpool;
there was a great strike on in that place, but what he was to do
there or why he was gone I do not know. It was at Easter, Eand
when I woke in my bed on the first morning there was bright
wind blowing in the curtains, and sun upon the bed linen. Some
cattle were lowing and I heard the very first cuckoo of the year.
I can remember the round looking glass with a brass frame upon
the table, and the queer little alabaster jar of scented oil. "There
was a picture of some cranes flying on the wall, and a china figure
of 2 man called O’Connell on the shelf above the fire place, My
white veil was blown from its hook down on the floor, and it was
strewed over with daffodils I had carried to my marriage.

“And at thata figure was in the room—I don’t know how—
he just came, dressed in strange clothes, a dark handsome young
man with black long hair and smiling eyes, full of every grace,
and T loved him on the moment. But he took up some of my
daffodils only—and vanished, Then I remember getting up, and

after breakfast T walked about the fields very happy. There was
a letter at the post office from my husband: I took it home and
dropped it into the fire unopened, 1 put the little house into 1ts
order and set the daffodils in a bowl close upon the bedroom

: ' 1 I could not see
window. And at night in the darkness, when

' . me to my bed, but was gone before the
hiing the cat g’udils’with him. And this hap-

ing. taking more of my da
::E:z?:ﬁéhi:: 11|]p§n night until all my flowers were gone, and then
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he came no more.

«Jt was a long time before my husband came home from Liv-
erpool but he cameat lastand we lived very happily until Christmas
when I had a little child.”

“And did you have a child?” I asked her,

“Npo,” she said, “this wasall my dream. Michael, O Michael,
you are like that lover of the darkness.”

And just then Monk came back among us roaring for food,

I gave him the bag I had carried and he helped himself,

«T do not feel the need of it,” said Mary.

“I do not feel the need of it,” said I,

W hen he had told us his tales and the darkness was come we
went to rest among the heather.

The wild stars were flowing over the sky, for it was the time
of the year when they do fall. Three of them dropped together
into the plain near the foot of the mountain, but I lay with the
bride of dreams in my arms and if the lake and the mountain
itself had been heaped with immortal stars I would not have
stirred, Yet in the morning when I awoke I was alone, There
was a new sprig of the rowan in my hand; the grand sun was
warm on the rocks and the heather. I stood up and could hear a
few birds in the thickets below, little showers of faint music.
Mary and Monk were conversing on a ridge under the bank of
the lake, I went to them, and Monk touched my arm again as if
to give me a warning but I had no eyes for him, Mary was speak-

ing and pointing,

“Do you see, Michael, that green place at the foot of the
mountain”

T do, I see a fine green ring.”

“Do you see what is in it?"’
~ “Nothing is in it,”” I said, and indeed it was a bare open spot
in the ring of a fence, a green slant in the stubbles,

Ei;t: 5tml-ed at me with strangely troubled eyes,

“It's a little green terrace, a little sacred terrace;
see what is on {tﬁ’ she asked cr’f' Monk. BERLN0 Yo nok
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There is nothing in it, Mary, but maybe a hare,”

40 look again,” she cried out quickly, “Michael, there are

three golden crosses there, the crosses of Calvary, only they are
now!"”

Empf‘}'}‘jtere are no crosses therei” I said to Monk.

«There are no crosses there,” he said.

I turned to the girl; she took me in her arms and I shall feel
her cold cold lips till the fall of doom.

«Michael, dear, it has been so beautiful. « . + _

She seemed to be making a little farewell and growing vague
like a ghost would be. . rrag

“Q lovely lovely jewel of the world, my heart is losing you! .
... Monk! Monk!"I screamed, but he could not help us, She
was gone in a twink, and lefe me and Monk very lonely in the
world,






DUSKY RUTH

At THE crLost of an April day, chilly and wet, the traveller
came to a country town. In the Cotswolds, though the towns
are small and sweet and the inns snug, the general habit of the
land is bleak and bare. He had newly come upon upland roads
s0 void of human affairs, so lonely, that they might have been
made for some forgotten uses b departed men, and left to the
unwitting passage of such strangers as himself. Even the unend-
ing walls, built of old rough laminated rock, that detailed the
far-spreading fields, had grown very old again in their courses;
there were dabs of darkness, buttons of moss, and fossils on every
stone, He had passed a few neighbourhoods, sometimes at the
crook of astream, or at the cross of debouching roads, where old
habitations, their gangrenated thatch riddled with hird holes, had
not been so much erccted as just spattered about the places. Be-
yond these signs an odd lark or blackbird, the ruckle of part-
ridges, or the nifty gallop of a hare, had baen the only mitiga-
tion of the living loneliness that was almost as profound by day
as by night. But the traveller had a care for such times and
places. There are men who love to gaze with the mind at things
that can never be scen, feel at least the throb of a beauty that
will never be known, and hear over immense bleak reaches the
echo of that which is no celestial music, but only their own
hearts’ vain eries; and though his garments clung to him like clay
it was with deliberate questing step that the traveller trod the
single street of the town, and at last entered the inn, shuffling
his shoes in the doorway for a moment and striking the rain-
drops from his hat. Then he turned into a small smoking-room.
Ieather-lined benches, much worn, were fixed to the wall under
the window and in other odd corners and nooks behind maho-
piny tables. One wall was furnished with all the congenial gear

C
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of a bar, but without any intervening counter, Opposite a bright
fire was burning, and a neatly-dressed young woman sat before
it in a Windsor chair, staring at the flames. There was no other
inmate of the room, and as he entered the girl rose up and greet-
ed him. He found that he could be accommodated for the night,
and in a few moments his hat and scarf were removed and placed
inside the fender, his wet overcoat was taken to the kitchen, the
landlord, an old fellow, was lending him a roomy pair of slip-
pers, and a maid was setting supper in an adjoining room.

He sat while this was doing and talked to the barmaid. She
had a beautiful, but rather mournful, face as it was lit by the
firelight, and when her glance was turned away from it her eyes
had a piercing brightness. Friendly and well-spoken as she was,
the melancholy in her aspect was noticeable—perhaps it was the

dim room, or the wet day, ar the long hours ministering a multi-

tude of cocktails to thirsty gallantry.
When he went to his supper he found cheering food and
drink, with pleasant garniture of silver and mahogany. There

were no other visitors, he was to be alone; blinds were drawn,
lamps lit,and the fire at his back was comforting. So he sat long
about his meal until a white-faced maid came to clear the table,

discoursing to him of country things as she busied about the

room, It was a long narrow room, with a sideboard and the door
at one end and the fireplace at the other. A bookshelf, almost
devoid of books, contained a number of plates; the long wall that
faced the windows was almost destitute of pictures, but there were:
hung upon it, for some inscrutable but doubtless sufficient reason,
many dish-covers, solidly shaped, of the kind held in such mys=
terious regard and known as “willow pattern’; one was even hung

upon the face of a map. Two musty prints were mixed with

them, presentments of horses having a stilted, extravagant phys=
ique and bestridden by images of inhuman and incommunicable
dignity, clothed in whiskers, coloured jackets, and tight white

breeches,
He took down the books from the shelf, but his interest was

|
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speedily exhausted, and the almanacs, the county directory, and
various guide-books were exchanged for the Cotswsld Chronicle,
With this, having drawn the deep chair to the hearth, he whiled
away the time. The newspaper amused him with its advertise-
ments of stock shows, farm auctions, travelling quacks and
conjurers, and there was a lengthy account of the execution of
a local felon, one Timothy Bridger, who had murdered an
infant in some shameful circumstances. This dazzling crescendo
proved rather trying to the traveller; he threw down the paper.

The town was all quiet as the hills, and he could hear no
sounds in the house, He got up and went across the hall to the
smoke-room, The door was shut, but there was light within,
and he entered, The girl sat there much as he had seen her on
his arrival, still alone, with feet on fender. He shut the door
behind him, sat down, and crossing his legs puffed at his pipe,
admired the snug little room and the pretty figure of the girl,
which he could do without embarrassment as her meditative
head, slightly bowed, was turned away from him, He could see
something of her, too, in the mirror at the bar, which repeated
also the agreeable contours of bottles of coloured winesand rich
liqueurs—so entrancing in form and aspect that they seemed
destined to charming histories, even in disuse—and those of fam-
iliar outline containing mere spirits or small beer, for which are
reserved the harsher destinies of base oils, horse medicines, dis-
infectants, and cold tea, There were coloured glasses for bitter
wines, white glasses for sweet, a tiny leaden sink beneath them,
and the four black handles of the beer engine.

The girl wore a light blouse of silk, a short skirt of black
velvet, and a pair of very thin silk stockings that showed the
flesh of instep and shin so plainly that he could see they were

reddened by the warmth of the fire. She had on a pair of dainty

_cloth shoes with high heels; but what was wonderful about her

was the heap of rich black hair piled at the back of her head and
shadowing the dusky neck. He sat puffing his pipe and letting
the loud tick of the clock fill the auiet roam, She did not stir
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and he could move no muscle, It was as if he had been willed
ta come there and wait silently. That, he felt now, had been
his desire all the evening; and here, in her presence, he was more
strangely stirred than by any event he could remember,

In youth he had viewed women as futile pitiable things that
erew long hair, wore stays and garters, and prayed incompre-
hensible prayers. Viewing them in the stalls of the theatre from
his vantage-point in the gallery, he always disliked the articulation
of their naked shoulders. But still, there was a god in the sky,
a god with lowing hair and exquisite eyes, whose one stride with
an ardour grandly rendered took him across the whole round
hemisphere to which his buoyant limbs were bound like spokes
to the eternal rim and axle, his bright hair burning in the pity
of the sunsets and tossing 1n the anger of the dawns,

Master traveller had indeed come into this room to be with
this woman: she as surely desired him, and for all its accidens
tal occasion it was as if he, walking the ways«of the world,
had suddenly come upon. .. .. what so imaginable with all

permitted reverence as, well, just a shrine; and he, admirably

humble, bowed the instant head.

Were there no other people within? The clock indicated
a few minutes to nine. He sat on, still as stone, and the

woman might have been of wax for all the movement or sound
she made. There was allurement in the air between them; he

had forborne his smoking, the pipe grew cold between his teeth,
He waited for a look from her, a movement to break the trance
of silence. No footfall in street or house, no voice in the inn
but the clock beating away as if pronouncing a doom. Suddenly
it rasped out nine large notes, a bell in the town repeated them
dolefully, and a cuckoo no further than the kitchen mocked them
with three times three, After that came the weak steps of the
old landlord along the hall, the slam of deors, the clatter of lock
and bolt, and then the silence returning unendurably upon them,.

He arese and stood behind her; he touched the black hair.
She made no movement or sign, He pulled out two or three
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combs, and dropping them into her lap let the whole mass tumble
about his hands. It had a curious harsh touch in the unravelling,
but was so full and shining; black as a rook’s wings it was. He
slid his palms through it. His fingers searched it and fought with
its fine strangeness; into his mind there travelled a serious
thought, stilling his wayward fancy—this was no wayward
fancy, but a rite accomplishing itself] (Run, run, silly man,
y'are lost!) But having got so far he burnt his boats, leaned
over, and drew her face back to him. And at that, seizing his
wrists, she gave him back ardour for ardour, pressing his hands
to her bosom, while the kiss was sealed and sealed again, Then
she sprang up and picking his hat and scarf from the fender
sald:

“I have been drying them for you, but the hat has shrunk
a bit, I'm sure—1I tried it on.”

He took them from her and put them behind him; he leaned
lightly back upon the table, holding it with both his hands
behind him; he could not speak,

“Aren’t you going to thank me for drying them:" she
asked, picking her combs from the rug and repinning her hair.

“I wonder why we did that!”" he asked, shamedly.

“It is what I'm thinking too," she said.

“You were so beautiful about. . . . about it, you know."

She made no rejoinder, but continued to bind her hair,

looking brightly at him under her brows. When she had
finished she went close to him,

“Will that dot™
“I'll take it down again.”
; “No, no, the old man or the old woman will be coming
in' , \
“What of that?" he said, taking her into his arms, “tell me
your name.”
She shook her head, but she returned his kisses and stroked
his hair and shoulders with beautifully melting gestures.
“What is your name, I want to call you by your name?™
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he said; “I can't keep calling you Lovely Woman, Lovely
Woman.”

Again she shook her head and was dumb.

“I'll call you Ruth then, Dusky Ruth, Ruth of the black,
beautiful hair.”

“That is a nice-sounding name—I knew a deaf and dumb
¢irl named Ruth; she went to Nottingham and married an
organ-grinder—but 1 should like 1t for my name,”

“Then I give it to you.”

“Mine is so ugly.”

“What 15 1t:"

Apgain the shaken head and the burning caress,

“Then you shall be Ruth; will you keep that name?”

“Yes. if you give me the name I will keep it for you.”

Time had indeed taken them by the forelock, and they
looked upon a ruddled world.

“] stake my one talent,”” he said jestingly, “and behold it
returns me fortyfold; 1 feel like the boy who catches three
mice with one piece of cheese.”

At ten o'clock the girl said:

“] must go and see how they are getting on,” and she went
to the door.

“Are we keeping them upt” i

She nodded.

“Are you tired”

“No, I am not tired.”

She looked at him doubtfully. ;

“We ought not to stay in here; po into the coffec-room and
I'll come there in a few minutes,” |

“Right,” he whispered gaily, “we’ll sit up all night.”

She stood at the door for him to pass out, and he crossed the
hall to the other room, It was in darkness except for the flash of
the fire, Btanding at the hearth he lit a match for the lamp but
paused at the globe; then he extinguished the match, d

“Nao, it's better to sit in the firclight,”

—
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He heard voices at the other end of the house that seemed to
have a chiding note in them.

“Lord,” he thought, “‘she is getting into a row?"’

Then her steps came echoing over the stone floors of the hall;
she opened the door and stood there with a lighted candle in her
hand; he stood at the other end of the room, smiling.

“Good night,” she said.

“Oh no, no! come along,” he protested, but not moving from
the hearth.

“Got to go to bed,” she answered,

“Are they angry with your™

“No.”

“Well, then, come over here and sit down.”

“Got to go to bed,” she said again, but she had meanwhile
put her candlestick upon the little sideboard and was trimming
the wick with a burnt match.

“Oh, come along, just half an hour,” he protested. She did
not answer but went on prodding the wick of the candle.

“Ten minutes, then,” he said, still not going towards her,

“Five minutes,” he begged.

She shook her head, and picking up the candlestick turned
to the door. He did not move, he justcalled her name: “Ruth!”

bhe came back then, put down the candlestick and tiptoed
across the room until he met her. The bliss of the embrace was
50 poignant that he was almost glad when she stood up again and
said with affected steadiness, though he heard the tremor in her
voice:

“I must get you your candle.”

She brought one from the hall, set it on the table in front of
him, and struck the match,

“What is my numberi” he asked.

“Number six room,” she answered, prodding the wick vague-
ly with her match, while a slip of white wax dropped over the
shoulder of the new candle, “Number six. . . . next to mine.”

The match burnt out; shesaid abruptly “Good-night,™ took
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up her own candle and left him there.

In a few moments he ascended the stairs and went into his
room. He fastened the door, removed his coat, collar, and slip-
pers, but the rack of passion had seized him and he moved about
with nd'inclination to sleep. He sat down, but there was no
medium of distraction. He tried to read the newspaper which
he had carried up with him, and without realising a single phrase
he forced himself to read again the whole account of the execution
of the miscreant Bridger. When he had finished this he carefully
folded the paper and stood up, listening. He went to the parting
wall and tapped thereon with his finger tips. He waited halfa
minute, one minute, two minutes; there was no answering sign.
He tapped again, more loudly, with his knuckles, but there was
no response, and he tapped many times He opened his door as
noiselessly as possible; along the dark passage there were slips of
light under the other doors, the one next his own, and the one
beyond that, He stood in the corridor listening to the rumble
of old voices in the farther room, the old man and his wife going
to their rest, Holding his breath fearfully, he stepped to Aer door
and tapped gently upon it. There was no answer, but he could
somehow divine her awareness of him; he tapped again; she moved
to the door and whispered “No, no, go away.” He turned the
handle, the door was locked,

“Let me in,” he pleaded. He knew she was standing there
an inch or two beyond him,

“Hush,” she called softly. “Go away, the old woman has
ears like a fox.”

He stood silent for a moment.

“Unlock it,” he urged; but he got no further reply, and feel-
ing foolish and bafled he moved back to his owin room. cast his
clothes from him, doused the candle and crept into the bed with
soul as wild s a storm-swept forest, his heart beating « vagrant
summons. The room filled with strange heat, there was no

composure for mind or limb, nothing but flaming visions and
furious embraces,
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«Morality. « » . what is it but agreement with your own

e b
P

soul? , .
' 8o he lay for two haurs— the clocks chimed twelve —listen-

ing with foolish persistency for her step along the corridor, fancy-
ing every light sound—and the night was full of them—was
her hand upon the door. ks

Suddenly,—and then it seemed as if his very heart would
bash the house with its thunder—he could hear dlstm.ctljr some-
one knocking on the wall. He got quickly from his bed and
and stood at the door, listening, Again the knocking was heard,
and having half-clothed himself he crept into the passage, Whll':%l
was now in utter darkness, trailing his hand along the wall until
he felt her doors it was standing open. He entered her room and
closed the door behind him. There was not the faintest gleam
of light, he could see nothing. He whispered “Rutl‘l!" and she
was standing there. She touched him, but not speaking. He put
out his hands, and they met round her neck; her hair was flowing
in its great wave about her; he put his lips to her face and found
that her eyes were streaming with tears, salt and strange and dis-
turbing. In the close darkness he put his arms about her with no
thought but to comfort her; one hand had Plunged through the
long harsh tresses and the other across her hips before he realised
that she was ungowned; then he was aware of the softness of her
breasts and the cold naked sleekness of her shoulders. But she was
crying there, crying silently with great tears, her strange sorrow
stifling his desire. o

“Ruth, Ruth, my beautiful dear!” he murmured soothingly.
He felt for the bed with one hand, and turning back the :;l:nlt
and sheets he lifted her in as easily as a mother does _h-._.-r child,
replaced the bedding, and, in his clothes, he lay iﬂgt;hed beside
her comforting her, They lay so, innocent as children, for ﬂ:
hour, when she secemed ta have gone to sleep., He rose then an

went silently to his room, full of weariness.
LnIn lt?ﬁl tiurr.ting he breakfasted without seeing her, but as he

had business in the world that gave him just an hour longer ag
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the Inn before he left it for good and all, he went into the smoke
room and found her. She greeted him with curious gaze, but
merrily enough, for there were other men there now, farmers, a
butcher, a registrar, an old, old man, The hour passed, but not
these men, and at length he donned his coat, took up his stic];;_ A
and said good-bye. Her shining glances followed hi m to the door, 3
and from the window as far as they could view him, ~ ©




WEEP NOT MY WANTON

Amr AnD LIGHT on Sack Down at summer sunset were soft
as ointment and sweet as milky at least, that is the notion the
down might give to a mind that bloomed within its calm hori-
zons, some happy victim of romance it might be, watching the
silken barley moving in its lower ficlds with the slow movement
of summer sea, reaching no harbour, having no end. The toilers
had mostly given over; their ploughs and harrows were left to
the abandoned fields; they had taken their wages and gone, or
were going, home; but at the crown of the hill a black barn stood
" by the roadside, and in its yard, amid sounds of anguish, a score
of young boar pigs were being gelded by two brown lads and a
gipsy fellow. Not half a mile of distance here could enclpse you
the compass of their cries, If a man desired peace he would step
fast down the hill towards Arwall with finger in ear until he came
to quict at a bank overlooking slopes of barley, and could perceive
the fogs of June being born in the standing grass beyond.

Four figures, a labourer and his family, travelled slowly up
the road proceeding across the hill, a sound mingling dully with
their steps—the voice of the man. You could not tell if it were
noise of voice or of footsteps that first came into your ear, but it
could be defined on their advance as the voice of a man upbraiding
his little son.

«You're a naughty, naughty—you're a vurry, Yurry naughty
boy! Oi can't think what's comen tych 1"

The father towered above the tiny figure shuffling under h_is.
clbow, and kept his eyes stupidly fixed upon him. Hesaw a thin
boy, a spare boy, a very shrunken boy of seven or eight years, cry=
ing quietly. He let no grief out of his lips, but his white face was
streaming with dirty tears. He worea man's cap, an unclean sail-
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or jacket, large knickerboackers that made a mockery of his lean
ioints, a pair of women’s button boots, and he looked straight
ahead.

“The idear] To goand lose asixpence like that then! Where
dye think yer'll land yersslf, ay? Wher'd I be if 1 kept on losing
sixpences, ay? A creature like you, ay!” and lifting his heavy
hand the man struck the boy a blow behind with shock enough
to disturb a heifer. They went on, the child with sobs that you
could feel rather than hear, As they passed the black barn the
gipsy bawled encouragingly: *“Selp me, father, that’s a good "un,
wallop his trousers!™

But the man ignored him, as he ignored the yell of the pig and
the voice of the lark rioting above them all; he continued his lit-
any:
4 “You're a naughty, naughty oy, an’ I dunno what's comen
tyeh!”

: The woman, a poor slip of a woman she was, walked behind
them with a smaller child: she seemed to have no desire to shield
the boy or to placate the man. She did not seem to notice them,
and led the toddling babe, to whom she gabbled, some paces in
the rear of the man of anger. He was a great figure with a bron-
zed face; his trousers were tied at the knee, his wicker bag was
slung aver his shoulder. With his free and massive hand he held
the hand of the boy. He was slightly drunk, and walked with his
legs somewhat wide, at the beginning of each stride lifting his heel
higher than was required, and at the end of it placing his foot
firmly but obliquely inwards. There were two bright medals on
the breast of his waistcoat, presumably for valour; he was perhaps
a man who would stand upon his rights and his dignities, such as
they were—but then he was drunk, His language, oddly unpro-
fane, gave a subtle and mean point to his decline from the heroic
standard. He only ceased his complaining to gaze swayingly at
the boy; then he struck him. The boy, crying quietly, made no
effort to avoid or resist him,

“You understand me, you bad boy! As long as you’re with
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her'll you be next I
\ vot to come under collar. Pxnd‘ w y !
TZE::D A %md creature like you, ay! An’ then to turn roun’ an
o wer me! I dunna! 1 dunno what's comen tyeh, YF; know ye
?f?;: that sixpence through glammering about. Wher d'ye lose it,
7 d’ve lose it, ay i”
= ,E;T I:;Es:: iuestiun; h::; seized the boy by the neck and shook
him asa child does a bottle of water. The baby behind them was
token with little gusts of laughter at the sight, and the woman
.goed back playfully at her.
LUDE“GEurg?:, Er}enrge!“ yelled the woman.

The man turned round. |

“],00k after Annie!” she yelled again.

«What's up” he called, ‘

I—Iﬁ ;ﬂ;r :Elswer was a giggle of laughter as she disappeared
behind a hedge, The child toddled up toits father and tﬂﬂksl'll:s
hand. while the quiet boy took her other hand with TE]lEf:.l e
laugﬁ:d up into their faces, and the man resumed his gnrril. ly

«He’s a bad, bad boy. He'sa vurry naughty bad boy :

By-and-by the woman came shuffling afferh tht;:lm; the boy

1 furtively around and dropped his sister's hanc. - _
]mk‘?{:afm nn,}rme beauty!” cried the man, lifting the gl:,"]. Ernhhls
choulder. “He’sa bad boy; you "avea ride on your daiid}; ; ;}tr
went on alone, and the woman joined the boy, He looked up
her with a sad face. . ) Mot

“0, my Christ, Johnny!"” s‘n-.eh ?‘d{- pu;anngl ;i] e

¢what's *e bin doin’ to ye er face 15 ¢
& E‘{E‘; n‘::lh}ratni:nnse, 1:1::rt}n=;rfr Here,"” he whispered, “here's
¥ . : l
g E;"T-‘:?'went together down the l}}lll.ltr.;ﬂds t]f'nb; :lu:,h :];;52
light in its windows. e screams
gzg ifs:g?:milga cart passed them full of young pigs, bloody and
¥

<ubdued, The hill began to resumeits old dominion of soft sounds.

It was nearly nine o'clock, and one anxious farmer still made hay

is si ad declined, and with a
this side of the down, day h
Zl:i];:u:g::}l?:t ca:lrne not from the sky, but creptup from the world.
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From the quiet hill, as
stack, you could hear d
Eealy

the last skein of cocks was carted to the
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PIFFINGCAP

PIFFINGCAP HAD THE CUP from an old friend, a queer-minded
man, He had given it to him just before he had gone out of this
continent, not for the first but for the last time —a cup of lead
with an inscription upon it in decent letters but strange words,

“Here, Elmer,” said his old friend to the barber of Bagwoad,
“have this—there’s the doom of half a million beards in it!*”

Piffingcap laughed, but without any joy, for his heart was
heavy to lose his friend.

“There is in it too” continued Grafton, offering the pot and
tapping it with his forefinger, “a true test of virtue—a rare thing,
as you know, in these parts, Secondly, there is in it a choice of
fortunes; and thirdly, it may be, a triple calamity and—and—
and very serious, you know, but there you are.” He gave itinto
the barber’s hand with a slight sigh. While his friend duly ad-
mired the dull gift the traveller picked up his walking stick and
winked at himself in the mirror. .

And Elmer Piffingcap, the barber of Bagwood, took his
friend’s cup, set it in a conspicuous place upon the shelf of his
shop, and bade that friend good-bye, a little knot rolling into his
lungs as they shook their two hands together. e

“Tt is true then” said he, staring at the shining baldness of his
friend who stood with hat and stick in hand—for as Piffingcap
dared not look into his friend’s eyes, the gleam of the skull took
his gaze, as a bright thing will seize the mind of :a_.gn'a.ta—“-l't"iﬁ-
true, then, I shall see you no more!” o

“No more again,” said the wanderer affably, replacing his 4N
hat— disliking that pliant will-less stare of the barber’s mournful
eyes. This wandering man had a heart full of bravery h he -
could not walk with pride, for the corns and bunkles he suffered
would have erippled a ereature of four feet, leave alone two, But

|




44 apaM & EVE & PINCH ME
—would you helieve it—he was going now to walk himself for
all his days round and round the world. '_D, hf: was such a man
as could put a deceit upon the slyest, with his tall hat and his
jokes, living as easy as a bird in the softness and sweetness of the
}Ear;‘:’md if it rains, it rains,” he declared to Polly, ¢and I squat
like 2 hare in the hedge and keep the blessed bones of me dry and
my feet warm — it's not three weeks since it happened to me;

mv neck as damp as the inside of an onion, and my curly locks
caught in blackberry bushes—stint your laughing, Polly!—the
end of my nose as cold as a piece of dead pork, and the place
very inconvenient with itssharp thornsand nettles—and no daFk-
leaf left in the whole parish. But there was young barley wagging

in the field, and clover to be smelling, and rooks to be watching,
and doves, and the rain heaving its long sigh in the greyness—1
declare to my God it was a fine handsome day I had that day,
Polly!"”

{n the winter he would be sleeping in decent nooks, eating
his food in quiet inns, drying his coat at the forge; and so he goes
now into the corners of the world—the little husky fat man, with
large spectacles and fox-coloured beard and tough boots that had
slits and gouts in them—gone seeking the feathers out of Priam’s !
peacock. And let him go; we take no more concern of him or his
shining skull or his tra-la-la in the highways.

The barber, who had a romantic drift of mind, went into his
saloon, and taking up the two cracked china lather mugs he flung
them from the open window into his back garden, putting the fear
of some evil into the mind of his drowsy cat, and a great anticip=
ation in the brains of his two dusty hens, who were lurking there
for anything that could be devoured. Mr, Piffingeap placed the
pot made of lead upon his convenient shelf; laid therein his brush,
lit the small gas stove under the copper urn, and when Polly, the
child from the dairy, arrived with her small can for the barber’s
large jug she found him engaged in shaving the chin of Timmf

James the butcher, what time Mr, James was engaged in a some=

= e
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what stilted conversation with Gregory Barnes about the carnal
women of Bagwood.

Polly was a little lean girl, eight or nine years old, with a face
that was soft and rosy and fresh as the bud of gum on the black
branches of the orchard. She wore a pretty dimity frock and had
gay flowers in her hat, This was her last house of call, and, sitting
down to watch Mr. Piffingcap, the town’s one barber, shaving
friends and enemies alike, she would be the butt of their agreeable
chaff because of her pleasant country jargon—as rich as nutmeg
in a homely cake—or her yellow scattered hair, or her sweet eyes
that were soft as remembered twilight.

“Your razor is roaring, Mr, Piffingeap!” — peeping round
the chair at him. “Oh, it’s that Mr. James!" she would say in
pretended surprise.  Mr, James had a gruff beard, and the act of
removing it occasioned a noise resembling that of her mother
scraping the new potatoes.

“What have you got this pot fori” she chattered; “I don’t
like it, it’s ugly.”

“Don’t say that now” said Mr. Piffingcap, pausing with his
hand on the butcher’s throttle, “it was Mr. Grafton’s parting gift
to me; I shall neyer see him again, nor will you neither; he’s gone
round the world for ever more this time!”

“Oh!” gurgled the child in a manner that hung between
pain and delight, “has he gone to Rinjigoffer land?™

“Gone where?” roared Timothy James, lifting his large red
neck from the rest.

“He’s told me all about it,” said the child, ignoring him.

“Well, he’s not gone there,” interrupted the barber.

And the child continued, “It’s where the doves and the part-
ridges are so fat that they break down the branches of the trees
where they roost. . . .”’

“Garn with yer!” said Mr. James.

¢, . and the hares are as big as foxes. . .

“God a mercy!” said Mr. James,

. yes,and a fox was big and brown and white like a skew-
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bald donkey—he! hel he! And oo yes” continued Polly, shrilling
with excitement, “there was a king badger as would stop your
eyes from winking if you met him walking in the dawn!™

“Lord, what should the man be doing telling you them lies,”
ciaculated Timothy, now wiping his chin on the napkin. “Did
he give you that cup, Piffi"” .

“Yes,"” replied the barber, “and if what he says s true there's
a power o miracle in it,” i

The butcher surveyed it cautiously and read the inscription:

NE SAMEBRA DIVORNAK

“That’s a bit o’ Roosian, I should say,” he remarked as he
and Gregory left the saloon.

Polly picked up her empty can and laoked at Mr, P.

“Won't he come back no more?”

“No, Polly, my pigeon, he won’t come back.”

“Didn’t he like us:” asked the child,

The barber stood dumb before her bright searching eyes,

“He was better than my father,” said the child, “or me uncle,
or the schoolmaster,”

“He’s the goodest man alive, Polly,” said Mr. P.

“Didn’t he like us?" again she asked; and as Mr, P. could
only look vaguely about the room she went out and closed the
latch of the door very softly behind her.,

In the succeeding days the barber lathered and cut or sat smo-
king meditatively in his saloon; the doom began to work its willy

and business, which for a quarter of a century had flourished like
a plant, as indeed it was, of constant and assured growth, suddenly

declined. On weekdays the barber cleanced up the chins of his
fellow townsmen alone, but on Sunday mornings he would seek

the aid of a neighbour, a youngster whom he called Charleyhoy,
when four men would be seated at one time upon his shaving=
chairs, tawel upon breast and neck bared for the sacrifice, while

1

Charleyboy dabbed and pounded their crops into foam, Mr. Piff=
ingeap would follow him, plying his weapon like the genius he
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ile Charleyboy again in turn followed him, drying with
E:?:;l:?imn]ing with rizrum, or soothing with splendid unguent.
«Next gent, please!” he would cry out, and the last shorn man
would rise and turn away, dﬂhhiqg his right hand into the depths
of his breeches pocket and elevating that with his left before pro-

cing the customary tribute.

i Eﬁt the geniusrl]:;rf Piffingcap and the neat hand of Charley
languished in distress, There was no gradual cessation, the thing
completely stopped, and Piffingeap did not realise until too late,
until, indeed, the truth of it was current in the little town every-
where but in his own shop, that the beards once shaven by him
out of Grafton’s pot grew no more in Bagwood; and there came
the space of a week or so when not a soul entered the saluup but
two schoolboys for the cutting of hair,and a little housemaid for
a fringe net, s 1

Then he knew, and one day, having satsn the place the
whole morning like a beleaguered rat, with ruin and damnation
a hands-breadth only from him, he rushed from his shop across to
the hardware merchant’s and bought two white china mugs,
delicately lined with gold and embossed with vague lumps, and
took them back to the saloon. . !

At dinner time he put the cup of lead into his coat p_n-:klatnnd
walked down the street in an anxious kind of way until he came
to the bridge at the end of the town. It wasan angldnr s;luna
bridge, crossing a deep and leisur-::l}l: flowing river, along w ?g
parapet boys had dared a million times, wearing smun;h, w:h
their adventuring feet, its soft yellow stone, He stared at Aﬁ
water and saw the shining flank of a tench as it turned over. y
beyond the bridge were meads thick with Fipeunmiowh ;;Eﬁ ag:h
sweet with scabious bloom. But the barber's mind was harsh wi :
the rancout of noon heats and the misfortunes of life. I}:Ie 5t00
with one hand resting upon the hot stone and nnat:] upu:_t. he hmg
evil thing in his pocket. The bridge Wﬂ!ﬂﬁﬂtﬂﬂ;” l'-‘- :;:r‘t]m
little traffic having paused for the meal. Hﬁ]ft?l 3 '::ltf EDEW; .
cup from his pocket, and whispering to himse orgive you,
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Grafton,” he let it fall from his ingers into the water; then he
walked sharply home to his three daughters and told them what
he had done.

“Y'ou poor loon!" said Bersa.

“0O man! man!” moaned Grue.

“You're the ruin of us alll” cried Mavie,

Three fine women were Grue and Mavie and Bersa, in spite
of the clamour of the outlandish Piffingcap names, and their fath-
er had respect for them and admired their handsomeness. But
they had for their father, all three of them, the principal filial
emotion of compassion, and they showed that his action had been
a foolish action, that there were other towns in the world besides
Bagwood, and that thousands and millions of men would pay a
good price to be quit of a beard, and be shaved from a pot that
would complete the destruction of all the unwanted hairiness of
the world. And they were very angry with him,

“Let us go and see to it, . . . what is to be done now. . . .
bring us to the place, father!”

He took them down to the river, and when they peered over
the side of the bridge they could see the pot lying half sunk in
some white sand in more than a fathom of water,

“Let us instruct the waterman,” they said, “he will secure it
for us,”

In the afternoon Grue met the waterman, who was 2 sly
young fellow, and she instructed him, but at teatime word was
brought to Piffingcap that the young waterman was fallen into
the river and drowned. Then there was grief in his mind, for he
remembered the calamity which Grafton had foretold, and he
was for giving up all notions of re-taking the cup; but his daugh-
ter Bersa wentin a few days to a man was an angler and instructed
him; and he took a crooked pole and leaned over the bridge to
probe for the cup. In the afternoon word was brought to Piff-

ingeap that the parapet had given way, and the young angler in

falling through had dashed out his brains on the abutment of the

bridge. And the young gaffer whom Mavie instructed wis took

=
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troke and died on the bank, _
DHETUEE barber was in great grief at thrlasﬁ -:_aIamitles; he had
tremors of guilt in his mind, no money in his coffers, an,d the
chins of the Bagwood men were still as smooth as childrens’; but
it came to him one day that he need not fear any more calamities,
and that a thing which had so much tricks in it should perhaps be

d by trickery.
curE“I arrill gn,”FhE said, “to the Widow Buckland and ask her

to assist me.” ;
The Widow Buckland was a wild strange woman who lived
an a heath a few miles away from Bagwood; so he went over one
very hot day to the Widow and found her cottage in the corner
of the heath, There was a caravan beside the cottage—it wasa
red caravan with yellow wheels, A blackbird hung in a wicker
cage at the door, and on the side of the roof board was painted

AGLAURA BUCKLAND
FEATS & CALIAS ATENDED

"There was nobody in the caravan so he knocked at the cot-
tage door; the Widow Buckland led him into her dim little par-
lour. '

Tt "ull cost you half a James!” says she when Mr. Piffingcap
had given her his requirements.

“Half a what?” cried he.

“You are not,” said the gipsy, “a man of a mean heart, are
you” She said it very persuasively, and he felt he could not
annoy her for she was a very large woman with sharp glances.

“No,” said Piffingcap. . i

“And you'll believe what I'm telling you, won t you

“Yes,” said Piffingcap’ |

“ItE’slill maybe snﬁptime before my words come true, but
come true they will, 1 ;ﬂ.ﬂ take my oath.

it " . id Piffin 'EWI-"-

“Ei?rgi%ﬂnﬁﬁha; bawled to someone from the doorway,
“wher'd yer put my box?"
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There was an indistinct reply but she bawled out again,
“Well, fetch it off the rabbit hutch.”

“And a man like you” she continued, turning again to the
barber, ““doesn’t think twice about half a sovereign, and me put-
ting you in the way of what you want to know, I'm sure.”

And Piffingcap mumbled dubiously “No,” producing with
difficulty some shillings, some coppers, and a postal order for one
and threepence which a credulous customer had that morning sent
him for a bottle of hairwash.

“Let’s look at your "and,” she said; taking it she reflected
gravely:

“You'rea man that's "ad your share o’ trouble, ain’t you?”

Piffingcap bowed meekly.

“And you've 'ad your "appy days, ain’t you?”

A nod,

“Well listen to mej you've got more fortune in store for you
if you'know how to pluck it. . . . you understand my meaning,
don’t you? . . . than any man in the town this bleedun minute.
Right, George,” she exclaimed, turning to a very ugly little
hunchbacked fellow— truly he was a mere squint of a man, there
was such a little bit of him for so much uncomeliness, The Wid-
ow Buckland took the box from the hunchback and, thrusting
him out of the room, she shut fast the door and turned the key in
the lock. Then she drew up a bit of a table to the window, and
taking out of the boxasmall brass vessel and two bottles she set
them hefore her,

“Sit down there, young feller,” she said, and Piffingeap sat
down at the end of the table facing the window, The Widow
turned to the window, which was a small square, the only one in
the room, and closed over ita shutter, "The room was clapped
in darkness except for a small ray in the middle of the shutter,
toming through a round hole about as large as a guinea, She
pulled Mr, Piffingcap’s shoulder until the ray was shining on the

middle of his forehead; she took up the brass vessel, and holding
itin the light of the ray polished it for some time with her fore-
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finger. All her fingers, even her thumbs, were covered with rich
sinister rings, but there were no good looks in those fingers for
the nails had been munched almost away, and dirty skin hid up
the whites, The polished vessel was then placed on the table
directly beneath the ray; drops from the two phials were poured
into it, a green liquid and a black liquid; mixing together they
melted into a pillar of smoke which rose and was seen only as it
flowed through the beam of light, twisting and veering and spin-
ning in strange waves,

The Widow Buckland said not a word for a time, but con=
templated the twisting shapes as they poured through the ray,
breathing heavily all the while or suffering a slight sigh to pass
out of her breast, But shortly the smoke played the barber a trick
in his nose and heaving up his chin he rent the room with a great
EHEEE';{'.E. When he recovered himself she was speaking certain
words:

“Fire and water I see and a white virgin's skin, The triple
pouts of blood I see and the doom given over, Fire and water I
see and a white virgin’s skin.”

She threw open the shutter, letting in the light; smoke had
ceased to rise but it filled the parlour with a sweet smell,

“Well. . . . ”said Mr. Piffingcap dubiously.

And the Widow Buckland spoke over to him plainly and
slowly, patting his shoulder at each syllable,

“Fire and water and a white virgin’s skin,"

Unlatching the door she thrust him out of the house into the
sunlight, He tramped away across the heath meditating her
words, and coming to the end of it he sat down in the shade of a
bush by the side of the road, for he felt sure he was about to ca
ture the full meaning of her words. .Eul:_jmt then he heard a
strahge volce speaking, and speaking very vigorously, He looked
up and observed a man on a bicycle, riding along towards him,

talking to himself in a great way. '
"Tﬁﬂs :t political iﬁuw vehearsing a speech,” said Mr, Piff-

ingeap to himself, “or perhaps he is some holy-minded person
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devising a sermon,”

It was a very bald man and he had a long face hung with
glasses; he had no coat and rode in his shirt and knickerbockers,
with hot thick stockings and white shoes. The barber watched
him after he had passed and noted how his knees turned angularly
outwardsat each upward movement, and how his saddle bag hung
at the bottom of his back like some ironical label.

“Fool I" exclaimed Mr. Piffingcap, rising angrily, for the
man’s chatter had driven his mind clean away from the Widow
Buckland’s meaning, But it was only for a short while, and
when he got home he called one of his daughters into the saloon.

“My child,” said Piffingcap, “you know the great trouble
which is come on me?”and he told Bersa his difficulty and re-
quested her aid, that is to say: would she go down in the early
morning in her skin only and recover the pot?

“Indeed no, father 1" said his daughter Bersa, ““it is a ver y evil
thing and I will not do your request,” !

“You will not?” says he,

“No!” says she, but it was not in the fe: ;
death that Shgrcfuszzll him, e R o e Rrh e

S0 he called to another of his daughters.

“My child,” said he, “you know the great trouble that is
come on me,” and he told Mavic his desire and asked for her aid.

“Why, my father,” says she, “thisis a thing which a black hag

has put on us all and T will get my death, 1]
life, father, but I won’t do %]-1[5!:-;'? : ove youas I love my

*You will not?” says he.

“No!" says she, but it was not
e ys she, ot for fear of her death she re-
And he went to his third dau ' i
_ to his th ghter Grue and tried her with
the same thing. “My child, you know the trouble that’s come
on mef
“Oh, will you let me alone!” sk ot B
; she says, “I've a greater trouble
;m. me than your mouldy pot.”  And it is true what she said of
ier trouble, for she wasa girl of a loose habit. So the barber said
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no more to them and went to his bed,

"T'wo days later, it being Saturday, he opened in the morning
his saloon and sat down there. And while he read his newspaper
in the empty place footsteps scampered into his doorway, and the
door itself was pushed open just an inch or two.

“Come in,”" he said, rising,

The door opened fully.

“Zennybody heret” whispered Polly walking in very mys-
teriously, out of breath, and dressed in a long macintosh.

“What is the matter, my little one?" he asked, putting his
arm around her shoulders, for he had a fondness for her. *Ach,
your hair’s all wet, what's the matter?” .

The hittle gir]l put her hand under the macintosh and drew
out the leaden pot, handing it to the barber and smiling at him
with inarticulate but intense happiness. She said not a word as
he stared his surprise and joy.

“Why Polly, my dear, how did you get ite"

“I dived in and got it.”

“You never. . . , you princess, . , . you!”

“I just bin and come straight here with ir."” _

She opened and shut the macintosh quickly, displaying for a
brief glance her little white naked figure with the slightest trem-
ulous crook at the sharp knees.

“Ah, my darling,” exclaimed the enraptured barber, “and
you're shivering with not @ rag on you but them shoes, . . . run
away home, Polly, and get some things on, Polly. . ¢ . and. . =
Polly, Poll y 1" asshe darted away, “come back quick, won’t your™

She nodded brightly back at him as she sprang thmu'gh the
doorway. He went to the entrance and watched her taking her
twinkling leaps, as bonny as a young foal, along the pavement.

And there came into the barber’s mind the notion that this
was all again a piece of fancy tricks; but there was the dark po
and he examined it. Thoughtfully he took itinto his b yar
and busied himself there for a while, not telling his daughters of
its recovery. When, later, Polly joined him in the garden he had
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already raised a big fire in an old iron brazier which had lain there,

“Ah, Polly my dear, I'm overjoyed to get it back, but I dasn’t
keep it. . . . it'sa bad thing. Take it in your fingers now, ry
dear little girl, and just chuck it in that fire, Ah, we must melt
the wickedness out of it,”’ he said, observing her disappointment,
“it's been the death of three men and we dasn’t keep it,”

‘Lhey watched it among the coals until it had begun to perish
drop by drop through the grating of the brazier,

Later in the day Mr. Piffingcap drove Polly in alittle trap to
a neighbouring town to see a circus, and the pair of them had a
roaring dinner at the Green Dragon. Next marning when Polly
brought the milk to the saloon there were Timmy James and

Gregory Barnes being shaved, for beards had grown again in
Bagwood,

THE KING OF THE WORLD




THE KING OF THE WORLD

ONCE UPON A TIME, yes, in the days of King Sennacherib, a
young -Assyrian captain, valiant and desirable, but more hapless
than either, fleeing in that strange rout of the armies against Ju-
dah, was driven into the desert. Daily his company perished from
Him until he alone, astride a camel, was left searching desperately
through a boundless desert for the loved plains of Shinar, sweet
with flocks and rich with glittering cities. The desolation of
-onic horizons that he could never live to pierce hung hopelessly
| remote unattainable distances, endless as the blue sky. The
fate of his comrades had left upon him a small pack of figs and
wine, but in that uncharted wilderness it was but a pitiable parry-
ing of death’s last keen stroke, There was no balm or succour in
that empty sky; blue it was as sapphires, but savage with rays that
scourged like flaming brass. Earth itself was not less empty, and
the loneliness of his days was an increasing bitterness. He was so
deeply forgotten of men, and so removed from the savour of life,
from his lost country, the men he knew, the women he loved,
their temples, their markets and their homes, that 'i.ﬁ"ﬁﬂ@;d the
%nfsfhad Arawn that sweet and easy worldlaway from his entang= _

ed feet. | a3 =i )

~ But at last upon a day he wﬂaﬂtﬂﬂiﬂhﬂdm‘iﬁﬁﬂ%’?‘l the -l

sight of a black _hut-tafﬂg flickering in the air before him, and to-

‘wards evening he espied a giant mound lying lonely in th
He drove his camel to it, but found only a hill of sand whir
by strange winds of the desert, He cast himself from the

hill. When he gave himself up to sleep the night ¢

Tre
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were indeed dead, and life and love only in that calm endurin
sky. But at midnight a storm arose with quickening furies that
smote the desert to its unseen limits, and the ten thousand stars
were flung into oblivion; winds flashed upon him with a passion
more bitter than a million waves, a terror greater than hosts of
immediate enemies, They grasped and plunged him into gulfs
of darkness, heaped mountains upon him, lashed him with thon
of snakes and scattered him with scimitars of unspeakable fear,
His soul was tossed in the void like a crushed star and his body
beaten into the dust with no breath left him to bemoan his fate,
Nevertheless by a miracle his soul and body lived on.

It was again day when he recovered, day in the likeness of
yesterday, the horizons still infinitely far. Long past noon, the
sun had turned in the sky; he was alone, The camel was doubt-
less buried in the fathoms he himself had escaped, but a surprising
wonder greeted his half-blinded cyes; the hill of sand was gone,
utterly, blown into the eternal waste of the desert, and in its track
stood a strange thing — a shrine. There wasa great unroofed
pavement of onyx and blue jasper, large enough for the floor of a
temple, with many life-size figures, both men and women, stand-
ing upon it all carved in rock and facing, at the sacred end, a giant
pillared in black basalt, seven times the height of a man, The
sad captain divined at once that this was the lost shrine of Namu-
Sarkkon, the dead god of whom tradition spoke in the ancient
litanies of his country. He heaved himself painfully from the
grave of sand in which he had lain half-buried, and staggering to
the pavement leaned in the shade of one of these figures fronting
the dead god. In a little time he recovered and ate some fi
which he carried ina leather bag at his hip, and plucked the sand
from his eyes and ears and loosened his sandals and gear, Then
he bowed himself for 2 moment before the black immobile idol,
knowing that he would tarry here now until he died,

Namu-Sarkkon, the priestless zod, had been praised of old
time above all for his gifts of joy. Worshippers had gathered from
the cities of Assyria at this his only shrine, offering their souls
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i ' in his time and wisdom, granted their de-
s EIF;S t{: }gfmth-g;ikl;ﬁ:lika other gods, was a jealous god,
T oo e tl;c: hearts of mankind are vain and destined to be-
o Ifﬂlcﬂﬁr11ed the bodies of hisdevotees intorock and kept them
e :;fin stone for a hundred years, or for a thousand years,
pumm&ri:n to the nature of their desires. Then if the cnnsurtl:]maé
E:ir:::;;j :.vergwnrth}r and just, the rock b ;Ea:le a ][;wnl% i:l, 1;?; ; gsf
' ickened the limbs, and the god re /
?inﬁ'r;:fn?znd joy. But what god lives for ever! NG:I :ﬁilé
Sarkkon. He grew old and forgetful; his oracle tgr:s o
Stronger gods supplanted him and at last alldpul:v?- . E:T:. ot
ul ioen oneor iy, Theterspamene SR SR
ity, but only so faintly that the w Sllatiap e o
| . lived at the longest buta day, s
.2111S ;ﬁr?f;{ﬁ could then be found to exchange the igdm,:
of the world for so brief a happiness, His worship ceas iy
Sarkkon was dead, and the remote shrine being lost to mand e
was lost to man’s eyes. Even the tradition of its time ate[[pm
had become a mere fantasy, but the whirlwinds u:ufI uncv.;; - grun-
sowing their sands about the shrine had left it blame
ishable, if impotent. -
Fmsfﬁgalicctingp this, the soldier gazed long aFl]ﬂ::i::i;:Et]gﬂmiIsﬁ
smooth huge bulk, carved wonderfully, was sti i i
and utterly cleansed of the sand., The strange sq

as if about to
the benign face stood on stout legs, one advanced

hed offered
stride forward to the worshipper, and onearm outstretc

p Assyrian’s heart leaped
the sacred symbol. ‘Thenina momentthe BRVERL e ood”

Writhin bists e bﬂﬂn:r::?r?gm?: ;];l:h?leyes! He stood -e::ch

movem 5 Al
ot (ol fung himself prostrat h-ei?ﬁn? :;netiispikhinﬁ
the livin gtgad! He lay long, waiting for his doo Tt
the flaming swords of the sun ekt eyes. At last
from his temples dripping in tiny poo i stricken eyes with one
he moved. he knelt up, and shiclding his § te clearly a black but-
arm he Eﬂ:ﬁﬂd at the gud, ﬂ.nd saw now (il
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terfly resting on the lid of one of Sarkkon’s eyes, inflecting its
wings. He gave a grunt of comprehension and relief, He gotup
and went among the other figures, Close at hand they seemed
fashioned of soft material, like camphor or wax, that was slowly
dissolving, leaving them little more than stooks of clﬂ}r, rough
clod-like shapes of people, all but one figure which seemed fixed
in coloured marble, a woman of beauty so wondrous to behold
that the Assyrian bent his head in praise before her, though but
animage of stone. When he looked again at it the black butter-
fly from the eyelid of the god fluttered between them and settled
upon the girl’s delicately carved lips for a moment, and then away.
Amazedly watching it travel back to the idol he heard a move-
ment and a sigh behind him. He leaped away, with his muscles
distended, his fingers outstretched, and fear bursting in his eyes.
The beautiful figure had moved a step towards him, holding out
a caressing hand, calling him by his name, his name!

“Talakku! Talakku!”

She stood thus almost as if again turned to stone, until his fear
left him and he saw only her beauty, and knew only her living
loveliness 1n a tunic of the sacred purple fringed with tinkling
discs, that was clipped to her waist with a zone of gold and veiled,
even in the stone, her secret hips and knees., The slender feet

were guarded with pantoffles of crimson hide. Green agates in -

strings of silver hung beside her brows, depending from a fillet of
gems that crowned and confined the black locks tightly curled.
Buds of amber and coral were bound to her dusky wrists with
threads of copper, and between the delicacy of her brown breasts
an amulet of beryl, like a blue and gentle star, hung from a neck-
lace made of balls of opal linked with amethysts,

“Wonder of god! who are your” whispered the warrior; but
while he was speaking she ran past him sweetly as an antelope to
the dark god. He heard the clicking of her beads and gems as
she bent in reverence kissing the huge stone feet of Sarkkon, He
did not dare to approach her although her presence filled him with
rapture; he watched her obeisant at the shrine and saw that one
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of her crimson shoes had slipped from the clinging heel. W}m:
was she—girl or goddess, phantom or spirit of I:]'Ilt’:. smnfe, or Ju?
some lunatic of the desert! But w]‘l.t:ltﬂ‘ifﬂ'l: she was 11; wis m:rljl;zei[-]
lous, and the marvel of it shocked him; time a'ﬂemizl to ?ee e
every channel of his blood. He heard her again call out [is 1

as if from very far away.
«“Talakkul™ _
He hastened to lift her from the pavement, and _::-:mqum:u;lg
his tremours he grasped and lifted her roughly, as a victor might

hale a captive, ] : W
«“Pretty antelope, who are your _ _
Shchturncd hn:fb u"_'-,-’E!-i slowly upon his—this was no captive,
no phantom—his intrepid arms fell back wu_:akly to l}ts'.ledt?:'i. .
Y ou will not know me, O brave ﬁssygtgllﬁaptam, said the
“ Iy, “I was a weaver in the city of Lridu. . . .
o EE::EE 1" It was an ancient city hea_trdcﬂf only in the old
. of his country, as fabulous assnow in Lanaan. )
FGET‘E‘M it 1s 1{;;15 since riven 1nto d:lﬁl:. I was aslave in
i ¢ rivel :
Fridu. not. . . . notaslave inspint, « .. =
“]’gﬂﬂut}" so rare is nobility enough,’ he said sh}rl;.r.h_ o
T worshipped god Namu-Sarkkon — behold his shrine.
Who loves Namu-Sarkkon becomes what he wishes to become,

s a8y
ains what he wishes to gain.— . e
; «] have heard of these things,” exclaimed the Assyria

' | ' become?™
«What did you gain, what did you wish to |
‘til w;rs{ippg?l here desiring in my heart to be loved by the
King of the World.”

. h ?'.II *
ggl&?c:;p;l her pr-:}ud glances to the earth before him.

«Who was this King of the World it

1l s de no reply nor lifted her eyes. 4
Eﬂﬁgiﬁﬁsﬂ ﬁgtlfl'::i that stand with us _he_re.?hhe mcli:id.
“Dead, all dead,” she sighed, “their destinies have

lv I renew the destiny.”
¥ ghe took his hand and led him

among the wasting images.
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o Mcrc_han ts and poets, dead; princesses and slaves, dead; sol-
diers and kings, they look on us with eyes of dust, dead, all dead,
[ alone of Sarkkon’s worshippers live on enduringly; I desired

Iam the beam

only love. Ifeed my spirit with new desire,
of his eye,”

“Come,”said the Assyrian suddenly, “I will carry you to Shi-

nar; set but my foot to that lost track. . . . will you?”

She shook her head gravely; “All roads lead to Sarkkon.”
“Why do we tarry here? Come,”

“Talakku, there is no way hence, no way for you, no way
for me. We have wandered into the boundless, What star re-

turns from the sky, what drop from the deep?”

Talakku looked at her with wonder, until the longing in his

heart lightened the shadow of his doom,
“Tell me what I must do,” he said.

_ She turned her eyes towards the dark god, “He knows,”she
cried, seizing his hands and drawing him towards the idol, “Come,
Talakku.” '

“No, no!” he said in awe, “I cannot worship there, Who
can deny the gods of his home and escape vengeance. In Shinar,
beloved lfmd, goes not one bee unhived nor a bird without a bower,
Shall I slip my allegiance at every gust of the desert?”

Fora moment a look of anguish appeared in her eyes.

“But if you will not leave this place,” he continued gently.
“suffer me to stay.” ’
::Talakku, in a while I must sink again into the stone,”

By all the gods I will keep you till I die,” he said. “One

day at least I will walk in Paradise,”
“T'alakku, not a day,
are but moments now,”
“T'hen, Iam but dead,” he cried, ¢
ing heart will never dream of me,”
“0), you whip me with rods of lilies.
He knew in her urgent voice t
wooed him, Alas for the Assyri

notan hour; moments, moments, there

for in that stone your sle ep-

hlies,  Quick, Talakku,”
1e divining hope with which she
an, he was but a man whose dying

-
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lips are slaked with wise honey. He embraced her as in a dream
under the knees of towering Sarkkon, Her kisses, wrapt in the
delicate veils of love, not the harsh brief glister of passion, were
more lulling than a thousand songs of lost Shinar, but the time's
sweet swiftness pursued them. Her momentary life had fown
like a rushing star, swift and delighting but doomed. From the
heel of the god a beetle of green lustre began to creep towards
thm?"Farewcll, Talakku,” cried the girl, She stood again m_her
place before Namu-Sarkkon. “Have no fear, Talakku, prince
of my heart, 1 will lock up in your breast all my soft uns.un’glﬂrmg
years. Like the bird of fire they will surely spring agan.
He waited, dumb, beside her, and suddenly her limbs com-
pacted into stone once more. At the touch of his awed fingers
her breast burned with the heat of the sun instead of the wnu.mg:
blood. ‘Then the vast silence of the world returned upon lglll'm,
he looked in trembling loneliness at the stark sky, the un;ﬁl ng
desert, at the black god whose eye scemed to flicker balefully at
him. Talakku turned to the lovely girl, but once n;iure am;z:;
ment gathered in all his veins. No longer stood her“_ gure the
—in its place he beheld only a stone image of hlmﬁt:i T
«This is the hour, O beauteous onel murmml'e L't s slsljlr
an, and, turning again towards the giant, he kned t ]:nn dl;;luivgg
His body wavered, faltered, suddenly stiffened, and the

into a little heap of sand. gl
mm’%;ll:tsimz iind that unsealed Namu-Sarkkon ‘an:ii his ih::;;
returning again at eve covered anew the idol am:'lf lttiql : %:i;: -
the dust of the Assyrian captain became part o

CVErimorc,
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» « « «+ » and in the whole of his days, vividly at the end of
the afternoon—nhe repeated it again and again to himself—the
kind country spaces had never absorbed guite so rich a glamour of
light, so miraculous a bloom of clarity, He could feel streaming
in his own mind, in his bones, the same crystalline brightness that
lay upon the land. Thoughts and images went flowing through
him as easily and amiably as fish swim in their pools; and as
idly, too, for one of his speculations took up the theme of his
family name. There was such an agreeable oddness about it, just
as there was about all the luminous sky today, that it touched him
as Just a little remarkable. What did such a name connote, sig-
nify, or symbolise? It wasarann of a name, but it had euphony!
Then again, like the fish, his ambulating fancy flashed into other
shallows, and he giggled as he paused, peering at the buds in the
brake. Turning back towards his house again he could see, be-
yond its roofs, the spire of the Church tinctured richly as the
vane: all round him was a new grandeur upon the grass of the
fields, and the spare trees had shadows below that seemed to sup-
port them in the manner of a plinth, more real than themselves,
and the dykes and any chance heave of the level fields were
underlined, as if for special emphasis, with long shades of mys-

terious blackness. _ t sty
With a little drift of emotion that had at other times assailed

him in the wonder and ecstasy of pure light, Jaffa Codling pushed
through the slit in the back hedge and stood within his own ga.r;
den, The gardener was at work., He could hear the voices o

the childen about the lawn at the other .ﬂldﬂ of the house. He
was very happy, and the place was beautiful, Eﬁne Whlt:‘ mn:l{;.
windowed house rising from a lawn bowered with plots o m%‘ s
turretted with shrubs, and overset with a vast walnut tree. This
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house had deep clean eaves, a roof of faint coloured slates that
after rain, glowed dully, like onyx or jade, under the red chim-
neys, and half~way up at one end was a balcony set with black
balusters. He went to a French window that stood open and
stepped into the dining room. There was no-one within, and, on
that lonely instant, a strange feeling of emptiness dropped upon
him. The clock ticked almost as if it had been caught in some
indecent act; the air was dim and troubled after that glory outside,
Well, now, he would go up at once to his study and write down
for his new book the ideas and 1mages he had accumulated—
beautiful rich thoughts they were—during that wonderful after-
noon. He went to mount the stairs and he was passed by one of
the maids; humming a silly song she brushed past him rudely,
but he was an easy-going man—maids were unteachably tiresome
—and reaching the landing he sauntered towards his room, The
door stood slightly open and he could hear voices within. He put
his hand upon the door. . . it would not open any further. What
the devil, . . . . he pushed —like the bear in the tale—and he
pushed, and he pushed —was there something against it on the
other side? He put his shoulder toit. . . . some wedge must be
there, and that was extraordinary. Then his whole apprehension
was swept up and whirled as by an avalanche—Mildred, his wife,
was in there; he could hear her speaking to a man in fair soft
tones and the rich phrases that could be used only by a woman
yielding a deep affection to him. Codling kept still, Her words
burned on his mind and thrilled him as if spoken to himself.

There wasa movement in the room, then utter silence. He again

thrust savagely at the partly open door, but he could not stir it.

The silence within continued, He beat upon the door with his

ﬁEt!-'., (‘l':,-'ifl;__’; “Mildrml, Mildred!™ T here was 1o response, but

he could hear the rocking arm chair commence to swing to and

fro. Pushing his band round the edge of the door he tried to

thrust his head between the opening. There was not space for

this, but he could just peer into the corner of a mirror hung near,

and this is what he saw: the chair at one end of its swing, a man

%
e S y—
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s ot unon one arm of it Mildred, the beloved woman,
f.:.:]l:tll:: ;:Eas 1u.1.‘m::u1'xJ the man’s face, cgresaing him with her hands.
Codling made another effort to get into t]}'uj:: room—as vain as it
was violent. “Do you hear me, Mildred?"” he shouted. A?par.
ently neither of them heard himj they rocked to and fro while he
cazed stupified. What, in the name of Gm}. .+ « What this. ‘o
:Fas che bewitched, . . . were there such things after all as magic,

arilew] |
du“IITI:I{:. drew back and held himself quite stgzadily. The cl_uir
stopped swaying, and the room grew awfullystill. The sharp tic ;‘

ino of the clock in the hall rose upon the house like thn.;: tu;ig'ue 0
some perfunctory maocker. Couldn’t they hear the Edﬂl: S
Couldn’t they hear his heart? He had to put his hanh upon 7
heart, for, surely, in that great silence l_nsu.lf.: I:ht:rei t Eytwn:un
hear its beat, growing so loud now that it seemed almost ;; s i
him! Then ina queer way he found himself reﬂectmgd, o mi -
ing, analysing his own actions and 1ntcnt|9n5.HHL} finqn E:uld =
them to be just a little spurious, counterfeit. He felt &t ;:n Lk
casy, so perfectly casy to flash in one blast of ang;r_an A
the two. He would dd-:: nnth;lr;g Ef tfhi ::;r;ft n,frt I'E::gw:, e
sion for it. People didn’t really do hing, o, 2 :
:;T with a genuI;nE passion, 'T'here was no need f?r: ngﬁ]:;;d I:t::
curiosity was satisfied, quite satisfied, he was fteﬁf‘ rA i
the remotest interest in the maf. A Wlf e R

thoughts swept upon his mind as he stood th E;:.m& aiiedes

books he was often stimulated by the unu%z ks
other people, and now his own surprise was Hi o eaing
him, leaving him, O, quite unstirred emotionaty,

him profoundly. i T e AR

the maid come stepping up tr=

hur,ri{:in?;: silly song. He Jid not want ascene, or to be caught

cavesdropping, and so turrli’edu?;u;ﬂilﬂyt ]:: lﬁl::ﬂh:iv ﬁ;-nn{tm‘:naf
LE et A i -

h]];kﬂ‘w%:tfsp :J!TEF;:SI{;ETH ?f’}’ Bu:: the girl ;:;ag::xwa :ii:nu:d h;n;

tar?}fing 4 tray of coffee things. “O, Mary
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ually, “L . . . " To hisastonishment the girl stepped past him
as if she did not hear or see him, tapped upon the door of his
study, entered, and closed the door behind her. Jaffa Codling
then got really angry. “Hell! were the blasted servants in it!™
He dashed to the door again and tore at the handle, It would not
even turn, and, though he wrenched with fury at it, the room
was utterly sealed against him, He went away for a chair with
which to smash the effrontery of that door. No, he wasn’t angry
either with his wife or this fellow—Gilbert, she had called him
—who had a strangely familiar aspect as far as he had been able
to take it in; but when one’s servants. . . . faugh!

The door opened and Mary came forth smiling demurely.
He was a few yards further along the corridor at that moment,
“Mary!” he shouted, “leave the door open!” Mary carefully
::lazmrzd it and turned her back on him. He sprang after her with
bad words bursting from him as she went towards the stairs and
fitted lightly down, humming all the way as if in derision. He
leaped d-::v{nwarda after her three steps at a time, but she trotted
with amazing swiftness into the kitchen and slammed the door
in his face. Codling stood, but kept his hands carefully away from
the door, kept them behind him. “No, no,” he whispered cun-
ningly, “there’s something fiendish about door handles today I'll
o and get a bar, or a butt of timber,” and, jumping out inl:!::: the
garden for some such thing, the miracle happened to him. For it
was nothing else than a miracle, the unbelievable, the impossible
simple and laughable if you will, but having as much validity :1;.
any miracle can ever invoke. It wassimple and laughable because
by all the known physical laws he should have collided with his
gardener, who happened to pass the window with his wheel-
barrow as Codling jumped out on to the path, And it was un-
believable that they should not,and impossible that they did not
collide; and it was miraculous, because Codling stood for a brief
moment in the garden path and the wheelbarrow of Bond, its
contents, and Bond himself passed apparently through the ﬁg’rurt:
of Codling s 1f he were so much air, as if he were not a living

e E—— s P

L]

ADAM & EVE & PINCH ME 71

breathing man but just a common ghost, There was no impact,
just a momentary breathlessness, Codling stood and looked at the
retreating figure going on utterly unaware of him. Itisinterest-
ing to record that Codling’s first feelings were mirthful. He
piggled, He was jocular. He ran along in front of the irdener,
and let him pass through him once more; then after him again;
he scrambled into the man’s barrow, and was wheeled about by
this incomprehensible thick-headed gardener who was dead to all
his master’s efforts to engage his attention. Presently he dropped
the wheelbarrow and went away, leaving Codling to cogitate
upon the occurrence, There was no room for doubt, some essen=
tial part of him had become detached from the obviously not less
vital part, He felt he was essential because he was responding to
the experience, he was re-acting in the normal way to normal
stimuli, although he happened for the time being to be invisible
to his fellows and unable to communicate with them, How had
it come about—this queer thing? How could he discover what
part of him had cut loose, as :+ were? There was no question of
this being death; death wasn't funny, it wasn'ta joke; he had still
a1l his human instincts. Y ou didn’t getangry witha faitlElEﬁ wife
or joke with a fool of a gardener if you were dead, certainly not!
He had realised enoughtof himself toknow he was the usual man
of instincts, desires, and prohibitions, complex and contradictorys;
his family history for a million or two years would have denoted
that, not explicitly—obviously impossibl —huts?ggestwel]r. He
had found himself doing things he 1;::‘1 n:h ﬂﬂﬁl;;ﬂ t:!h:ﬂ-_i! dzmﬂ

' d a desire not to do, thinking thou ts that had no
things he had a desire 7 ) g §y %e & Y T

contiguous meanings, no meanings that co '
general experience. At odd times he had been chilled—aye, and

even agrecably surprised—at the jmmense potential evil in him-
self. Butstill, this was no mere Jekyland I:I}rrle affair, that a man
and his own ghost should separately inhabit the same world was
4 horse of quite another colour, The other part of him was alive
and active somewhere, « . » @ alive. . . » asalive, . « « y€5, 88 he
was, but dashed if he knew where! What a lark when they got
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hack to each other and compared notes! In his tales he had brood-
ed over so many imagined personalities, followed in the track of
so many psychological enigmas that he sad felt at tin:lr:s astranger
to himself. What if, after all, that brooding had given him the
faculty of projecting this figment of himself into the world of men.
Or was he some unrealized latent element of being without its
natural integument, doomed now to drift over the ridge of the
world for ever. Was it his personality, his spirit? "I'hen how was
the dashed thing working? Here was he with the most wonderful
happening in human experience, and he couldn’t differentiate or
disinter things. He was like a new Adam flung into some old
Eden,

There was Bond tinkering about with some plants a dozen
yards in front of him. Suddenly his three children came round
from the other side of the house, the youngest boy leading them,
carrying in his hand a small sword which was made, not of steel,
but of some more brightly shining material; indeed it seemed at
one moment to be of gold, and then again of flame, transmuting
everything in its neighbourhoeod into the likeness of flame, the hair
of the little girl Eve, a part of Adam’s tunic; and the fingers of
the boy Gabriel as he held the sword were like pale tongues of fire,
Gabriel, the youngest boy, went up to the gardener and gave the
sword into his hands, saying: “Bond, is this sword an}} good?”
Codling saw the gardener take the weapon and examine it with a
careful sort of smile; his great gnarled hands became immediately
transparent, the blood could be seen moving diligently about the
veins. Codling wasso interested in the sight that he did not gather
in the gardener’s reply, “The little boy was dissatisfied and repeat-
ed his question, “No, but Bond, is this sword any good?” Codlin
rose, and stood by invisible. The three beautiful children were
grouped about the great angular fipure of the gardener in his soiled
clothes, looking up now into his face, and now at the sword, with
alnxi.r«.tjr in all their puckered eyes. “Well, Marse Gabriﬂl,":ﬂnd-
ling r:ulf.lm hear him reply, *as far as a sword goes, it may be a goad
un, or it may bea bad un, but, good as it is, it can never be any-
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' bad thing.” He then gave it back to them; the boy
i:ir;;gnhﬁzlz the haft Ef it, and the girl Eve I'1_J-|}|:rEd the blade with
curious fingers. The younger boy stood looking up at the garden er
with unsatisfied gaze. “But, Bond, can’t you say lf‘::]‘lls sword’s
any good?” Bond turned to his spade and ‘trnwels. Mebbe the
shape of it's wrong, Marse Gabriel, though it seemsa pretty handy
size.”” Saying this he moved off across the lawn. Gabriel turned
to his brother and sister and took the sword from them; they all
followed after the gardener and once more Gabriel made enquiry:
“Bond, is this sword any good™ The gardener again took it and
made a few passes in the air like a valiant soldier at exermse&
Turning then, he lifted a bright curl from the 'head of Eve an:
cut it off with a sweep of the weapon. He held it up to look at it
critically and then letit fall to the ground. C?dhng_snﬁkﬂd be-
hind him and, picking it up, stood stupidly l?gkm gatit. Mehb;,
Marse Gabriel,” the gardener was saying, 1t ud be better mathe
of steel, but it has a smartish edge on 1t. He went to pick up e
harrow but Gabriel seized it with a spasm of anger, and cried ﬂu'ii
“No, no, Bond, will you say, just yes or 1o, Bond, is t‘m:*].:Il m;r::i
any good?”’ The gardener stood Etiﬂi, and looked down a; . E:“?N ¢
boy, who repeated his question—just yes or no, Bon e t{i':
Marse Gabriel!” “Thank you, Eund’,‘ replied the l:hl. m.-:
dignity, “that’sall we wanted to know, :lmd, ::allmE to his mates
to follow him, he ran away to the other side of the | ?uﬁ;: {5

Codling stared again at the beautiful lock of hair in 11_5 ;:ln )
and felt himself grow so angry that he picked upa stran%f: ﬂ-r.:. Igt
flower pot at his feet and hurled it at the retreating %ar utr;: oA
struck Bond in the middle of the back and, passing clean “ilr:::.\ugl:h=
him, broke on the wheel of his Eﬂrﬁgﬁﬁgﬂund sn::;u :n »

uite unaware of this catastrophe. rushed y
::laking the gardener by the throat, he yelled, “Da:ig }':111, 'ImE lﬂ::
tell me what all this meanst” But Bond proceede ‘f?; rwur: :
his work un-noticing, carrying his master al;;k.nm n.; r: : Fm i
clinging vapour, or a scarf hung upon his n 5 Xl
ments, Codling dropped exhausted to the ground, “Wha
¥
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O Hell. . . . what, what am I to doi"” he groaned, “What has
happened to me? What shall I do? What can I dof” He looked
at the broken flowerpot. “Did I invent that!” He pulled out his
watch. “That’s a real watch, I hear it ticking, and it’s six o'
clock.” Was he dead or disembodied or mad? What was this
infernal lapse of identity? And who the devil, yes, who was it
upstairs with Mildred? He jumped to his feet and hurried to the
windows it was shut; to the door, it was fastened; he was power-
less to open either. Welll well! this was experimental psychology
with a vengeance, and he began to chuckle again. He’d have to
write to McDougall about it. Then he turned and saw Bond
wheeling across the lawn towards him again, “7#77%y s that fellow
always shoving that infernal green barrow around?” he asked
and, the fit of fury seizing him again, he rushed towards Bund’
but, hufnrer he reached him, the three children danced into I:hf:
garden again, crying, with great excitement, “Bond. O. Bond!”
Tl]e gardener stopped and set down the terrif}fing}bar:'DW' tI;e
children crowded about him,and Gabriel held outanother shinin
thing, asking: “Bond, is this box any good:” The gardener I:m::r‘sg:
the box and at once his eyes lit up with interest and delight. “O
Marse Gabriel, where'd ye pet it? Where'd ye get it?” “Bond,”
said the boy impatiently, “Is the box any goods" “;ﬂmy gundi"
;.:v:hl:::ned I:h::. man, “Why, Marse Gabriel, Marse Adam, Miss Eve
ook yere! Hnldmgg it down in front of them, he ]iFted the lit‘f
from the box and a bright coloured bird Rashed U:.lt and A d
and round above their heads. “O,” screamed Gahrielﬂw' fl?‘l-ld“
light, ‘:}t’aa kinghsher!” “That’s what it is.” said Bond T“rltk' ;.
ﬁshl:;.-rr! “Where?” asked Adam, “Where}” asked Eve, :?T}l:;i
{:;q ;ETE:&_ the fountain—see it? see it!” “No” said Adam.
- "0, do, do, see it,” cried Gabriel, ¢ ‘ it’
ing ! and, holding his hands on high, an dzgﬁc{;n?iﬂliisl :;E:ntT;
3

child eried out as h - ~ : :
ke ut @s happy as the bird which Codling saw flying

r - +
“I can’t see it,” said Adam,
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«Where is it, Gaby!" asked Eve.

“Q), you stupids,” cried the boy, “There it goes, There it

oes. . . . there. . . . it’s gonel”

He stood looking brightly at Bond, who replaced the lid.

«“What shall we do now?”” he exclaimed eagerly. For reply,
the gardener gave the box into his hand, and walked off with the
barrow. Gabriel took the box over to the fountain, Codling,
unseen, went after him, almost as excited as the boy; Eve and her
brother followed. They sat upon the stone tank that held the
falling water. It was difficult for the child to unfasten the lid;
Codling attempted to help him, but he was powerless, Gabriel
looked up into his father’s face and smiled, Then he stood up and
said to the others:

“Now, do watch it this time.”"

They all knelt carefully beside the water. He lifted the lid
and, behold, a fish like a gold carp, but made wholly of fire, leaped
from the box into the fountain. The man saw it dart down into
the water, he saw the water bubble up behind it, he heard the
hiss that the junction of fire and water produces, and saw a little
track of steam follow the bubbles about the tank until the figure
of the fish was consumed and disappeared. Gabriel, in ecstasies,
turned to his sister with blazing happy eyes, exclaiming:

“There! Eveyl”

“What was it?"" asked Eve, nonchalantly, “I didn’t see any-
thing.”

“More didn’t I,” said Adam.

“Didn’t you see that lovely fishi”

“No,” said Adam.

“No,"” said Eve.

“0), stupids,” eried Gabriel, “it went right past the bottom of
the water.”

“Let's get a fishin’ nook,” said Adam.
“No, no, no,” said Gabriel, replacing the lid of the box. “O

nao.
Jaffa Codling had remained on his knees staring at the water
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so long that, when he looked around him again, the children had
goneaway. He gotup and went to the door, and that was closed;
the windows, fastened. He went moodily to a garden bench and
sat on it with folded arms, Dusk had begun to fall into the shrubs
and trees, the grass to grow dull, the air chill, the sky to muster
its gloom. Bond had overturned his barrow, stalled his tools in
the lodge, and gone to his home in the village. A curious cat
came round the house and surveyed the man who sat chained to
hisseven-horned dilemma. It grew darkand fearfullysilent. Was
the world empty now? Some small thing, a snail perhaps, crept
among the dead leaves in the hedge, with a sharp, irritating noise,
A strange flood of mixed thoughts poured through his mind until
at last one idea disentangled itself, and he began thinking with
tremendous fixity of little Gabriel. He wondered if he could
brood or meditate, or ‘will’ with sufficient power to bring him

into the garden again. The child had just vaguely recognized
him for 2 moment at the waterside. He'd try that dodge, tele-

pathy was a mild kind of a trick after so much of the miraculous.

If he'd lost his blessed body, at least the part that ate and smoked

and talked to Mildred. . . . He stopped as his mind stumbled oh

a strange recognition. . . . What a joke, of course. . . . idiot. 4 + s

not to have seen that. He stood up in the garden with joy. . « .

of course, sie was upstairs with Mildred, it was himself, the other

bit of him, that Mildred had been talking to. What a howling

fool he'd been.

He found himself concentrating his mind on the purpose of
Et’:ltting the child Gabriel into the garden once more, but it was
wi th a curious mood that he endeavoured to establish ﬂ':is relation-
ship. 'Hﬂ: could not fix his will into any calm intensity of power
or fixity of purpose, or pleasurable mental ecstasy, T'he utmm:
Eﬂmu seemed to come with a malicious threatenin splenetic

entreaty.” “That damned snail in the hedge broke the thread of
his meditation; a dog began to bark sturdily from 2 distant f;l ‘
the faculties of his mind became jogeled up like a fliiid;E : :'I'ﬂ:-
puzzle, and he brooded i.l.llintl’.'uigihl}r upon such things as E;t:';;
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<team engines, and Elizabethan drama so lapped about WII:E'I
;:E:ﬂ:;b like jéca‘.lm.:s}' and chastity. Really now, gha;(cslizczre 5
Tsabella was the most consummate snob . ... HE «::{]:r_I :f: up
quickly to his wife’s room and saw Gabricl step from t :t.l wl:n-
Jow to the balcony as if he were fearful of being seen. T Ef i}r
lifted up his hands and placed the bright box on the rail of the
balcony. He looked up at the faint stars for a moment or twu%
and then carefully released the lid of the box. What came out nf_
it and rose into the air appeared to Codling to be just a piece ;
floating light, but as it soared above the roof he saw 1T ETOW tE e
o little ancient ship, with its hull and fully set sails and 1ts t :'EE
masts all of faint primrose flame colour, It -::lgmre:d through le
air, rolling slightly asaship thrm}gh the wave, In ?ndemng circles
above the house, making a curving ascent until 1t ln:s.t the shape
of a vessel and became only a moving light hurrying to some
«dereal shrine, Codling glanced at the boy on the balcony, but
in that brief instant something had happened, the ship hiad burst
like a rocket and released three coloured drops of fire which came
falling slowly, leaving beautiful grey furrows of smoke 1n thﬂ:lr
track. Gabriel leaned over the rail with outstretched palms, and,
catching the green star and the blue one as they drifted t(li:wail to
him, he ran with a rill of Jaughter back into the house. .0 }drig
sprang forward just in time to catch the red star; it la}rsiw:wl_ y
blasting his own palm for a monstrous second, and then, 1ppEg
through, was gone. He stared at the ground, at the halt‘::}?: : e
sky, and then heard an exclamation. . . « h11,s wife sfumd{f.t t}lls side.
«Gilbert! How you frightened fm! she c:'l‘E!d, I n-ﬁghht
you were in your room; come along in to dinner. She tr.mth 15
arm and they walked up the steps inta the dining room tuggf Er.
“Just a moment,” said her husband, turning to the door 0 ‘.I:F
room. His hand was upon the handle, which turned easily 1:; 15
grasp, and he ran upstairs to his own room. He uperﬂtd{ﬂ}e m:r.
Th::1ightwasun,thﬂﬁrﬂwashurmng Pr\ghﬂ}r,aﬁme 0 c@;;;
smoke about, pen and paper upon his desk, the ]apati;lent <
knife, the gilt matchbox, everything all right, no one there. e
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picked up a book from his desk. . . . Monna Fanna. _H is bookplate
was in it—~Ex Libris—Gilbert Cannister. He put it down beside
the green dish; two yellow oranges were in the green dish, and
two most deliberately green Canadian apples rested by their side,
He went to the door and swung it backwards and forwards quite
easily. Hesaton his desk trying to piece the thing together, glar-
ing at the printand the book-knife and the smart matchbox, until
his wife came up behind him exclaiming:“Come along, Gilbert!™
“Where are the kids, old man?”’ he asked her, and, before she :
replied, he had gone along to the nursery. He saw the two cots,
his boy in one, his girl in the other, He turned whimsically to
Mildred, saying, “There are only two, are there?’ Such a question

did not call for reply, but he confronted her as if expecting some THE PRINCESS OF KINGDOM GONE
assuring answer. She was staring at him with her bright beautiful
eyes.
“Are there?” he repeated,
“How strange youshould ask me that now!"” she said, , . . “If
you're a very good man, , , . perhaps. ., . ”
“Mildred!” |

She nodded brightly,

He sat down in the rocking chair, b
her gently—“We'll call him Gabriel,”

“But, suppose—"

“No, no,"” he said, stopping her lavely lips
him.” And he told her 2 pleasant little tg:le.i ’

ut got up again saying to

“I know all about
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LoNG AGO A PRINCESS RULED over a very tiny kingdom, too
small, indeed, for ambition. Had it been larger she might have
been a queen, and had it been seven times larger, so people said,
she would certainly have been an empress. As it was, the bar-
barians referred to her country as ‘that field I’, or put other indig-
nities upon it which, as she was high-minded, the princess did not
heed, or, if she did heed, had too much pride to acknowledge.
In other realms her mansion, her beautiful mansion, would
have been called a castle, or even a palace, so high was the wall,
crowned with pink tiles, that enclosed and protected it from evil.
The common gaze was warded from the door by a grove of
thorns and trees, through which an avenue curved a long way
round from the house to the big gate, The gate was of knotted
oak, but it had been painted and grained most cleverly to repre-
sent some other fabulous wood. There was this inscription upon
it: NO HAWKERS, NO CIRCULARS, NO GRATUITIES. Everybody
knew the princess had not got any of these things, but it was
because they also knew the mansion had no throne in it that
people sneered, really—but how unreasonable; you might just
as well grumble at a chime that hadn’t got a clock! As the
princess herself remarked—*“What s a throne without high-
mindedness !”’—hinting, of course, at certain people whom I
dare not name, Behind the mansion lay a wondrous garden, like
the princess herself above everything in beauty. A very private
bower was in the midst of it, guarded with corridors of shaven
yew and a half-circle hedge of arbutus and holly. A slim river
flowed, not by dispensation, but by accident, through the bower,
and the bed and bank of it, screened by cypresses, had been lined,
not by accident but by design—so strange are the workings of
destiny—with tiles and elegant steps fora bathing pool. Here
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the princess, when the blazon of the sun was enticing, used tq
take off her robes of silk and her garments of linen :;nd walk
about the turf of the bower around the squinancy tree before
slipping into the dark velvet water.,

One day when she stepped out from the pool she discovered
a lot of crimson flower petals clinging to her white skin. “How
beautiful they are,” she cried, picking up her mirror, “and where
do they come from?” As soon as convenient she enquired upon
this matter of her Lord Chancellor, a man named Smith who had
got on very well in life but was a bit of a smudge,

“Crimson petals in the bath |’

“Yes, they have floated down with the stream,”

“How disgusting! Very! I'll make instant enquiries I”

_He searched and he searched — he was very thorough was
Smith—but though his researches took no end of time, and he
:isaued a bulky dossier commanding all and sundry to attach the

efiant person of the miscreant or miscreants who had defiled the
princess's bath stream or pool with refuse detritus or seum. offer-
tlng, too, rewar_ds_ for information leading to his her m: their
n:?m’[i{lﬁ ;ut:;r[:i:n, anc} ultimate damnation, they availed him
g p s continued to bathe and to emerge joyfully
om the stream covered with petals and looking as wonderful as

a erimson leopard.  She caught some of the petals with a silver

net; she dried them upon the sunljoh : ; Sl
of her bed, for they were full of acri 1 o1 1o in the lining

Tull of acrid but pleasing odours, So st
herself early one morning walked abroad, eagrl}r indeed D;nl;
)

pasm_i along the river until she came to the field adjoining the
:1;;531 V%r]? sweet and strange the world seemed in thc%uiu:
there wasnl }fi;uppﬂd*hesldﬁ.“ half-used rick to look about her:
and starl ; nﬁ du rprisen wings behind the stack sind il thnus-’
e il '“Ef'l '; up into the air, She heard their wings beating
s ":""[ t E]Jf had crossed the river and dropped rr'ldl.lﬂ.Hh
"E“hf:{m HEY ’k‘fﬂ black shower, Then she |:r:r-‘.:t:i!:r Id }i
ng mrth crimson blooms and long dark hoy | E 4 Fa]
fow upon the river. Near ita tiny red cottage -ituudgi:'f rlf: fdill;%
' eli
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like a painted box, surrounded by green triangular bushes, It
was a respectable looking cottage, named River Fiew. On
her approach the door suddenly opened, and a youth with a tt.}'.-‘?'f..'],
just that and nothing more, emerged. He took flying rejoicing
leaps towards the flaming tree, sprung upon its lowest limb and
flung himself into thestream. He glided there like a rod of ivery,
but a crimson shower fell from the quivering tree and veiled the
pleasing boy until he climbed out upon the opposite bank and
stood covered, like a leopard, with splendid crimson scars, The
princess dared peer no longer; she retraced her steps, musing
homewards to breakfast, and was rude to Smith because he was
such a fool not to have discovered the young man who lived next
door under the mysterious tree,

At the carliest opportunity she left a card at Kiver Ulem,
Narcissus was the subject’s name, and in due time he came to
dinner, and they had green grapes and black figs, nuts like sweet
wax and wine like melted amethysts. The princess loved him so
much that he visited her very often and stayed very late. He
was only a poet and she a princess, so she could not possibly mar-
ry him although this was what she very quickly longed to doj
but as she was only a princess, and he a poet clinking his golden
spurs, he did not want to be married to her. He had thick curl-
ing locks of hair red as copper, the mild eyes of a child, and a
voice that could outsing a thousand delightful birds. When she
heard his soft laughter in the dim delaying eve he grew strange
and alluring to the princess, She knew it was because he was so
beautiful that everybody loved him and wanted to win and keep
him, but he had no inclination for anything but his art—which
was to express himself. That was very sad for the princess; to be
able to retain nothing of him but his poems, his fading images,
while he himself eluded her as the wind eludes all detaining arms,
forest and feather, briar and down of a bird. He did not seem to
be a man at all but just a fairy image that slipped from her arms,
gone, like brief music in the moonlight, hefore she was aware,

When he fell sick she watched by his bed.
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“Tell me,”she murmured, her wooing palms caressing his

flaming hair, “tell me you love me.”

All he would answer was: “I dream of laving you, and I love
dreaming of you, but how can I tell if I love yout”

Very tremulous but arrogant she demanded of him: *“Shall 1
not know if you love me at all ?”

“ Ask the fox in your brake, the hart upon your mountain, I
can never know if you love me.”

“I have given you my deepest vows, Narcissus; love like this
is wider than the world.”

“The same wind blows in desert as in grove.”

“You do not love at all.”

“Words are vain, princess, but when I die, put these white
hands like flowers about my heart; if I dream the unsleeping
dream I will tell you there.”

“My beloved,” she said,*“if you die I will put upon your
grave a shrine of silver, and in it an ark of gold jewelled with
green garnets and pink sapphires, My spirit should dwell in it
?Imm and wait for you; until you came back again I could not

I,fell‘!

The poet died,

The princess was wild with grief, but she commanded her
Lord Chancellor and he arranged magnificent obsequies. The
shrine of silver and the ark of jewelled gold were ordered, a grave

dug in a new planted garden more wonderful than the princess’s
bower, and a s Let bill appeared in the window of River
'T.Jr':jw. At last Narcissus, with great pomp, was buried, the
Ehfiﬂﬂ ﬂnfi ﬂ]:i: a;:i of gc:lr::d Were Itlappcd down upon him, an::l the
rincess 1n blackest robes was led '
Emitha——ﬁmith was wonderful, Al B L
‘T'he sun that evening did not set—it mildly died out of the
sky. Darkness cameinto the meadows, the fogs came out of them
and hovered over the river and the familjar night sounds bepan
The princess sat in the mansion with 2 lnnﬂljr heart from wﬁ:ch
all hopes were receding; no, not receding, she could see only the
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emptiness from which all her hopes had gone. |
At midnight the spirit of Narcissus in its cerecloth rose up

out of the grave, frail as a reed; rose out of its grave gnd stood in
the cloudy moonlight beside the shrine and the glittering ark. He
tapped upon the jewels with his fingers but there was no sound
came from it, no fire, no voice. “O holy love,” sighed the ghn?st,
«it is true what I feared, it is true, alas, it is true!” And lifting
again his vague arm he crossed out the inscription on his tomb
and wrote there instead with a gray and crumbling finger his last

poem:
Pride and grief in your heart,
Love and grief in mine.

Then he crept away until he came to the bower in the prin-
cess’s garden, It was all silent and cold; the moon was touching
with brief beam the paps of the plaster Diana. The ghost laid
himself down to rest forever beneath the squinancy tree, to rest
and to wait; he wanted to forestall time’s inscrutable awards. He
sank slowly into the earth as a knot of foam slips through the
beach of the seashore. Deep down he rested and waited.

Day after day, month after month, the constant princess
went to her new grove of lamentation. The grave garden was
magnificent with holy flowers, the shrine polished and glistening,
the inscription crisp and clear—the ghost’s erasure being vain
for mortal eyes, In the ark she knew her spirit brooded and
yearned, she fancied she could see its tiny flame behind the gar-
nets and sapphires, and in a way this gave her happiness. Mean-
while her own once happy bower was left to neglect. The bolt
rusted in its gate, the shrubs rioted, tree trunks were crusted
with oozy fungus, their boughs cracked to decay, the rose fell
rotten, and toads and vermin lurked in the desolation of the glades.
"T'was pitiful; *twas as if the heart of the princess had left its
pleasant bower and had indeed gone to live in her costly shrine.

In the course of time she was forced to go away on business
of state and travelled for many months;lon her return the face of
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the Lord Chancellor was gloomy with misery. The golden ark
had been stolen. Alarm and chagrin filled the princess, She
went to the grave. It too had now grown weedy and looked for-
lorn, It wasas if her own heart had been stolen away from her.
“Oh,"she moaned, “what does it matter|” and, turning away,
went home to her bower. There, among that sad sight, she saw
a strange new tree almost in bloom. She gave orders for the pool
to be cleansed and the bower restored to its former beauty. This
was done, and on a bright day when the blazon of the sun was
kind she went into the bower again, flung her black robes from
her, and slipped like a rod of ivory into the velvet water. There
were no blooms to gather now, though she searched with her
silver net, but as she walked from the pool her long hair caught
in the boughs of the strange tall squinancy tree, and in the dis-
entangling it showered upon her beautiful crimson blooms that

as they fell lingered upon her hips, her sweet shoulders, and kissed
her shining knees,

COMMUNION
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He was of years calendared in unreflecting minds as tender years,
and he was clothed in tough corduroy knickerbockers, once the
habiliments of a huger being, reaching to the tops of some boots
shod with tremendous nails and fastened by bits of fugitive string.
His jacket was certainly the jacket of a child—possibly some dead
one, for it was not his own—and in lieu of a collar behold a twist
of uncoloured, unclean flannel. Pink face, pink hands, yellow
hair, a quite unredeemable dampness about his small nose—alto-
gether he was a country boy.

“What are you doing there, Tom Prowse?" asked Grainger,
the sexton, entering to him suddenly one Saturday afternoon.
The boy wassitting on a bench in the empty nave, hands on knees,
looking towards the altar. He rose to his feet and went timidly
through the doorway under the stern glance of that tall tall man,
whose height enabled him to look around out of a grave when it
was completely dug, ““You pop on out of 'ere,” said Grainger,
threateningly, but to himself, when the boy had gone.

Walking into the vestry Grainger emptied his pockets of a
number of small discarded bottles and pots of various shapes and
uses—ink bottles, bottles for gum and meat extract, fish-paste
pots, and tins which had contained candy. He left them there.
The boy, after he had watched him go away, came back and
resumed his seat behind one of the round piers,

A lady dressed in black entered and, walking to the front
stall under the pulpit, knelt down. The boy stared at the motion-
less figure for a long time until his eyes ached and the intense
silence made him cough a little, He was surprised at the booming
hollow echo and coughed again. The lady continued bowed in
her place; he could hear her lips whispering sibilantly: the wind
came into the porch with sudden gust and lifted the arras at the
G
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door. Turning he knocked his clumsy boots against the bench,
After that the intense silence came back again, humming in his
ears and almost stopping his breath, until he heard footsteps on the
gravel path, The vicar’s maid entered and went towards the
vestry. She wished to walk softly when she observed the kneelin

lady but her left shoe squeaked stubbornly as she moved, and both
heels and soles echoed in sharp tones along the tiles of the chancel,
The boy heard the rattle of a bucket handle and saw the maid

place the bucket beside the altar and fetch flowers and bottles and

pots from the vestry. Some she stood upon the table of the altar;
others, tied by pieces of string, she hung in unique positions upon
the front and sides, filling them with water from the pail as she
did so; and because the string was white, and the altar was white,
and the ugly bottles were hidden in nooks of moss, it looked as if
the very cloth of the altar sprouted with casual bloom.

Not until the maid had departed did the lady who had been
bowed so long lift up her head adoringly towards the brass Cross;
the boy overheard her deep sigh; then she, too, went away, and
in a few moments more the boy followed and walked clumsily,
thoughtfully, to his home,

His father was the village cobbler. He was a widower, and
he was a treethinker too; no mere passive rejector of creeds, but
an active opponent with a creed of his own, which if less violent
was not less bigoted than those he so witheringly decried. The
child Tom had never been allowed to attend church; until today,
thu;a furtl'xlre]}r, he had nevereven entered one,and in t,he da}-’ﬂthﬂﬂi
religious instruction had been forbidden by his atheistic father.

But while faith goes on working its miracles the whir]

while igigs of
unfaith bring on revenges. The boy now began to pay maEn%r 52—

cret visits to the church, He would walk under
and slip his enclesing palms up and down th

: : alms up e woolly rape handl
listen to the slow beat of the clock, and rub with hisywriI:tband til:'lsr.:
mouldings of the brass lectern with the ugly bird on a ball and
the three singular chubby animals at the foot, half ox, half do
displaying monstrous teeth, He scrutinised the ﬂurid1GenrgIag::

— o —  —

the western tower -
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memorial fixed up the wall, recording the virtues, which he could
not read, of a departed Rodney Giles; made of marble, there were
two naked fat little boys with wings; they pointed each with
one hand towards the name, and with the other held a handker-
chief each to one tearful eye. "This was very agreeable to young
Prowse, but most he loved to sit beside one of the pillars—the
stone posties, he called them—and look at the window above the
altar where for ever half a dozen angels postured rhythmically
upon the ladder of Jacob.

One midsummer evening, after evensong, he entered for his
usual meditation. He had no liking for any service or ritual; he
had no apprehension of the spiritual symbols embodied in the
building; he only liked to sit there in the quiet, gazing at things
in a dumb sort of way, taking, as it were, a bath of holiness. He
sat a long timej indeed, so still was he, he might have been dozing
as the legions of dead parishioners had dozed during interminable
dead sermons,. When he went to the door—the light having
grown dim—he found it was locked. He was not at all alarmed
at his situation: he went and sat down again, In ten minutes or
so he again approached the door. . . . it wasstill locked, Then
he walked up the aisle to the chancel steps and crossed the choir
for the first time. Choristers robes were in the vestry, and soon,
arrayed in cassock and surplice, he was walking with a singular
little dignity to his old seat by one of the pillars. He sat there
with folded hands, the church growing gloomier now; he climbed
into the pulpit and turned over the leaves of the holy book; he sat
in the choir stalls, pretended to play the organ, and at last went
before the altar and, kneeling at the rails, clasped his orthodox
hands and murmured, as he had heard others murmuring there, a
rigmarole of his scholastic hours:

Thirty days hath September,
Aprily Fune and November,
Al the rest have thirty-one,
Excepting February alone,
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eAnd leap year coming once in four,
Ffﬁ?'uﬂ.?"].l then has one n’ﬁ_p Hore,

Re-entering the vestry, he observed on a shelf in a niche g
small loaf wrapped in a piece of linen, He felt hunpry and com-
menced to devour the bread, and from a goblet there he drank a
little sip of sweet tasting wine., He liked the wine very much,
and drank more and more of it.

‘There was nothing else to be done now in the darkness, s
he went on to the soft carpet within the altar rails, and, piling up
a few of the praying mats from the choir—little red cushions they
were, stamped with black fleur-de-lys, which he admired much
in the daylight—he fell asleep,

And he slept long and deeply until out of some wonderful
place he began to hear the word “Ruffian, Ruffian,” shouted with
anger and harshness, He was pulled roughly to his feet, and
apprehension was shaken into his abominable little head.

The morning sunlight was coming through the altar win-
dow, and the vicar’s appearance was many-coloured as a wheel-
wright’s door; he had a green face, and his surplice was scaled
with pink and purple gouts like a rash from some dreadful rain-
bow. And dreadful indeed was the vicar as he thrust the boy
down the altar steps into the vestry, hissing as he did,*“T'ake off
those things!”and darting back to throw the cushions into proper
places to support the knees of the expected devotees,

“Now, how did you get in here?” he demanded, angrily.

~ The boy hung up the cassock: “Someone locked me in last
night, Sir,”

“Who was it!”

“I dunno, Sir, they locked me in all night,”

His interrogator glared at him for a moment in silence. and
the boy could not forbear a yawn, Thereat the vicar selzed him
by the ear and, pulling it with such animation s to contort his
own features as well as the child’s, dragged him to the vestry door
gurgling with uncontrolled vexation, “Get out of this. Get uu;

T
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. . . you beast!”
| -A: 1:1‘“: hu}r}wcnt blinking down the nave the tenor bell be-

' d imperturbable in
.o+ the stone posties looked serene and IMPper
ﬁiltglz;r:lgs,unlight, and that old blackbird was chirping sweetly

1 the lilac at the porch.
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THE QUIET WOMAN

[t WAS THE LONELIEST PLACE IN THE WORLD, Hardross said, A
little cogitation and much experience had given him the fancy
that the ark of the kingdom of solitude was lodged in a lift, any
lift, carrying a charter of mute passengers from the pavement to
any sort of Parnassus. Nothing ever disturbs its velveteen pro-
gressions no one ever speaks to the lift man (unless it happens to
be a lift girl). At Hardross’s place of abode it happened to be a
lift boy, sharp and whitefaced, whose tough hair was swept back-
wards in a stiff lock from his brow, while his pert nose seemed
inclined to pursue it, His name was Brown. His absences from
duty were often coincident with the arrivalsand departures of Mr.
Hardross. His hands were brown enough if the beholder carried
some charity in his bosom, but the aspect of his collar or his shoes
engendered a deal of vulgar suspicion, and his conduct was at once
inscrutable and unscrupulous. It may have been for this reason
that Hardross had lately begun walking the whole downward
journey from his high chamber, but it must have been something
less capricious that caused him always to essay the corresponding
upward flight. A fancy for exercise perhaps, for he was a robust
musician, unmarried, and of course, at thi rt}r-th ree or thirty-four,
had come to the years of those indiscretions which he could with
impunity and without reprobation indulge.

On ‘the second floor, outside the principal door of one set of
chambers, there always stood a small console table; it was just off
the landing, in an alcove that covered two other doors, a little
dark angular-limbed piece of furniture bearing a green lacquer
dish of void visiting cards, a heap that seemed neither to increase
nor dwindle but lay there as ifisoliciting, so naively, some further
contributions. Two maiden ladies, the Misses Pilcher, who kept
these rooms, had gone to France for a summer holiday, but
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though the flat had for the time being some new occupants the
console table still kept its place, the dish of cards of course lan
guishing rather unhopefully. The new tenants were also two
ladies, but they were clearly not sisters and just as clearly not Pil-
cherly old maids. One of them, Hardross declared, was the love-
liest creature he had ever scen, She was dark, almost tall, about
as tall as Hardross though a little less robust and rather more
graceful. Her mature scarlet lips and charming mature eyes
scemed always to be wanting to speak to him. But she did not
speak to him, ever, when he modestly tried to overcome, well,
not her reserve—no one with such sparkling eyes could possibly
be reserved—but her silence. He often passed her on the landing
but he did not hear her voice, or music, ar speech, or any kind of
intercourse within the room. He called her ‘The Quiet Woman.
The other lady, much older, was seldom seen; she was of great
dignity, The younger one walked like 2 woman conscious and
proud of the beauty underneath her beautiful clothes; the soft
slippers she wore seemed charged with that silent atmosphere,
Even the charwoman who visited them daily and rattled and
swept about was sealed of the conspiracy of silence; at least he
never caught—though it must be confessed that he :guiltil].r tried
—the passage of a single word, What was the mystery of the ob-
stinately silent ménage? Did the elder lady suffer from sorrow or
nerves; was she under a vow; was she a genius writing a sublime
book?

The voiceless character of the intercourse did not prevent
Hardross becoming deeply enamoured and at the same time deep-
ly baffled. Morning and evening as he went to the great city
church of which he was organist he would often catch a glimpse
of his quict woman on the stairs, At favourable junctures he had
e oot marin o G-y b s

: y confusion or an excess of pro-
pricty. -
[T " *
ule oy cun e Gy e o e and i
y life; butshe, good heayens|
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is extraordinarily retiring. Why, I am just a satyr, a rampant
raging satyr, asatyr!” And he would liken her to Diana, always
darting with such fawnlike modesty from the alcove whenever he
approached. He did not even know her name. He want:ad to
enquire of the lift boy Brown or the porter, but there again he
lacked the casual touch to bring off the information. The boy
was too young, too cute, too vulgar, and the porter too taciturn,
as difficult for Hardross to approach as an archbishop would have
been. But Miss Barker now, that milliner, down below on the
ground floor! She would know; she knew everybody and every-
thing about the chambers including, quite familiarly, Hardross
himself—she would be sure to know. But even she would have
to be approached with discrimination.

“Evening, Miss Barker!” he cried. The goodlooking spin-
ster peered up from a half-trimmed bonnet. “When do you go for
a holiday, then?”

“Holidays," she sighed, though the corner of her mouth was
packed with pins, “I cannot afford holidays,”

“Ho ho, you can’t afford!”

Their common fund of repartee lay in his confident assump-
tion that she was rolling in surplus income and her counter as-
sertion that she was stricken in poverty; that people—the pigs—
would not pay her prices, or that those who did not flinch at her
prices would not pay her bills.

“Astonishing, deplorable, this Mammon-worship!” he de-
clared, leaning genially upon her table; “you know, it breaks my
heart to see you aslave to it,a woman of a thousand, ten thousand
in fact, Give it up, O,”—he beat the table with his hand—*‘give
it up before it is too late!”

“Too late for what " she asked.

“Why, all the delightful things a woman like you could do."

“As what?”

“O. ... travel, glories of nature, you know, friendship, men
v oo love itself.”

“Give me all the money I want,”—she was brusque about it,
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and began to dab the unwanted pins back into their cushion—
“and I'll buy, yes buy, a sweetheart for each day in the week,”

“Heavens now!” He was chilled by this implication of an
experience that may have been dull, that must have been bitter
but he floundered on: “What now would you give for me”

“For you!" She contemplated him with gravity: “T'o be sure
I had not thought of you, not in that way.”

“O but please do think of me, dear lady, put me in your deep-
est regard,”

‘The ghost of a knowing grin brushed her features. Reall
a charming woman, in parts. A little stout, perhaps, and she had
fat red hands, but her heart was a good substantial organ, it was
in the right place, and her features seemed the best for wear,

“Yu:; are one of those surprising ladies”—he plunged gaily
—"“who've a long stocking somewhere, with trunks full of shares
and scrip, stocks at the bank and mortgages at your solicitor’s. O
yes, yes,” he cried out against her protestation, “and you will
make a strange will leaving it all to me!”

She shook her head hopelessly, bending again over the honnet

whose desperate skeleton she had clothed with a flounce of crim-
son velvet, She was very quiet,

“Have I been rude?” he hazarded,
“Well, it’s not true,” she insisted.
“Forgive me—1I have hurt you—of course it’s niot true.”
Apparently she forgave him; he was soon asking if there were
any rooms to let in the building, “Furnished, I mean.” He gave

rein to hi E ik '
to his naive strategy: “I have friends who want to come here

p : . :
au?ms:g:;wth me for a short holiday, I thought you might know

“In these Hﬂtﬁf" She sh k h s
played his artful card: 00k her head, but he persisted and

“The Miss Pilchers
away £

She did not knuw—why not

“Yes, I must ask the porter,

“Forgive me,”

» on the second floor, haven’t they gone

ask the porter,
but I can never catch the porter,
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he is so fugitive, he is always cutting his lucky. I hate that man,

't you?” _
dﬂnﬂ}rzd there, temporarily, he had to lem:r-: it. :

So many days passed now withouta glimpse of his lovely one
that he had almost brought himself to the point of tapping at the
door and enquiring after her welfare, only the mysterious air of
the apartment—how strange, how soundless it was—forbade
any such crudeness. One morning he recklessly took a cigarette
f-om his case and laid it upon the console tableas he passed. When
he returned later the cigarette was gone; it had been replaced by
a chocolate cream, just one, a big one. He snatched it away and
rapturously ate it, Later in the day he was blessed by a deep
friendly gaze, as she flitted into her room. Hardross rejoiced; in
the morning he left another cigarette and was again rewarded. :

«But O God help me,” he thought, “I can’t go on like this!

S0 he bought a whole box of bonbons, but his courage desert-
ed him as he approached their door; he left the package upon the
console table and slunk guiltily away. The next morning he ob-
served a whole box of cigarettes, a wellknown exquisite brand,
laid temptingly there. He stretched his eager hand towards it,
but paused. Could that be a gift for him? Heavens iabuve[ What
were the miraculous gods about to shower upon him? Was this
their delicate symbol? He could not believe 1t, no, he could not,
he left the box lying there. And it lay there for hours indeed un-
til he crept down and seized it. Afterwards he walked trembling
into the brighter air and went for a long ride on the top of an om-
nibus. There had been no letter, but he fancied that he ,ha.d got
hold of a clue, “Be very careful, Hardross my boy, this is too
too splendid to spoil.”

.Fm thE['llﬂﬂE or so later he met her cﬂmjng into the hall, a
delicious figure with gay parasol and wide white hat. He delayed
e et me thank you, may I, for those perfect cigarettes £

The lovely creature did not reply, She just smiled her recog-
nition of him; she did not speak nor move away, she stood there
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quite silent and timid,

“I'wonder,” he began again, “if T might” —it sounded dread-
fully silly to him, but having begun he went on—<f I might in-
vite you to my church this evening, a rather special choral service

very jolly, you know, I'm the organist; would you come;”
No answer,

“Would you care to come "’

She lifted both her hands and touching her lips and ears with
significant gestures shook her head ever so hopelessly at him,

“Deaf and dumb!” he exclaimed. Perhaps the shock of the
revelation showed too painfully in his face for she turned now
sadly away, But the hall was divinely empty, He caught one of
the exquisite hands and pressed it to his lips.

Thereafter Hardross walked about as if he too were deaf and
dumb, except for a vast effusion of i ghs. He could praise that
delicacy of the rarest whereby she had forborne to lure him, as
she could so easily have done, into a relation so shrouded and so

vague. But that did not solve his problem, it only solidified it,

He wanted and awaited the inspiration of a gesture she could ad-
mire, something that

would prepitiate her delicacy and alarms,
He did not want to d

estroy by clumsy persistencies the frail net
of her regard for him; he was quite clear about that, the visible

fineness of her quali ty so quelled him, Applying himself to the

task he took lessons in the alphabet language, that inductile res-
ponse of fingers and thumbs,

Meanwhile she had marked her sense of
hiding like a hurt bird, and although the mystery of the quiet
rooms was now exposed she herself remained unseen, He com-
posed a graceful note and left it upon the console table, The note
disappeared but no reply came: she made no sign and he regretted
his ardour, -

Such a deadlock of course could not exist for
evening he met her walking up the stairs,
with him. He was carrying his music, H
to communicate with her by me

the complication by

ever, and one
She stopped mutually
¢ made a vain attempt
ans of his finger alphabet, but she

10

: derstand him although she [if_ll.ghtcdh’ ‘made ’ ;EE:][?hzn
b hich he was too recently initiated to interpret. ]';
her ﬁngtl:b 1';1: a1 standstill: he could think of nuthlng to do Exc;i?e
o ag:;tp I:m::rk of organ music and show her the title page. hi
to open nsver very intelligently as he tried by signs to ::'m;rf}' H:
e nI:"err but he was certain she was blank about it all. L
il tg his pockets for a pencil—and swore at his nnn-ﬁrcci v
gearchch qtugd like a fool, staring at her smiling face unti tﬂh |
AHELE Eﬁt she took his arm and they descended the stairs, t ﬂ}:
E‘::;:f ?::1 :]'1(:! street together, He walked to the church on some

thing vastly less substantial than air, ﬂ{llldu;;ﬂ}:irﬁelr;;; sy
ross’s church was square an )
hcad?:_? r:riidnws. Its entrance was up some steps h?:;tu‘;:lnwfl*r?;l::
Corinthian pillars upon the bases of w]_m:h caht_nﬁn Sr:_:u‘.ld i
it was warm or coughed and puffed in the winter 2 A.. el
was a pump on the kerb and a stand for haﬁkne}é cimqlrer }Wiﬂ‘l :
of evergreens squatted in a railed corner under t IIEinth ﬂfgthE cole
file of iris plants that never flowered, Upon the p
umns a ribald boy had chalked:
REMOVE THIS OBSTACLE P
Eternally at the porch tired cabhorses drooped a]l;lﬂmu S 1:
while the drivers cut hunches of bread and meat or ¢ e s
and swallowed from their tin bottles the cold tea u; 211 =i
associated with tin bottles. "There was ﬂIWﬂ}"*}a 5 Sy s
the entrance, and an aroma of shag tﬂhﬂﬂ‘-‘fiﬂ mmmed AT
pipes curled into the nave whenever the ““;F Pfrieu 1 %% & gadt
shippers, Inside the church Hardross ushered his o
that he could watch from his organ loft. Thfﬂi W]:n st
resent, He borrowed a lead pencil from a choir x ¥s e
fhr: lesson was being perfunctorily intoned, Smi:'" :Egihhle A
great voice baffled by its infinitely little mtr:d, asli- D
sheet of paper the questions he was so cager (0 asi;
e and things like that: . s
nﬂmHiQu ean 15'3 communicate? <May I_ write fﬂf_}l'm:n :f; lﬁ ﬁ
to me? Excuse the catechism and seribble but I'w
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to know you and grab at this opportunity.

Yours dﬁﬁft‘ffiﬁl
John Hardrass
When he looked up her place was empty; she had gone away
in the middle of the service. He hurried home at last very per-
turbed and much abashed, for it was not so much the perplexities
of intercourse, the torment of his dilemma, that possessed him
now as a sense of felicities forbidden and amenities declined,

But his fickle intelligence received a sharp admonitory nudge
on the following evening when he espied her sitting in the same
place at church for all the world as if she had not deserted it on
the evening before, Then he remembered that of course she
couldn’t hear a thing—idiot he was to have invited her. Again
she left the church before the close of the service. This for several
days, the tantalised lover beholding her figure always hurrying
from his grasp.,

He pursued the practice of the deaf and dumb alphabet with
such assiduity that he became almost apt in its use3 the amount
of affection and devotion that he could transcribe on finger and
thumb was predigious, he yearned to put it to the test. When at
last he met her again in the hall he at once began spelling out
things, absurd things, like: ‘May I beg the honour of your ac-
quaintance?’ She watched this with interest, with excitement
even, butashadow of doubt creptinto her lovely eyes, She moved
her own fingers before him, but in vain; he could not interpreta
single word, not one. He was a dense fool; O how dense, how
dense! he groaned, But then he searched his pockets and brought
out the note he had scribbled in church. It was a little the worse
for wear but he smoothed it, and standing close by her side held it
for her perusal. Again his hopes were dashed, She shook her head,
not atall conclusively but in a vague uncomprehending way. She
even with asmileindicated her need of a pencil, which he prompt-
ly supplied. T'o his amazement what she seribbled upon the page
were some meaningless hieroglyphs, not letters, though they were
grouped as in words, but some strange abracadabra. He looked so

10
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dismally at her that she Smi_l':d again, folding the paper carefully
i E?IE 1!:::?1:;{5}:;1 il;sllﬁnizcjs:gtﬂnfnunded than E\rar.'ldﬁf. ni-::ii;l
s : : . was she an idiot, was 1t a mild 1 !
Suspmﬁﬂ :c;:i:] ;:-:t tﬁ: nﬁatiun of a poor diseased ]mmfii' fﬁﬂ
Whas td ?15 ] :1 kept that letter. God, whata tragedy ! But:as lE
wished he ]athc town his doubts about her intellect were dispe ]
s 1“; ;}mﬂ an imbecile himself could doubt that beautifu
e P?Ic:tg:llige{mc. T hat was not it; it was some ]“Egli"?: Thr?;'
i;ﬁi;gtn do with those rooms. Nn‘tlur]:g was solved yet, nothing
' ~coming!

;- a”E?Ihfgul:'Eiznitr:}rt}:tﬁjt%tse?ﬁggn fuﬁ of determination, Edﬂh'?'ld:
likea fz.vﬂurable augury, the door by the ‘:”mzlﬂ table ;t::]ze :I?::F:
:de open. 1t did occur to him that an open door mig :
;‘m nErar men but he rapped the brass knocker cﬂumgﬂﬂ"f ]]_IT
E}l}'tnurga}rtherﬂ was no re;fpnsle—h;:rdcg::dj ::::;en‘:::;:ke : It:
inside the room, His glance :

e Ein black piano, the dark carpet, the Wﬂ“fld;“a;ﬁ#:;fi;
floor, the floral dinginess of the walls brlghtenﬂhﬂ }ruir:t 5
softened by gilt and crimson furniture, Wh]:n}:he lflhands. WEH:
his Diana, came to him joyfully holding ous SOtLFE e e\ fe
there was no mystery here after all, nothing ai“ ; ;11 i ﬂ%ﬁ L
elder lady was out and they were appare I_'ltl}f m;:. el iyt s
her hands for some moments, the intensity of w lil':his e
ly projected in her own eyes as in the tigh“}'f* 9 PR
there was tea for him! She was at her brig lt?-t,tthe b
figured muslin,and sitting before her he marvelle aes thq-: s
of her understanding, the vividness of her gestures, ol Gusicien
ness with which she touched his sleeve, That trlzllt; LAY
of her sanity crowned him withinfamy. Such m;ln:n i
deliciously intimate; there came a moment l:-v e b
wild impulsive ecstasy flung himself before El]'; e e
in her lap, The quiet woman was giving him ba him. when he
her own ardour was drooping beautifully :-IF"::'E 4 is,m help!
heard a strange voice exclaim in the room; 0 ¥y
H
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Well then!” A rattle of strange words followed which he coyl
not comprehend. He turned to confront the elder woman whd
surveyed them with grim amusement. The other stuud:.: ’sm'ﬂ
ling, and the two women spoke in finger language, Th]e}’neu:.
mm::‘li brzgﬂ eremmre her gloves, saying: -
tis Ivir. Hardross then, r '
i B b Lam glad to meet, There is 2 lot

She was not at all the invalid he had half expected to find

of about fifty, who had really an overwhelming stream of conver.
sation. She took tea and, ignoring the girl as if she were a block
of uncomprehending ornament, addressed herself to the interlop-
er.

“You do not know me, Mr. Hardross "

“Itis a pleasure I have but looked forward to,” he replied, in
the formal manner that at times irresistibly sei zcd,him “with ;h:
keenest possible anticipation and, , . , » ;

“No, I am Madame Peshkov. We are from Odessa, do vou
know it? We go back to our Russiz tomorrow; yes, it is’ true}:”
< Il;las organs nf}cgmprehensiﬂn began to crackle in his skull,

e went on stirring hi [

e ol tEm.-i;_ his fresh cup of tea and continyed to do

. “No, you. . - - Are. . . . Russian! 1 did not know.” Amid
his musing astonishment that fact alone was portentous: it ex-
p!funed so much, everything in fact, but how he could ever con-
trive to learn such a lan suage was the question that apitated him
so fearfully difficult 4 languagc, and on his fingers tgﬂ-ﬂl Th ’
that other _thunderr.:lap began to reverberate: the wer.r: 1 ﬂ'l
WhE"". was 1t! Tomorrow! All this while I'Ivf[ﬁu:lsu'n}ur:r F'«zshltgﬂmgII
on with extravagant quhi]it}f. She had the habit of picki e
of the hairpins from her hair and gently rubbin hcfs 'Ing r{nlﬂ
the rounded end of ity she would replace the piﬁ witl N Fltj'llllrnti'll
tap r;rf: her fingers, Tt was a long time before Hardr ks Isd
!’hu pith from her remarks, and then only when thzsimtrm:'m
induced by the stirring of his tea suddenly lapsed; he bj;l;j:;tf:lﬂ
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ware of the dumb girl’s gaze fixed piercingly upon l;nm, W]'Illlﬂ his
own was drawn away by the force of the other's re velations,
What he had already taken in was sad and strange. Her name was
Julia Krasinsky. bhe was not at all related to Madame Peshkov,
she was an orphan. Madame’s own daughter had been_ deaf an‘d
dumb, too, and the eirls had been msepara_ble companions until
two years ago, when Natalia Peshkov had died—0), an unspeak-
able grief still. He gathered that Madame was a widow, and that
since Natalia’s death the two women had lived and travelled to-
pether. Madame talked onj it was tremendously exciting to
Hardross crouching in his chair, but all that echoed in his mind
were the words Julia Krasinsky, Julia Krasinsky, until she sud-

denly asked him:

“Do you love her?”

He was startled by this appalling directness; he stammered a
little but he finally brought out: .

“I adore her, Beyond everything I deeply deeply love her,
He then added: “I feel shameful enough now. I rage inwardly.
All these many weeks I have dallied like a boy, I did not under-
stand the situation, I have wasted our chances, our time, and now
you are going.” .

“You can’t waste time;" retorted the abrupt lady. “Time
deals with you no matter how you use his hours.” _

“I suppose so,” he agreed quite helplessly, “but we might
have been extraordinary friends.”

“0, but you are, eh! She is bewitched, you cannot EFE:H.E‘ to
her, she cannot speak to you, but yet you love. O, she is vairy
vairy fond of you, Mr, Hardross, Why not? She has the best op-
iniﬂlls :}f }.r{].u_” : %

“Ah, she will change her apinion now. A fool like me¢

“No one ever changes an opinion. Your opinions govern and
guide and change you. If they don’t they are not worth holding.
And most of them are not, ¢h, do you see, we are such fools but
God is our help.” :

She talked confidently, intimately and quickly, but Hardross
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wished she would not do so, or use her hairpins in that absurd dig-
tracting way. He himself had no confidence; he was reseryved by
nature, irrevocably, and the mask of deliberation was necessary to
him.

“Madame Peshkov, I shall take her out for a walk in the
town, now, at once!’’ he cried.

“Ah, so” Madame nodded her head vigorously, even ap-
provingly. He had sprung up and approached the quiet woman,
All her gentle nearness overcame him and he took her audaciously
into his arms, Not less eagerly she slid to his breast and clun
there like a bird to the shelter of its tree. Julia turned to Madame
Peshkov with a smiling apologetic shrug, as much as to say:
“What can one do with such a fellow, so strong he is, you see!”
Madame bade him bring Tulia later on to the café where they al-
ways dined.

His happiness was profound. He had never had an experience
so moving as the adorable dumb woman by his side: yet so un-
surprising, as if its possibility had always lain goldenly in his mind
like an undreamed dream, or like music, half-remembered music,
There was nothing, of course, just nothing they could talk about,
They could look into shop windows together rather intimately,
and they were a long time in a shady arcade of the park, full nfi
lime-browsing bees, where they sat watching a peacack pickin
the gnats off the shrubs. It was the pleasantest possible defeat of:
time. Then there was the handsome girl crossing the yard of a
weaving mill as they passed, She was carrying a great bale of
bright blue wool and had glanced at them with a friendly smile.
Her bare white arms encircled the wool:
her ears, and her fine shining chestnut-coloured hair was disar=
rayed and tumbled upon the bale, Julia had pressed his arm with
joy. Yes,she delighted in the things he delighted ing and she felt
too that sense of sorrow that hung in the air about them,

Her appearance in the café stirred everybody like a wave of
sweet air, Hardross was filled with pride, He felt that it was just
so that she would enrich the world wherever she wnndr:rml, that

she had big gilt ringsin
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Id respond to her appearance in astonishing mysterious
even the empty wine glasses scemed to behave like

. Wh
;::; HGWET};’mﬂ.{lE miraculously out of water, a marvel of crystal

' : he glasses on other tables

Is blooming but for her; certainly the g | :
df&?ﬂ ’h;: 1-:}[:;?: atall like these, He drank four glasses of wine arfn af:
ter dinner they all sat together in the flat until the half darkness

was come. And now Madame Peshkov too was very silent; shr::
sat smoking or scratching her head with her pins. IE] was nln;;] :t
clock, but there remained a preposterous gl*flr:z in the I:ues e
threw lateral beams against the tops of tall buildings, alt u;;gt t 3
pavements were already dim. It made the fronts of t{w p ;5 er:
houses over the way look like cream cheese. Six scar -:F & m;_m y
pots stood stolidly at attention—the torsos of six guardsmen from
whom head and limbs had been unkindly smitten; the roof seem-
ed to be rushing away from them. Beyond was an echo of the
sunset, faint in the northern sky. How sweet, how sa:Ii, to Elli; :I::
silently in this tremulous gloom, It was only at the aslg w :
they parted at her door that tll:elsha:lluhw of their division becam
omnipresent, "Then it overwhelmed them. _
[-ifardmss crept upstairs to his own rooms, In such Pllg'h[?t;hai
mind, careless of time presentand time past, full of an angptltf e
quenches and refills like a sponge, writhes beyond hﬂPE.T T:;:_
strange lesions of demeanour that confound the a:hr:c-mcﬁer. i
la-la, sang the distracted man, snapping his sweanngd l.ilgﬂ i
time with a ribald leering ditty, Tra-la-la. I':{E dropped p lllfﬂhﬂlE
Atlantean depths of grief, only to emerge like a spn":-ltlll:_g 1;1}:1
with the maddening Tra-la-la tugging him, a hook in :5 ‘nmjlr;
from despair to dementia, He was roused from this hver ::E{I} .
exercise by a knocking at his door. “The door was t rusd P . )
and Madame Peshkov asked if he was there. He rose up andsw
ched on a light, ‘
“ﬁi:;:gil to be done now " cried the lady. If: her silence hz;
low had been complete, as complete as poor Julia’s, zht “:"“Ej‘[::n-
fully audible and not a little agitated, “Whatisto !:1-: one
not believe it of her but it is true, as true as God!

things wou

.



110 ADAM & EVE & PINCH MR

Hardross beheld her sink, strick ' '
arm‘cha{r, beating her hands tugethct::*.w“h ROt
‘I have no influence, gone it is, no power over her
whatever, What is to be done? Assjct us please. She has hl i
s .{;tga for days, :md1 now it comes, it comes, . , , » g

What has come?"he interrupted sharply,
_ “Icannot believe it of her, but it is true, , , , as God Shei
likea vast. . . cold, . . stone, a mountain,” T
“Is this about Julia ?” -

“She will not go. Of course she i
: ) will not po! She decli
.;he will not come I::ftck to Odessa, She say’s shfwill not czil:ﬁi
I_i\e to tell you this, Mr, Hardross, I cannot move her, She js
ke a vast. . . cold. . . stone, What then " ' |

Madame’s appeal scemed pre ‘ '

‘ . t with a signifi
B d pregnan asignificance that
ook y savoured. He asked: “What is she going to do

“To stop in this Engl i thi
gland, here, in this very place!
pmimgcs are booked, tomorrow it istnnlt, it ﬁcf:s nu.t Ell;::tt:tﬂ
;i_ alm !:é:- leave her here in this place, here she will stay, in a for-
gn land, without speech or understanding. But what i b
done, I ask of you?” _ "R
He was delirious himself: K '
1selt; he kept whispering Tuli li
but 2& managed to ask with a lugubrious r:-::-wa-ringgf:n‘-'r r: lr{eu “}?
"‘]e;hatf I 'don’t know. Shall I go to her” ki
utcan you not see? Do you com
“ prehend 58
0O, it 18a madness, I want to explain it to you T:mtlliig:rF ;:iualrl{:; d:";!;sil
50 s]:wf't, like a vulture. “t_"nu See it 18 impossible for me to 1'égmair:
an hour longer, an hour in England impossible absolutely; there
2

are reasons, lives perhaps, depending on myreturn. Yes, itis trues
3

we live in Russia. do ' i
» 40 you see, and in Russia, . , . ah '
stand ! But how shall T leaye this woman here " 7O ey
e lMagame staf,d at him with curious INquisitiveness
lands upon the arm of the chair as if sh @
prompt one: YRR 2

beat) ng.

e
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course, she has never had a lover before—how f;:uuld she, poor
thinz. I understand it, she 1s nota child, And yot Mr. Hardross

ou are a generous man, you have courage, a good man, a man af
his honour, O yes, it is true, I see it, I feel it, and so .shf: will not
be torn away from you now. I understand that, she is no longer
a child.”

Madame rose and took him by the arm. ““Marry her, my
friend! Do not you see? I can leave her to you. Marry herat
once, marry her!” She stood as if it were something that could
be done on the spot, as easy as giving one a cup of tea, But he

did not hesitate,
“Why, I would give my soul to do it!"” he cried, and rushed

away down the stairs to Julia, :
And surely she was as wise as she was beautiful, and as rich

as she was wise,
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THE TRUMPETERS

Tury WERE CROSSING the Irish Sea. Tt was night, blowing a
moderate gale, but the moon, aloft on the port bow with a wind,
was chock full of such astounding brightness that the turmoil of
the dark waves was easy and bpautiful to see, The boat was
crowded with soldiers on leave; the few ecivilian passengers—
mechanics, labourers, and a miner going to his home in Wexford,
who had got drunk at the harbour inn before coming aboard—
were congregated in the angles on the lee-side of the saloon bunks
and trying to sleep amid the chill seething, roaring, and thudding,
The miner, young, powerful, and very much at his ease, sprawled
among them intoxicated. He sang, and continued to sing at in-
tervals, a song about “The hat that my father wore,’ swaying,
with large dreamy gestures, to and fro, round and about, up and
down upon the unfortunate men sitting to right and left of him,
Close at hand sat another young man, but smaller, who carried
a big brass trumpet,

“Throw him in the sea, why not, now!” the trumpeter
shouted to the drunken man’s weary supporters. “Begad I
would do it if he put his pig’s face on e’er a shoulder of me ! He
wasa small, emphatic young man: “Give him a crack now, and
lay on him, or by the tears of God we’ll get no repose at all 1"

His advice was tendered as constantly and as insistently as
the miner’s song about his parent’s headgear, and he would en-
Courage these incitements to vicarious violence by putting the
brass trumpet to his lips and blowing some bitter and not very
accurate staves. So bitter and so inaccurate that at length even
the drunken miner paused in his song and directed the trumpeter
to “shutup,” The little man sprang to his feet in fury, and ap-
proaching the other he poured a succession of trumpet calls close
into his face, This threw the miner into a deep sleep, a result so
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unexpected that the enraged trumpeter slung his instrument
under his arm and pranced belligerently upon the deck.

“Come out o’ that, ye drunken matchbox, and by the Queen
of Heaven I'll teach ye! Come now!”

The miner momentarily raised himself and re-commenced
his song: “ T'is the Hat that me Father wore!” At this the
trumpeter fetched him a mighty slap across the face.

“Ah, goaway,” groaned the miner, “or I'll be sick on ye.”

“Try it, ye rotten gossoon ! ye filthy matchbox! Where’s
yer kharfee?”

The miner could display no khaki; indeed, he was sleeping
deeply again,

“I'm a man o’ me principles, ye rotten matchbox !” yelled
the trumpeter, “In the Munsters I was. . . seven years. . .
where’s your kharkee "

He seized the miner by the collar and shook that part of the
steamer into a new commotion until he was collared by the sai-
lors and kicked up on to the foredeck.

Nothing up there, not even his futile trumpeting, could dis-
turb the chill rejoicing beauty of the night, The wind increased,
but the moonlight was bland and reassuring, Often the cope of
some tall wave would plunge dully over the bows, filling the deck
with water that floundered foaming with the shi p's movement or
dribbled back through the scuppers into the sea, Yet there was
no menace in the dark wandering water; each wave tossed back
from its neck a wreath of foam that slewed like milk across the
breast of its follower.

The trumpeter sat upon a heap of ropes beside 2 big soldier,

“T'he rotten matchbox, did ye ever see the like o’ that? T'll
kill 1him against the first thing we step ashore, like ye would a
feal”™

“Be aisy,"” said the soldier; ¢ why are ye making trouble at
allt Have ye hurt your little finger ?

“Trouble, is it? What way would I be making trouble in
this world 1" exclaimed the trumpeter, “Isn’t it the world itself
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as puts trouble on ye, so it is,_ li.kr: a wild cat sitting u::uder a _r:uh
of unction! O, very pleasantitis, O ay! No, no, my little sojee,
that is not itat all. You can’t let the laming world rush beyant
ye like thitiswn s , : T

“Well, its a quiet life I'm seeking,” interjected the soldier,
wrapping his great coat comfortingly across his breast,“and by
this and by that, a quiet night too.”

“Is that so? Quuet, is it? But Isay, my little sojee, you'll
not get it at all and the whole flaming world whickering at ye
like a mad cracker itself. Would ye sleep on that wid yer quiet
life and all?  It’s to tame life you'd be doing, like it was a tiger.
And it’s no drunken bouzer can tame me as was with the Mun-
sters in the East, . , for seven holy years,”

““Ah, go off wid you, you’ve hurt your little finger.”

“Me little finger, is it?" cried the trumpeter, holding his
thin hands up for inspection in the moonlight, “I have not then,”

“Yousurprise me,” the soldier said, gazing at him with sleepy
amused tolerance. “Did you never hear of Tobin the smith and
Mary of Cappoquin "’

“I did not then,” snapped the other. “Who was they "

“He was a roaring, fatal feller, a holy terror, a giant. He
lived in the mountains but he went over the country killing
things—a tiger or two at an odd time, I'm thinking—and des-
troying the neat condition of the world. And he had a nasty
little bit of a bugle, . . .” i

“Was it the like o’ that?”” demanded the other, holding out
the trumpet and tapping it with his fingers.

“*A bugle,’ I said,” replied the soldier sternly, “and every
time he puffed in its tubes the noise of it was so severe the hens
in the town fell dead. . . .”

“The hens " ;

“Yes, and the ducks on the ponds were overcome with emo-
tion and sank to the bottom. One day he was in his forge driving
a few nails into the shoe of an ass when he hit his little finger
such a blow, a terrible blow, that it bled for a day. Then he



118 ADAM & EvE & PINCH ME

seared the wound with hjs searing iron, but it was no better, ang
it bled for a night, T will g0—says he—to the physician of
Cappoquin and be sewn up with some golden wire, 5o he drove

into Cappoquin, but when he was in it the physician was gone

to a christening; there was on ly his daughter Mary left to attend
t0 him, 2 bright good girl entirely, and when she saw the finger
she said to Tobin: ‘I declare on my soul if I don’t chop it off it’s
not long till you haye your death.” ¢Chap it off, then,” sayg
Tobin, and she did s0. He came back the next day and this js
how it was; the physician was gone to a wake, “What's your
need ?’ asked Mary. He showed her his hand and it dripping
with blood. “I declare to my God,’ said Mary, if I don' chop
it off it’s short tj]] you have your death.’ ‘Chop it off? says
Tobin, and she stryck off the hand. The day after that he droye
in again, but the physician was gone to an inquest about a little
., AULEr concerning some remaing that had been found, “What is
it today, Tobin ?’ and he showed her his arm bleeding in great
drops, “I declare by the saints,’ says she, ‘that unless [ chop it off
you'll die in five minytes? ‘Chop it off; says Tobin, and she
struck off his arm, The nexe day he was back again with the
Stump of his arm worse than before, “Oh, I see what it is,” said
Mary, and going behind him she struck off his head with one
blow of her father's sharp knife and gave it to the cat,”

“That is a neat tale,” said the trumpeter, “jd you hear
the story of the dirty soldier and the drummer 7

“No—" The soldier hesitated reflectively, “No, I never
heard it,”

"WEI!, this is how it was, Joge 22

But just then the steamer began to approach the harbour,
and in the hurry and scurry of preparations to land the two friends
were separated and the tale was never told,

t the disembarkation passengers and soldiers crowded on
the pier awaiting the boat train. T'he harbour was fy]] of lights;
the moon was gl high in the heavens, but her glory faded as the
sun began to rise, "The thick densities of the night sky quivered
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i lolet and silver were mingled in the sea, the
i frml hrl1ut‘?§|; ::]?Lif ilnnkt:d strange; icily, bitterly grey. The
it .'3 ran about in the bleak air seeking the cl’ﬂttﬁ:n match-
trun:pf}fil I1Ir: could not find him, He i::?n'l.fﬂrted himself by
s ti:: some castigating blares upon his Instrument, The
hollos g11 res and the pier staging echoed with acrid snunrl_that
e blew and blew and blew until he
pleased his simple heart. He ew and bl i
urrounded by people watching him strain his SE
wﬂi ;nd inflate his pale cheeks—all of them secretly hnpmg[ ;
fﬂ: Lnnes might fall out or the nthe‘rs mlgh_t crack., SI]I'I.ddEI} I:;:::ns:
caught sight of the now-sobered miner, q_mtr.:f:ﬁ:ﬁg to - ;11:1, 21_1; .
touching him! The call he m;as I:nl::nw:ir:f:r A aw;:n a; ﬂmger
ak. The world began to flame again, . . .
Shiﬁt mto the circle, demanding to know whnthl?e W;Eé ::;t:
from, and what in all the realm of hlas[:hen}nfus ainrﬁn
by tootling in that infernal manner on that in ern dgslaluted
The trumpeter drew himself proudly to attentmnlan sevm.
“Discharged I am, sir, it's w{ith th::"Munsters wis,
Ir, wi sters, 1n the east,
}’taff‘* ‘i’l'.':..ju w(};:]g::-:hf;l :hf: ﬂ:rm}r! If T hear anuthﬂr‘lli::nﬂ;ﬁs
that thing, I, , . . I'll have you clapped in lI'ﬂHf‘:‘TI ;’mu‘under-
+«« . and transported, . , . damn me if I don’t! Yo
" !
Etﬂn%fhﬂ trumpeter meekly saluted‘ as the captain ;?’:ﬁg“f:fﬂﬂ
away, At that moment the miner Ialﬂ his hand ?p:ln e
“What, my little man,” said he, “have you lost y :
. ' B T
Gw;.lridm;u?gm; the trumpet to his own lips he HETh a grll:’:::
and mocking reveille, whn.;:.lni:{:hnes hurtled far over the har
' i ing hills. /
e :‘r;]t{:lh;:rl:lEsh!P’n;rri:::lgﬂm trumpeter wilth a furtive E}-’ll: :rll:. ;E:
Captain at the end of the pIﬂL:f'?rm, who dlddnﬁ:ﬂgﬂfmc:‘u'v: 2%
heard that miraculous salvo, “‘Iit’s a great gran b y

sir,"’
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THE ANGEL AND THE SWEEP

I'p BEEN SITTING in the Axe & Cleaver along of Mis, Pellegrini
for an hour at least; I hadn’t seen her in five years since she was
doing the roads near Pontypool. An hour at least, for isn't the
«Axe & Cleaver the pleasant kind of place? Talking or not talk-
ing you can always hear the water lashing from the outfall above
Hinney Lock, the sound of it making you feel drowsy and kind.
And isn’t the old bridge there a thing to be looking at indeed?

Mrs. Pellegrini had a family of pikeys who traded in horses,
willow-wattles, and rocksalt; she was as cunning as a jacksnipe,
and if she had a deep voice like a man she was full of wisdom. A
grand great woman was Rosa Pellegrini, with a face silky-brown
like a beechnut, and eyes and hair the equal of a rook for darkness.
‘The abundance of jewellery hooked and threaded upon her was
something to be looking at too, Old man and young Isaac kept
going out to look at the horses, or they’d be coming in to upbraid
her for delaying, but she could drink a sconce of beer without the
least sparkle of hilarity, as if it were a tribute she owed her whole
magnificent constitution, or at least a reward for some part of it,
S0 she kept doing it, while her son and her husband could do no
otherand did it with nothing of her inevitable air.

Well, I was sitting in the Axe &' Cleaver along of Mrs, Pel-
legrini when who should rove in but Larry MeCall, goodlooking
Larry, bringing a friend with him, a soft kind of fellow who'd a
harsh voice and a whining voice that we didn't like the noise of
tho’ he had good money in his purse. Larry gave me the grace
of the day directly he entered the door, and then, letting a cry of
Joy out of him, hed kissed Mrs. Pellegrini many times before she
knew what was happening to her. She got up and punished him
with a welt on his chin that would have bruised an oak-tree, and
bade him behave himself, He sat down soothingly beside her and
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behaved very well. His companion stood very shy and neryoys
like a kitten might be watching a cockfight, :

“Who is this young man?”’ Mrs, Pellegrini asks.

“That’s Arthur,”said Larry: “I forget what Arthur knocks
a living out of—I've known him but these three bits of an hour
since we were walking in the one direction.”

“My dad,” said Arthur slowly and raspingly, “is an under-
taker, and he lets me help him in his business: we bury people.”

“Oh come, young man,”’said Mrs, Pellegrini, “that’s no sort
of a trade at all—d’ye think it, Mir, McCall?”

“No, 1 do not,"replied Larry,*“but Arthur does. It don't
seem to be a trade with very much humour in it.  Life ain’t a
sad solid chunk.”

“Now that’s just where you're wrong,” drawled Arthur.

“*Tain’t a life at all,” Rosa interrupted severely, “it's only
sniffing, having a bad cold! No sort of a life at all—d’ye think

it, Mr. McCall?”

“No, Idonot,”said Larry withachuckle, “but Arthur does!”

“Oh, I know what you’re a deluding on,” commenced the
young man again, “but., . . ."” :

“Strike me dead if I can see any fun in funerals!” Mrs, Pell-
egrini said with finality, taking up her mug. “But if you wi{l have
your grief, young man,” she added, pausing in one of her gulps to
gaze at Arthur until he quivered, “you must have it, and may
fortune fall in love with what we like. Fill up that cup now!"

The yougg man in agitation obeyed, and while this was do-
ing we all heard someone come over the bridge singing a song
and that was Jerry Ogwin, who could tell the neatest tales an:i
sing the littlest songs.  Well, there were great salutations, for we
all knew Jerry and loved Jerry, and he loved some of us, But he
was the fiercest looking, fieriest gipsy man you ever saw, and he
had all the gullible prescience of a cockney,

“My fortune! Where are you from, you cunning little
man?” "

“I bin doing a bit o’ road down Kentand London way, D’].r.e

=1 .=

s S— — et—

=

THE ANGEL 8 THE SWEEP 521

h ”
know Lewisham!? cnmn_mn::ed _]'-:rrj,r.“ A
“No,"said Larry, grinning at me, but Arthur _

@ '. | never been there,” chanted Arthur,

“?JJE‘; icif»]at:s the good of talking like that 1 said McCall
sternly, and letting a wink at me.

«More I ain’t,”asserted Arthur. '

«Then I was at Deptford and Greenwich—know Green-

ich " continued Jerry.

wu:]:{.H::‘ replied JLaE;'}r, then adding nonchalantly, “Arthur
dmﬁE‘Hn___ I don’t, I don’t,”said Arthur wormily, for Jerry was
glaring at him, and that fighting scar all down his nose, where
his wife Katey once hit him with the spout of a kettle, was very
dibt‘l‘l{’]:’}gagt’s the good of thatf”urged the deviliﬁh-fﬂinded Larry.
“Why don’t you talk to the gentleman, you don't want to vex
him, do yout” e

“You ain’t blooming silly, are you?” queried Jerry.

Without waiting for reply he drifted off again.

“Me and my mate was doing a bit o’ road wuh‘nrangcs a,nd
things, you know—three for a 'eaver—down Mary's Cray; d'ye
know Mary's Cray " _ _ :

But this time Arthur was looking avidly out of the window.

“Well, we was "avin’ a bit of grub one night, just ahuuthd;ark
it was, you know, with a little fire, we'd ’bm cookin snmﬂeg ing,
when a blooming sweep come along. I'll tell it to yuﬁi it w:s
just inside a bit of a wood and we was sleeping rough. 3 y maz d':
was a bit nervous, you know, e kept looking round :;5 lk_e cou 4
see something, but it was that dark you might hg:- ooking ;‘n
sack. Isays to Timmy: what's up with you? I'I unna, iwﬂ}:s
something going on, and just as e says that this b m:-rm.r%l P
aofs in from nowhere and falls over our beer. 1says to llg:lx?{;
'e’s knocked over our beer; are you going to fight “‘E "-“15 ! A 3
And Timmy shouts: look at im, "¢’ laying on thEr.l 'FFL' us:rﬁ
elp me God so "e was, 'is legs yas in the sticks and 1§ tro
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was a-burning. Come out of it, we says. but *e didn?

my ID:-t'l:h, ’f la}red _there like a &ead sh};;p. &:}I;in‘:em;vf.dlﬁgi
off it, Iirut e Was II.I::E asilly bloke. ’E couldn’t ;tandpu indlin
n:t:u]dn t say anything. ’E gota lot of froth round %s mﬂﬂth ]'ke
a "orse that‘ s going wicked, And ’e wasn’t drunk, neither hl -
you kz_w.::ﬂa.*, € was just frightened out of %is life ahm,zt s~:um:t,hitl11 :
Wesit"im down with ’is back against a tree and made the fi E'
again. What's the matter with you, we safs; you gota fi .
says; what d’ye want coming ’ere, we says? But we cuuldn’t; ‘i::
no answer from 'im. ’Is face was that dam white "cept wherf it
was smudgfd with soot, and there was this froth dribbling on im
and what d’yer think, "e’d got a red rose stuck in %is button-'ole,
E wasa horrible sight; we couldn’t bear 'im, so we picks "im u :
and Timmy give "im a clout in the ear and shoves "im out ammf ’
some bushes where we couldn’t see *im., Sw'elp me if e didn’t
come crawling back on ’is hands and knees where we was sittin
round the fire. Oh, ’e was horrible, Timmy went nearl daigt
and I thnught ‘e was going to give 'im one good kick in the n{::uth
and finish ’im, “Stead of that we picks *im up again and runs 'im
further down the wood and heaves 'im into some blackberry bush-
es and tells "im what we’d do to ’im if ’e come again, Tfl:l.t was
no good; in five minutes ‘e crawled back, Timmy was shaki
like a dog, and fell on *im as if "e was going to strangle "im bﬁ
we had to let "im stay, and old Timmy was blacker than the
sweep when ’n:,'_d done with’im. But the bloke wouldn’t sa no-
thing or open 1s eyes, you know, he wouldn’t open his eyes ’E was
like something what had been murdered and wouldn't diE’ if you
.'c.nﬂ“: what I mean. Blast 'im, I could kill *im Timm, E: S
That’s no good of, says I, and at last we left "Im *sijde the ﬁire a}x;;l
we went off somewhere just outside the wood and packed , 1

a clump of ur-grass, Iwent to sleep, but I don’t hl:lf-lf\"l! old ;‘P ;
my did, well, I know ‘e didn’t. Now we hadn't *eard hl'm.
all night, nothing at all, but when I wakes upin the mm‘:?ﬂt ll[:g
b!rx;ir'11r1_g sweep was gone and not a chink of "im left an mlg o
But,” said Jerry impressively to Arth ur, who eyed him wj::z ;f;f-:
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ror, “we found something else!” There was silence while Jerry's
frce was connected to his mug of beer. Nobody spoke. We
eyed him with eager interest. He vanquished his thirst and
smacked his lips but held the mug in readiness for further libation.
«Not twenty chain away a woman was laying down. Tim-
my touches me frightened like and says, Look, what's that? My
eyes was nearly skinned out of me. Icouldn’tspeak, We walked
quietly up to ’er like two sick men. She lay there just as if she’d
dropped out of the sky, naked as an angel, not a shift nor a stock-
ing, not a button on ’er,” There was again silence until Larry
struck a match loudly on a jar, his pipe, hooked tightly in his fore-
finger, having gone out. Mus. Pellegrini stared, and breathed
audibly. “And,”said Jerry impressively, “she was the grandest
creature what ever you see, I touched ’er with them two fingers
and she was cold as iron, stiff, gone a bit dull like pearls look, but
the fine build of that lady was the world’s wonder, There was
not ascratch ora wound on ’er or the sign of er death anywhere.
One of “er legs was cocked up at the knee like she’d lay in bed.
"Er two eyes was just looking at the ground and there wasakind of
funny smile on ’er face. Fine long hair she had, black as a cat’s
back and long as the tail of a horse. And in it there was a red
rose, and in one of *er hands she was holding a white lily. “There
was a little bird’s dropping on "er stomach, Iwiped it off. Is.aj}rs
to Timmy: That sweep! And ’e says to me, Jerry Ogwin, we're
'aving a share out. What about that sweep I says to “im, but all
e says was: we're *aving a share out. 'E was afraid of getting
pulled for this job, yax know. I never seen a man so ﬁ'tghzfned

afore, and "e was not a chap as renagged ever, not Timmy,
“That e wasn’t,” said Mrs, Pellegrini, “I seen '1:::3 once

half murder two sojers for beating a deaf and dumb man.

“Well,” continued Jerry, “I says all right Timmy, and so we
as a share out and gits on different roads, My s;hare was a clothes
basket and a pair of spectacles cost tuppence ha'penny, yeu know,
and I walked all that day as "ard as ever I.cc}uld.. Then I bushes
for the night, and when I woke up nex: morning [ "eard some
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talking going on. T looks under the ‘edge and found I was side
a strawberry field, you know, a lot of strawberries, So ] *ops in
and sells my basket to the straw berry pickers fora shilling, They
give me a shilling for it, so that was all right. ’Adashilling and
a pair of spectacles for my share out. I goeson a bitand then I
comes across a beanfeast party, and I showed ’em my pair o’ gold
spectacles—TI'd just found ’em—you know 1”

Larry burst into a peal of laughter that seemed to surprise
Jerry and he said:

“Ain’t you ever met a feller what’s found a pair of gold spec-
tacles?”

Larry couldn’t reply and Jerry continued:

“No, ain’t you really? God, what a laugh! Yes, I sells "em
to a fly young party for two and fo'pence and off I goes. Never
‘eard no more of Timmy. Never ’eard no more of anything, I
dunno if they found the girl. 1 dunno if they found that sweep.
‘They didn’t find me.”

He paused for a moment,.

“"T'hey didn’t find me,” he repeated.

There was silence at last; the room was getting dim with
evening. Mrs. Pellegrini spoke:

“And you wiped it off her stomach, did you, Jerry?”

“I did,” said he,

Mrs, Pellegrini turned to Arthur and said in a sharp voice:

“Fill that pot for the gentleman!”

The young man in terror obeyed, he exceedingly obeyed.

When the last pot was emptied Jerry and Larry and the
wretched mute went off along the road together, Rosa Pelle-
grini said ‘So long’ to me and drove off with her cavaleade, The

inn was empty and quiet again so you could hear the water at the
outfall,

I walked along the bank of the old river unti] I came to the
lock where the water roaring windily from the lasher streamed
like an old man’s beard; a pair of swans moved in the slack water
of the pool. Away there was a fine lea of timothy grass looking
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lea there was a low long
. And at the end of the _
ﬂ%?ﬂftir?dn?uith trees full of the arriving darkness; a train rha{;
i uld not hear the noise of shot through a grove and p[mr;:]
?zncgﬂﬁpml of white fume upon the trees quetljr, E.t];:t;gg to be
| ' thinking. . . .
i it was so white and soft. But 1 was :
i?l?rl:;cril:%gat} i “’;Enking of the grand white i;hl:n fumﬁn 1::;rh«:- ;l;j
RONEE : : : i
d at all to me, lying with a lily in her p BT
Irlc':;?;:r': mhc{:eli'ai: And I n:::-uld not think it to be true at all; I

believe Jerry was only telling us one of his tales,






ARABESQUE: THE MOUSE

IN THE MAIN STREET amongst tall establishments of mart and
worship was a high narrow house pressed between a coffee
factory and a bootmaker’s, It had four flights of long dim
echoing stairs, and at the top, in a room that was full of the
smell of dried apples and mice, a man in the middle age of life
had sat reading Russian novels until he thought he was mad.
Late was the hour, the night outside black and freezing, the
pavements below empty and undistinguishable when he closed
his book and sat motionless in front of the glowing but flame-
less fire. He felt he was very tired yet he could not rest. He
stared at a picture on the wall until he wanted to cry; it was
a colour print by Utamaro of a suckling child caressing its
mother’s breasts as she sits in front of a blackbound mirror.
Very chaste and decorative it was, in spite of its curious anatomy,
The man gazed, empty of sight though not of mind, until the
sighing of the gas jet maddened him., He got up, put out the
light, and sat down again in the darkness trying to compose his
mind before the comfort of the fire. And he was just about to
begin a conversation with himself when a mouse crept from a
hole in the skirting near the fireplace and scurried into the
fender. The man had the crude dislike for such sly nocturnal
things, but this mouse was so small and bright, its antics so
pretty, that he drew his feet carefully from the fender and sat
watching it almost with amusement, The mouse moved along
the shadows of the fender, out upon the hearth, and sat before
the glow, rubbing its head, ears, and tiny belly with its paws as
if it were bathing itself ‘with the warmth, until, sharp and
sudden, the fire sank, an ember fell, and the mouse flashed into

its hole, ‘ |
The man reached forward to the mantelpiece and put his
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hand upon a pocket lamp. Turning on the beam,
the door of a cupboard beside the hireplace, Upon one of the
shelves there was a small trap baited with cheese, a trap made
with a wire spring, one of thase that smashed down tq break
the back of ingenuous and unwary mice,

“Mean—so mean,” he mused, ““to appeal to the hunger of
any living thing just in order to destroy it,”

He picked up the empty trap as if to throw it in the fire,

“I suppose I had better leave it though—the place swarms
with them.” He still hesitated. “I hope that little beastie won't
go and do anything foolish.” He put the trap back quite care-
fully, closed the door of the cupboard, sat down again and ex-
tinguished the lamp,

Was there any one else in the world 0 squeamish and
foolish about such things! Even his mother, mother so bright
and beautiful, even she had laughed at his childish horrors, He
recalled how ence in his childhood, not long after his sister
Yosine was born, a friendly neighbour had sent him home with
a bundle of dead larks tied by the feet “for supper”, The piti=
ful inanimity of the birds hag brought a gush of tears; he had
run weeping home and into the kitchen, and there he had found
the strange thing doing. It was dusk; mother was kneeling
before the fire, He dropped the larks,

“Mother!” he exclaimed softly. She looked at his tearful
face,

“What's the matter,
astonishment,
“Mother] What you doing?"

Her bodice was open and she Was squeezing her breasts;

long thin streams of milk spurted into the fire with a plunging
nolse,

he opened

Filip?” she asked, smiling too at his

“Weaning your litile sister,” laughed mother, She took his

Inquisitive face and pressed it against the delicate warmth of her
bosom, and he forgot the dead birds behind him,

“Let me do i, mother,™ he cried, and doing so he discovered
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h!m::‘w'h}r does it do that?”

¢«If it did not beat, little son, I should die and the Holy
Father would take me from you.

;Iiﬂgidded. He put his hand upon his own breast, “Oh

feel it, Mother!” he cried. Mother unhutl:ﬂlnﬂli his little coat
and fcit the gentle tick _rf:.é with her warm palm,
“Beautiful!” she ?fl.’d'
“Is it a good one - s :
5]115:3 i ItL issfd lije upsmill'nﬁ; ‘lips_ ‘.lh IIE gum:' :t l:rEl?.E truly
Let it always beat truly, Filip, lFt e T}rs ice, and he had
There was the echo of a sigh s Eerk‘:zd her bosom
divined some grief, for he was very wise. | 3 :I:Littla mother!
in his tiny ecstasy and whispered soothing }fl; dE i
]{ttlummnther!" In such joys he forgot his ﬂﬁd spit them for
larks: indeed he helped mother to pluck them and sp
suppﬁr:was a black day that succeeded, and full ﬂz};a?gk;i};kﬂ
the child. A great bay horse with & mwnf;ﬁiﬂ passed over
down his mother in the lane, and a heav}rh rne away moaning
her, crushing hoth her hands, She mﬁ' t; two hands. She
with anguish to the surgeon who e nd a:u.s were filled with
died in the night, For years the child’s dre endinaly; et he
the horror of the stumps of arms, bleeding uﬂen she died.
ML U o tl};rn, fﬂf“f:: ‘:uﬂzt:ﬁ?g;ﬂﬁr:efuu him he again
ile this old woe : g
h{:ca‘:‘:r:l :i.l:?atm of the mouse. His l.lmﬂllr]‘?5 !u;ﬂﬁzfﬁlpl}::}t was
repulsion, but he soon rl:l_Fl!lf'-“i'El S E::'[Hénmﬂeﬂ with curious
really a most engaging little mfmﬁ' d or ficker with its ears;
g Emrﬁﬂ[s’ stnpinngsgmmni: rl-.e::ﬁrs.mh spied a red cinder lr:S
they seemed almost : : . . sniffing. . . . un
Ekip}r‘pﬂd innnﬂ:enﬂ}' up o1k s s BﬂlﬂiﬂEﬁ . sn g
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E[jumpt‘ll back scorched. It would crouch as a cat does, blinki
In thc_wnrmth, or scamper madly as if dancing, and ’t]ml: In]l
upon its side rubbing its head with those |:+][::.n,t paws Trﬁ
melancholy man watched it until it came at last to I:l..‘:ﬂl a ;
squatted meditatively upon its haunches, hunched up lﬁnkiz
curiously wise, a pennyworth of philosophy; then m:ce mur%
the coals sank with a rattle and again the mouse was gone

~ 1he man sat on before the fire and his mind filled ;;gain
with upnr:mu:uah]j: sadness, He had grown into manhood with
a burning generosity of spirit and rifts of rebellion in him that
proved too exacting for his fellows and seemed mere wantonness
:E men of casual rectitudes, “Justice and sin,” he would cry
: Property and Virtue—incompatibilities! There can be no s[rI
in a world of justice, no property in a world of virtue!” With
1 engaging extravagance and a certain clear-eyed honesty of
mind he had put his two and two together and seemed then to
-J0ICE, 85 1n some topsy-turvy dream, in having rendered unto

Aesar, as you might say, the things that were due to Napoleon!
But this kind of thing could not pass unexpiated in a world of
men having an infinite regard for Property and g pride in their
trladmc?nsruf Virtue and Justice. They could indeed forgive
him his sins but they could not forgive him his compassions
So he had to go seck for more melodious-minded men and f'ail:
unambiguous women, But rebuffs can deal more deadly blows
than daggers; he became timid—a timidity not of fear but of
pride—and grew with the years into misanthtopy, susceptible
to trivial griefs and despairs, a vessel of emotion that -amp tied
as easily as it filled, until he came at last to know that his Priefs
::'.rtaru]:j half i.]!.']l-h{!?'at{_'j his despairs half unreal, and to |:h-’§ but
,;;m, r,};:il:;%r—w]mh s tranquillity—to put her wooing hand
ol o e i st oo i

: | . —_— assid and the harmon

of their only meeting, Cassia who had such rich red hair 'nﬁ
eyes, yes, her eyes were full of starry enquiry like the u_-,-rf:;nf
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mice. It was so long ago that he had forgotten how he came to
he in it, that unaccustomed orbit of vain vivid things—a village
festival, all oranges and houp-la. He could not remember how
he came to be there, but at night, in the court hall, he had
danced with Cassia—fair and unambiguous indeed!—whao had
come like the wind from among the roses and swept into his

heart.
“It is easy to guess,” he had said to her, “what you like

most in the world,”

She laughed; “To dance! Yes, and you, . . i

“To find a friend.”

“I know, I know,"” she cried, caressing him with recog-
nitions. *““Ah, at times I quite love my friends—until I begin

. to wonder how much they hate mel”

He had loved at once that cool pale face, the abundance of
her strange hair as light as the autumn’s clustered bronze, her
lilac dress and all the sweetness about her like a bush of lilies,
How they had laughed at the two old peasants whom they had
overheard gabbling of trifles like sickness and appetite!

“There’s a lot of nature in a parsnip,” said one, a fat person
of the kind that swells grossly when stung by a bee, “a lot of
nature when it’s young, but when it’s old it’s like everything
else.™

“True it is.”

“And I'm very fond of vegetables, yes, and I'm very fond

of bread.” _ |
“Come out with me,” whispered Cassia to Filip, and they

walked out in the blackness of midnight into what must have

been a garden, ‘
“Cool it is here,” she said, “and quiet, but too dark even

. ‘-r
to see your face—can you sce mine? ¢k L
“The moon will not rise until after dawn,” said he, “it will

be white in the sky when the starlings whistle in your chim-
“E}r b} ]

They walked silently and warily about until they felt the
K
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chill of the air. A dull echo of the music came to
the walls, then stopped, and they heard the bark
in the woods,

_ “You are cold,” he whispered, touching her bare rech
with timid fingers. “Quite, quite cold,” drawing his hang
tenderly over the curves of her chin and face., “Let us oo in,"
he said, moving with discretion from the rapture he dﬂs'irf::u;iI
“We will come out again,” said Cassia. |
_ But within the room the ball was just at an end, the mus
icians were packing up their instruments and the dancers were
flocking out and homewards, or to the buffet which was ona
platform at one end of the room. The two old peasants were
there, munching hugely. |

“I tell you,” said one of them, “there’s nothing in the
warld for it but the grease of an owl’s liver. That's it, that's
it! Take something on your stomach now, just to offset the chill
of the dawn!" a

Filip and Cassia were beside them, but there were so many
people crowding the platform that Filip had to jump down,
He stood then looking up adoringly at Cassia, who had pulled
a purple cloak around her, |

“For Filip, Filip, Filip,” she said, pushing the last bite of
her sandwich into his mouth, and pressing upon him her glass
of Loupiac. Quickly he drank it with a great gesture ﬂnai:u
flinging the glass to the wall, took Cassia into his arms shmitin 1
“I’ll carry you home, the whole way home, yes, I'll c;rr}r }Fi}'llg"J

“Put me down!” she cried, beating his head and pulling'hiﬁ

cars, as they passed among the departing dancers,
down, you wild thing!”

them througy
of a fox away

Dark, dark was the lane outside, and the night an obsidian |

net, into which he walked carrying the pirl, But her arm
were looped around him, she discovered paths for him clingin X
more tightly as he staggered against a wall, M:umhle:J upon E?c

-,r_.uHr_-‘r,,J, or when her sweet hair was caught in the boughs of a
little lime tree, :

o

“Put me

|
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«Do not loose me, Filip, will }fnul, do not loose me,” Cassia
' ing her lips against his temple,

5.11&,1}21:%1:5“ seerged E:I;:1n|.u*stin]-;1 his }hcart rocked within him,
but he adored the rich grace of her limbs against his breast.
«Here it is,” she murmured, and he carried her into a path
that led to her home in a little lawned garden where the smell
of ripe apples upon the branches and the heavy lustre of roses
stole upon the air. Roses and apples! Rnscrs and apples! He
carried her right into the porch before she slid down and steod
close to him with her hands still upon his shoulders. _Irie could
breathe happily at the release, standing silent and looking round
at the sky sprayed with wondrous stars but without a moon.

“You are stronger than I thought you, stronger than you
look, you are really very strong,” she whispered, nodding her
head to him, Opening the buttons of his coat she put her palm
against his breast, /

“Oh how your heart does beat: does it beat truly —and
for whomi” :

He had seized her wrists in a little fury of love, erying:
“Little mother, little mother!™ .

“What are you saying?” asked the girl; but before he could
continue there came a footstep sounding behind the door, and
the clack of a bolt. .« « « s :

What was that? Was that really a bolt or was it. . . . Was
it. . . . the snap of the trap! The man sat up in his room In-
tently listening, with nerves quivering again, Waiting f;ri-r the
trap to kill the little philosopher, When he felt it was 4 Ev:r
he reached guardedly in the darkness for the _]ilﬂtem: turne :;“
the beam, and opened the door of the cupboard, Focussing the
light upon the trap he was amazed to sce the mouse -s';tf';lﬁ E
its haunches before it, uncaught. Tts head was bowed, ’:“';_t;
bead-like eyes were full of brightness, and it sat blinking, it di

not fee, .
_ . t move.
“Ellﬂﬂﬁll 19 gaid the man, but the mouse d.ld no

“Why doesn't it go? Shoosh!™ he said again, and suddenly the
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reason of the mouse’s strange behaviour was made clear, Th. [
trap had not caught it completely, but it had broken off oy |
its forefeet, and the th ing crouched there holding oyt
bleeding stumps humanly, too stricken to stir,

Horror flonded the man, and conquering his repugnance he
plucked the mouse up quickly by the neck. ImmediateI:,r the
little thing fastened its teeth in his finger: the touch Wis ng
more than the slight prick of a pin. The man’s impulse the
exhausted itself. What should he do with it? He put his hand
behind him, he dared not look, but there was nothing to be
done except kill it at once, quickly, quickly. Oh, how should
he do it? He bent towards the fire as 1f to drop the mouse inta
its quenching glow; but he paused and shuddered, he would
hear its cries, he would have to listen, Should he crush it with
finger and thumb? A glance towards the window decided him,
He opened the sash with one hand and flung the wounded
mouse far into the dark street. Closing the window with a
crash he sank into a chair, limp with pity too deep for tears,

So he sat for two minutes, five minutes, ten minutes
Anxicty and shame filled him with heat, He opened the
window again, and the freezing air poured in and cooled him,
Seizing his lantern he ran down the echoing stairs, into the
dark empty street, searching long and vainly for the little pill'liﬂ'
sopher until he had to desist and return to his room, shivering,
frozen to his very bones.

When he had recovered some warmth he took the trap
from its shelf, The two feet dropped into his hand; he cast

set the trap and put il

its twa

T ——= A T

e

them into the fire, Then he once more
back carefully into the cupboard,
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