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230 The Mortal Cod!

Friedeburg could only stand wide-eyed and meaningless.

*Please ~ will you go upstairs?”

Fhe police-official marshalled Friedburg in front of himself. The
youth slowly mounted the stairs, feeling as if transfixed through the
base of the spine, as if he would lose the use of his legs. The official
followed close on his heels.

They reached the bedroom. The policeman unlocked the door. The
housekeeper followed with a lamp. Then the official examination
began

‘A young lady slept here last night?

“Yes.

‘Name, please?’

‘Marta Hohenest.” '

‘H-0-h-e-n-e-s-t,” spelled the official. “~ And address?’

Friedeburg continued to answer. This was the end of him. The quick
of him was pierced and killed. The living dead answered the living dead
in obscene antiphony. Question and answer continwed, the note-book
worked as the hand of the old dead wrote in it the replies of the
young who was dead.

The room was unchanged from the night before, There was her
heap of clothing, the tustrous, pure-red dress lying soft where she had
carclessly dropped it. Even, on the edge of the chair-back, her crimson
silk garters hung looped.

But do not look, do not see. It is the business of the dead to bury
their dead. Let the young dead bury their own dead, as the old dead
have buried theirs. How can the dead remember, they being dead?
Only the living can remember, and are at peace with their living who
have passed away.

FETE A N -

England, My England

HE was working on the edge of the common, beyond the small brook
that ran in the dip at the bottom of the garden, carrying the garden
path in continuation from the plank bridge on to the common. He had
cut the rough turf and bracken, leaving the grey, dryish soil bare. But
he was worried because he could not get the path straight, there was
a pleat between his brows. He had set up his sticks, and taken the
sights between the big pine trees, but for some reason cverything
seemed wrong. He looked again, straining his keen blue eyes, that had
a touch of the Viking in them, through the shadowy pinc trees as
through a doorway, at the green-grassed garden-path rising from the
shadow of alders by the log bridge up to the sunlit flowers. Tall white
and purple columbines, and the butt-end of the old Hampshire cottage
that crouched near the carth amid Aowers, blossoming in the bit of
shaggy wildness round about.

There was a sound of children’s voices calling and alking: high,
chiidish, girlish voices, slightly didactic and tinged with domineering:
‘If you don’t come quick, nurse, 1 shall sun out there to where there
are snakes.” And nobody had the sang~f¥oid 1o reply: ‘Run then, Licde
fool.’ It was always, ‘No, darling. Very well, darling. In 2 moment,
darling. Darling, you must be patient.”

His heart was hard with disillusion: a continual gnawing and resist-
ance. But he worked on. What was there to do but submit!

The sunlight blazed down upon the carth, there was a vividness
of flamy vegetation, of fierce seclusion amid the savage peace of the
commons. Strange how the savage England lingers in patches: as here,
amid these shaggy gorse commons, and marshy, snake-infested places
near the foot of the south downs. The spirit of place lingering on
primeval, as when the Saxons came, so long ago.

Ah, how he had loved it! The green garden path, the tufts of flowers,
purple and white columbines, and great oriental red poppies with their
black chaps and mulleins call and yellow: this 8amy garden which had
been a garden for a thousand years, scooped out in the little hollow
among the snake-infested commons. He had made it flame with
flowers, in a sun cup under its hedges and trees. So old, so old a place!
And yet he had re-created it.
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232 England, My England

The timbered cottage with its sloping, cleak-like roof was old and
forgotten. It belonged to the old England of hamlets and yeomen. Lost
all alone on the edge of the common, at the end of a wide, grassy,
briar-entangled lane shaded with aak, it had never kanown the world of
to-day. Not till Egbert came with his bride. And he had come 1o fill
it with flowers,

The house was ancient and very uncemfortable. But he did not
want to ater it. Ah, marvellous to sit there in the wide, black, time-old
chimney, at night when the wind rosred overhead, and the wood which
he had chopped himself sputtered on the hearth! Himself on one side
the angle, and Winifred on the other.

Ah, how he had wanted her: Winifeed! She was young and beautiful
and strong with life, like a flame in sunshine. She moved with a slow
grace of energy like a blossoming, red-flowered bush in motion, She,
too, stemed to come out of the old England, ruddy, strong, with a
certain crude, passionate quiescence and a hawthorn robustness.. And
he, he was tall and slim and agile, like an English archer with his long
supple legs and fine movements. Her hair was aut-brown and all in
energic curls and tendrils. Her eyes were nut-brown, too, like a
robin's for brightness. And he was white-skinned with fine, silky hair
that had darkened from fair, and a slightdy arched nose of an old
country family. They were a beautiful couple. -

The house was Winifred’s. Her father was a man of encrgy, too.
He had come from the north poor. Now he was moderately rich. He
had bought this fair stretch of inexpensive land, down in Hampshire.
Not far from the tiny church of the almost extinct hamlet stood his
own house, 2 commodious old farm-house standing back from the road
across a bare grassed yard. On one side of this quadrangle was the long,
long barn or shed which he had made into a cottage for his youngest
daughter Priscilla. One saw litde bluc-and-white check curtains at the
long windows, and inside, overhead, the grand old timbers of the high-
pitched shed. This was Prissy’s house. Fifty yards away was the pretty
tiede new cortage which he had built for his daughter Magdalen, with
the vegetable garden stretching away to the oak copse. And thien away
beyond the lawns and rose-trees of the house-garden went the track
across 3 shaggy, wild grass space, towards the ridge of tall black pines
that grew on a dyke-bank, through the pines and above the sloping
little bog, under the wide, desolate oak trees, till there was Winifred's
cottage crouching unexpectedly in front, so much alone, and so primi-
tive.
It was Winifred’s own house, and the gardens and the bit of common
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and the boggy slope were hers: her tiny domain. She had married just

at the time when her father had boughe the estate, about ten years

before the war, 50 she had been able to come to Egbert with this for
a marriage portion. And who was more delighted, he or she, it would
be hard to say. She was only twenty at the time, and he was only

twenty-one. He had about a hundred and fifty pounds a year of his -

own — and nothing clsc but kis very considerable personal attractions.
He had no profession: he camned nothing. But he tlked of literature
and music, he had a passion for old folk-music, collecting folk-songs
and folk-dances, studying the Morris-dance and the old customs. Of
course in time he would make money in these ways.

Meanwhile youth and health and passion and promise. Winifred's
father was always generous: but still, he was 3 man from the north
with a hard head and a hard skin too, having received a good many
inocks. At home he kept the hard head out of sight, and played at
poctry and romance with his literary wife and his sturdy, passionate
girls. He was 4 man of courage, not given to complaining, bearing his
burdens by himself. No, he did not let the world intrude far into his
home. He had a delicate, sensitive wife whose poetry won some fame
in the narrow world of letters. He himself, with his tough old barbarian
fighting spirit, had an almost child-like dclight in verse, in sweet poetry,
and in the delightful game of a cultured home. His blood was strong cven
to coarseness. But that only made the home more vigorous, more robust
and Christmassy. There wasalwaysa touch of Christmas about him, now
e was well off. I there was poetry after dinner, there were also choco-
lates, and nuts, and good litde out-of-the-way things to be munching.

Well then, into this family came Egbert. He was made of quite a
different paste. The girls and the father were strong-limbed, thick-
blooded peaple, true English, a5 holly~trees and hawthorn are English.
Their culture was grafted on to them, as one might perhaps graft a
comtnon pink rose on to 3 thorn-stem. [t flowered oddly enough, but
it did not alter their blood.

And Egbert was a born rose. The age-long breeding had left him
with a delightful spontancous passion. He was not clever, nor even
literary’. No, but the intonation of his voice, and the movement of his
supple, handsome body, and the fine texture of his flesh and his hair,
the slight arch of his nose, the quickness of his bluc eyes would casily
take the place of poetry. Winifred loved him, loved him, this south-
erner, a3 4 higher being. A Aigher being, mind you. Not a deeper. And
as for him, he loved ber in passion with cvery fibre of him. She was
the very warm stuff of life to him.
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Wonderful then, those days at Crockham Cottage, the first days, all
alone save for the woman who came to work in the mornings. Marvel-
lous days, when she had all his tall, supple, fine-fleshed youth to her-
self, for herself, and he had her like a ruddy fire into which he could
cast himself for rejuvenation. Ah, that it might never end, this passion,
this marriage! The flame of their two bodies burnt again into that old
cottage, that was haunted already by so much by-gone, physical desire.
You could not be in the dark room for an hour without the in-
fluences coming over you. The hot blood-desire of by-gone yeomen,
there in this old den where they had lusted and bred for so many gener-
ations. The silent house, dark, with thick, timbered walls and the big
black chimney-place, and the sense of secrecy. Dark, with low, little
windows, sunk into the earth. Dark, like a lair where strong beasts
had lurked and mated, lonely at night and lonely by day, left to them-

selves and their own intensity for so many generations. It seemed to .

cast a spell on the two young people. They became different. There
was a curious secret glow about them, a certain slumbering flame hard
to understand, that enveloped them both. They too felt that they did
not belong to the London world any more. Crockham had changed
their blood: the sense of the snakes that lived and slept even in their
own garden, in the sun, so that he, going forward with the spade,
would see a curious coiled brownish pile on the black soil, which sud-
denly would start up, hiss, and dazzle rapidly away, hissing. One day
Winifred heard the strangest scream from the flower-bed under the
low window of the living room: ah, the strangest scream, like the very
soul of the dark past crying aloud. She ran out, and saw a long brown
snake on the flower-bed, and in its flat mouth the one hind leg of a
frog was striving to escape, and screaming its strange, tiny, bellowing
scream. She looked at the snake, and from its sullen flat head it
looked at her, obstinately. She gave a cry, and it released the frog and
slid angrily away.

That was Crockham. The spear of modern invention had not passed
through it, and it lay there secret, primitive, savage as when the Saxons

. first came. And Egbert and she were caught there, caught out of the

world.

He was not idle, nor was she. There were plenty of things to be
done, the house to be put into final repair after the workmen had

gone, cushions and curtains to sew, the paths to make, the water to

fetch and attend to, and then the slope of the deep-soiled, neglected
y , neglect
garden to level, to terrace with little terraces and paths, and to fill

with flowers. He worked away, in his shirt-sleeves, worked all day
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intermittently doing this thing and the other. And she, quiet and rich
in herself, seeing him stooping and labouring away by himself, would
come to help him, to be near him. He of course was an amateur — a

-born amateur. He worked so hard, and did so little, and nothing he

ever did would hold together for long. If he terraced the garden, he
held up the earth with a couple of long narrow planks that soon began
to bend with the pressure from bchind, and would not need many years
to rot through and break and let the soil slither all down again in a heap
towards the stream-bed. But there you are. He had not been brought
up to-come to grips with anything, and he thought it would do. Nay,
he did not think there was anything clse except little temporary con-
trivances possible, he who had such a passion for his old enduring
cottage, and for the old enduring things of the by-gone England.
Curious that the sense of permanency in the past had such a hold over
him, whilst in the present he was all amateurish and sketchy.

Winifred could not criticise him. Town-bred, everything seemed to
her splendid, and the very digging and shovelling itself seemed
romantic. But neither Egbert nor she yet realised the difference
between work and romance.

Godfrey Marshall, her father, was at first perfectly pleased with the
ménage down at Crockham Cottage. He thought Egbert was wonder-
ful, the many things he had accomplished, and he was gratified by the
glow of physical passion between the two young people. To the man
who in London still work<d hard to keep steady his modest fortune,
the thought of this young couple digging away and loving one another
down at Crockham Cottage, buried deep among the commons and
marshes, near the pale-showing bulk of the downs, was like a chapter
of living romance. And they drew the sustenance for their fire of pas-
sion from him, from the old man. It was he who fed their flame. He
triumphed secretly in the thought. And it was to her father that
Winifred still turned, as the one source of all surety and life and
support. She loved Egbert with passion. But behind her was the power
of her father. It was the power of her father she referred to, whenever
she needed to refer. It never occurred to her to refer to Egbert, if she
were in difficulty or doubt. No, in all the serious matters she depended
on her father.

For Egbert had no intention of coming to grips with life. He had
no ambition whatsoever. He came from a decent family, from a
pleasant country home, from delightful surroundings. He should, of
course, have had a profession. He should have studied law or entered
business in some way. But no — that fatal three pounds a week would
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keep him from starving as long as he lived, and he did not want to
give himself into bondage. It was not that he was idle. He was
always doing something, in his amateurish way. But he had no desire
to give himself to the world, and still less had he any desire to fight
his way in the world. No, no, the world wasn’t worth it. He wanted
to ignore it, to go his own way apart, like a casual pilgrim down the
forsaken side-tracks. He loved his wife, his cottage and garden. He
would make his life there, as a sort of epiturean hermic. He loved the
past, the old music and dances and customns of old England. He would
try and II\relnthespmtofthese,notmthespmtofl:hewoﬂd of
business.

But often Winifred's father called her to London: for he loved to
have his children round him. So Egbert and she must have a tiny flat
in town, and the young couple must transfer themselves from time to
time from the country to the city. In town Egberthad plenty of friends,
of the same ineffectual sort as himself, tampering with the arts, litera-
ture, painting, sculpture, music. He was not bored.

Three pounds a week, however, would not pay for all this. Wini-
fred’s father paid. He liked paying. He made her only a very small
aliowance, but he oftcn gave her ten pounds—or gave Egbert ten
pounds. So they both looked on the old man as the mainstay. Egbert
didn’t mind being patronised and paid for. Only when he felt the family
was a little /oo condescending, on account of money, he began to get
huffy.

_ Then of course little children came: a lovely little blonde daughter
with 2 head of thistie-down. Everybody adored the child. It was the
first exquisite blonde thing that had come into the family, a little mite
with the white, slim, beautiful limbs of its father, and as it grew up the
dancing, dainty movement of a wild litde daisy-spirit. No wonder the
Marshalls all loved the child: they called her Joyce. They themselves
had their own grace, but it was slow, rather heavy. They had every-
one of them strong, heavy limbs and darkish skins, and they were

shortmstamre.ﬁndnowdleyhdforoneofthelrowntlnshght_

linle cowslip child. She was like a little poem in herself.

But nevertheless, she brought a new difficulty. Winifred must have
a nurse for her. Yes, yes, there must be a nurse, It was the family
decree. Who was to pay for the nurse? The grandfather — sceing the
father himself earned no money. Yes, the grandfather would pay, as he
hadpudalldnelpng—mexpenses.'mmcameashghtmofmomy-
strain. Egbert was living on his father-in-law,

After the child was born, it was never quite the same between him
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and Winifred. The difference was at first hardly perceptible. But it

was there. In the first place Winifred had 2 new centre of interest. .

She was not going to adore her child. But she had what the moderm
mother 5o often has in the place of spontaneous love: a profound sense
of duty towards her child. Winifred appreciated her darling litte girl,
and felt a deep sense of duty towards her. Strange, that-this sense of
duty should go dmpcr than the love for her husband. But so it was.
And so it often is. The responsibility of motherhood was the prime
responsibility in Winifred's heart: the responsibility of wifehood came
a long way second.

Her child seemed to link her up again in a circuit with her own
family. Her father and mother, herself, and her child, that was the
human trinity for her. Her husband —? Yes, she loved him still. Bat that
was like play. She had an almost barbaric sense of duty and .of
family. Till she married, her first human duty had been towards her
father: he was the pillar, the source of life, the everlasting support. Now
another link was added to the chain of duty: her father, herself, and her
child.

Egbert was out of it. Wichout anythmg happening, he was
gradually, unconsciously excluded from the circle. His wife still loved
him, physically. But, but - he was g/most the unnccessary party in
the affair. He could not complain of Winifred. She still did her duty
towards him. She still had a physical passion for him, that
physical passion on which he had put alt his life and soul. But -
but —

Tt was for a long while an ever-recurring dus. And then, afier the
second child, another blonde, winsome touching little thing, not so
proud and flame-like as Joyce — after Annabel came, then Egbert began
truly to realise how it was. His wife still loved him. But - and
now the but had grown ¢normous - her physical love for him was of
secondary importance to her. It became ever less important. After
all, she had had it, this physical passion, for two years now. It was
not this that one lived from. No, no — something sterner, realer.

She began to resent her own passion for Egbert — just a little she
began to despise it. For after all there he was, he was charming, he
was lovable, he was terribly desirable. But — but ~ oh, the awful
looming cloud of that bu:! ~ he did not stand firm in the landscape
of her life like a tower of strength, like a grear pitlar of significance.
No, he was like a cat one has about the house, which will one day
disappear and lcave no trace. He was like a flower in the garden,
trembling in the wind of life, and then gone, leaving nothing to show.
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As an adjunct, as an accessory, he was perfect. Many a woman would
have adored to have him about her all her life, the most beautiful and
desirable of all her possessions. But Winifred belonged to another
school.

The years went by, and instead of coming more to grips with life,
he relaxed more. He was of a subtle, sensitive, passionate nature. But
he simply would not give himself to what Winifred called life, Work.
No, he would not go into the world and work for money. No, he just
would not. 1f Winifred liked to live beyond their small income — wetl,
it was her look~put.

And Winifred did not really want him to go out into the world

to work for moncy, Money became, alas, a word like a fircbrand be-
tween them, setting them both aflame with anger. But that is because
we must talk in symbots, Winifred did not really care about money.
She did not care whether he earned or did not earn anything. Only
she knew she was dependent on her father for three-fourths of the
moncy spent for herself and her children, that she let that be the
casus beifi,! the drawn weapon between herself and Egbert. ’
. What did she want — what did she want? Her mother once said to
her, with that characteristic touch of irony; ‘Well, dear, if it is your
fate to consider the lilics, that toil not, ncither do they spin,? that is
on¢ destiny among many others, and perhaps not so unpleasant as
most. Why do you take it amiss, my child?

The mother was subtler than her children, they very rarcly knew
how to answer her. So Winifred was only more confused. It was not
a question of lilies. At least, if it were a question of lilies, then her
children were the little blossoms. They at least grew. Doesn’t Jesus say:
*Consider the lilics how they grew.” Good ther, she had her growing
babics. But as for that other tall, handsome flower of a father of theirs,
he was fulf grown already, so she did not want to spend her life
considering him in the flower of his days.

No, it was not that he didn’t carn money. It was not that he was
idle. He was not idle. He was always doing something, always
working away, down at Crockham, doing little jobs. But, oh dear, the
little jobs — the garden paths — the gorgeous flowers — the chairs to
mend, cld chairs to mend! . '

- It was that he stood for nothing. If he had done something
unsuccessfully, and Jost what money they had! If he had but striven

with something. Nay, even if he had been wicked, a waster, she would

have been more free. She would have had something to resist, ac least.
A waster stands for something, really. He says: ‘No, I will not aid and
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abet society in this business of increase and hanging together, I will
upset the apple-cart as much as 1 can, in my small way.” Or else he
says: ‘No, I will not bother about others. If T have lusts, they arc
my own, and I prefer them to other people’s virtues.” So, 2 waster,
a scamp, takes 1 sort of stand. He exposes himself to opposition and
final castigation: at any rate in story-books., -

But Egbert! What are you to do with 2 man like Egbert? He had

no vices. He was really kind, nay generous. And he was not weak. If
he had been weak Winifred could have been kind to him. But he did
not even give her that consolation. He was not weak, and he did not
want her consolation or her kindness. No, thank you. He was of a fine
passionate temper, and of a rarer steel than she. He knew it, and she
knew it. Hence she was only the more baffled and maddened, poor
thing. He, the higher, the finer, in his way the stronger, played with
his garden, and his old folk-songs and Morris-dances, just played, and
let her support the pillars of the future on her own heart.

And he began to get bitter, and a wicked look began to come
om his face, He did not give in to her; not he. There were seven devils
inside his long, slim, white body. He was healthy, full of
restrained life. Yes, even he himself had to lock up his own vivid life
inside himself, now she would not take it from him. Or rather, now
that she only took it occasionally. For she had to yicld at times. She
loved him so, she desired him so, he was so exquisite to her, the fine
creature that he was, finer than herself. Yes, with a groan she had o
give in to her own unquenched passion for him. And he came to her
then — ah, terrible, ah, wonderful, sometimes she wondered how
cither of them could live after the terror of the passion that swept
between them, It was to her as if pure lightning, flash after flash,
went through every fibre of her, till extinction came.

But it is the fate of human beings to live on. And it is the fate of
clouds that seem nothing but bits of vapour slowly to pile up, to pile
up and fiil the heavens and blacken the sun eatirely.

So it was. The love came back, the lightning of passion flashed
tremendously between them. And chere was blue sky and gorgeousness
for a little while. And then, as incvitably, as inevitably, slowly the
clouds began to edge up again above the horizon, slowly, slowly to
lurk about the heavens, throwing an occasional cold and hateful
shadow: slowly, slowly to congregate, to fill the empyrean space.

And as the ycars passed, the lighting cleared the sky more and
more rarely, less and less the blue showed. Gradually the grey lid sank
down upon them, as if it would be permanent.-
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Why didn’t Egbert do something, then? Why didn’t he come 1o grips
with life? Why wasn't he like Winifred’s father, a pillar of society, even
if a slender, exquisite column? Why didn’t he go into harness of some
sort? Why didn’t he take some direction?

Well, you can bring an ass to the water, but you cannot make him
drink. The world was the water and Egbert was the ass. And he wasn’t
having any. He couldn’t: he just couldn’t. Since necessity did not force
hirn to work for his bread and butter, he would not work for work’s
stke. You can’t make the columbine flowers nod in January, nor make
the cuckoo sing in England at Christmas. Why? It isn’t his season.
He doesn’t want to. Nay, he can’t want to.

And there it was with Egbert. He couldn’t link up with the world's
work, because the basic desive was absent from him. Nay, at the bottom
of him he had an even stronger desire: w0 hold aloof. To hold aloof.
To do nobody any damage. But to hold aloof. It was not his season.

Perhaps he should not have married and had children. But you can’t
stop the waters flowing.

Which held true for Winifred, too. She was not made to endure
aloof. Her family trec was a robust vegetation that had to be stirring
and believing. In one direction or another her life Aad to go. In her
own home she had known nothing of this diffidence which she found
in Egbert, and which she could not understand, and which threw her
into such dismay. What was she to do, what was she to do, in face of
this terrible diffidence?

It was all so different in her own home. Her father may have
had his own misgivings, but he kepc them o himself. Perhaps he
had no very profound belief in this world of ours, this society which
we have claborated with so much effort, only to find ourselves
elaborated to death at last. But Godfrey Marshall was of tough, rough
fibre, not without 2 vein of healthy cunning through it all. It was for
him a question of winning through, and leaving the rest to heaven,
Without having many illusions to grace him, he still did believe in
heaven. In a dark and unquestioning way, he had a sort of faith: an
acrid faith like the sap of some not-to-be-exterminated tree. Just 2
blind acrid faith 2s sap is blind and acrid, and yet pushes on in growth
and in faith. Perhaps he was unscrupulous, but only as a striving tree
is unscrupulous, pushing its single way in a jungle of others.

In the ‘end, it is only this robust, sap-like faith which keeps man
going. He may live on for many generations inside the shelter of the
social establishment which he has erected for himself, as pear-trees
and currant bushes wouid go on bearing fruit for many seasons, inside
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a walled garden, even if the race of man were suddenly exterminated.
But bit by bit the wall-fruit-trees would gradually pull down the very
walls that sustained them, Bit by bit every establishment
unless it is renewed or restored by living hands, all the while.

Egbert could not bring himself to any more of this restoring or
rencwing business. He was not aware of the fact: but awareness doesn't
help much, anyhow. He just couldn’t. He had the stoic and epicuresn
quality of his old, fine breeding. His father-in-law, however, though
he was not one bit more of a fool then Egbert, realised that since we
are here we may as well live. And 30 he applied himself vo his own
tiny section of the social work, and to doing the best for his Gamily, and
to lcaving the rest to the ultimate will of heaven. A certain robustness
of blood made him able 0 go on. But sometimes even from him.
spurted a sudden gall of bimerness agsinst the world and its make-
up. And yet - he had his own will-to-succeed, and this carried him
threugh, He refused to ask himaelf what the success would amount to.
It amounted to the estate down in Hampehire, and his children lacking
for nothing, and himself of some importance in the world: and basta! -
Basta! Basta!?

Nevertheless do not let us imagine thar he was 3 common pusher.
He was not. He knew as well as Egbert what disiliusion meant, Perhaps
in his soul he had the same estimation of success. But he had a cer-
tain acrid courage, and a certsin will-to-power. In his own small
circle he would emanate power, the single power of his own blind self.
With all his spoiling of his children, he was till the father of the old
English type. He was too wise to make laws and to domineer in the
absmract. But he had kept, and all honour to him, s certain primitive
dominion over the souls of his children, the old, almost magic prestige
of patemity. There it was, still burning in him, the old smoky torch
of paternal godhead.

And in.the sacred glare of this torch his children had been
brought up. He had given the girls every liberty, at last. But he had
never really let them go beyond his power. And they, venturing out
into the hard white light of our fatherless world, learned to see with the
eyes of the world. They learned to criticise their father, even, from
some effulgence of worldly white light, to see him a3 inferior. But this
was all very well in the head. The moment they forgot their tricks of
criticism, the old red glow of his authority came over them again. He
was not 0 be quenched.

Letd:epsycho—analysttalkaboutfatlwrmplexltnmaw«d
invented. Here was 2 man who hsd kept alive the old red flame of
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fatherhood, fatherhood that had even theright to sacrifice the child to
God, like Isaac. Fatherhood that had life-and-death authority over the
children: a great natural power. And till his children could be brought
under some other great authority as girls; or could arrive at manhcod
and become themsclves centres of the same power, continuing the same
male mystery as men; until such time, willy-nilly, Godfrey Marshall
would keep his children.

It had seemed as if he might lose Winifred. Winifred had adored
her husband, and looked up to him as to something wonderful.
Perhaps she had expected in him another great authority, a male
authority greater, finer than her father’s. For having once known the
glow of male power, she would not casily turn to the cold white light
of feminine independence. She would hunger, hunger all her life for
the warmth and shelter of rue male strength.

And hunger she might, for Egbert’s power lay in the abnegation

of power. He was himself the living negative of power. Even of

responsibility. For the negation of power at last means the negation of
responsibility. As far as these things went, he would confine himself
to himself. He would try to confine his own influence even to him-
self. He would try, as far as possible, to abstain from influencing his

children by assuming any responsibility for them. ‘A lictle child shall = .

lead them —** His child should lead, then. He would ory not to make it
go in any direction whatever. He would abstain from influencing ic.
Liberty! ~

Poor Winifred was like a fish out of water in this liberty, gasping for
the denser element which should contain her. Till her child came. And
then she knew that she must be responsible for it, that she must have
authority over it.

But here Egberr silentdy and negatively stepped in. Silently,
negatively, but fatally he neutralised her authority over her children,

There was a third liede girl born. And after this W'mfred wanted
no more children. Her soul was turning to salt.*

So she had charge of the children, they were her responsibility. The
meoney for them had come from her father. She would do her very best
for them, and have command over their life and death. But no! Egbert
would not take the responsibility. He would not even provide the
money. But he would not et her have her way. Her dark, silent, pas-
sionate authority he would not allow. It was a battle berween them,
the baude berween liberty and the old blood-power. And of course he
won. The lirtle girls loved him and adored him. ‘Daddyl Daddy!’ They
could do as they liked with him. Their mother would have ruled them.,
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She would have ruled them passionately, with indulgence, with the
old dark magic of parental authority, something looming and unques-
tioned and, after all, divine: if we believe in divine authority. The
Marshalls did, being Catholic.

And Egbert, he murned her old dark, Catholic blood-authority into
a sort of tyranny. He would not leave her her children. He stole them
from her, and yet without assuming responsibility for them. He stole
thetn from her, in emotion and spirit, and left her only to command
their behaviour. A thankless lot for a mother. And her children adored
him, adored him, little knowing the cmpty bitterness they were
preparing for themsclves when they grew up to have husbands: hus-
bands such as Egbert, adorable and null.

Joyce, the cidest, was still his favourite. She was now 1 quicksilver
little thing of six years old. Barbara, the youngest, was a toddler of two
years. They spent most of their time down at Crockham, because he
wanted to be there. And even Winifred loved the place really. But
now, in her frustrated and blinded seate, it was full of menace for her

children. The adders, the poison-berries, the brook, the marsh, the

water that mlght not be pure - one thing and another. From moiher
and nurse it was a guenlla gunfire of commands, and blithe, quick-
silver disobedience from the three blonde, never-still lictke girls. Behind

" the girls was the father, against mother and nurse. And so it was,

‘If you don’t come quick, nurse, T shall run out there to where
there arc snakes.’

‘Joyce, you must be patient. I'm just changing Annabel.’

There you are. There it was: always the same. Working away on the
commeon across the brook he heard it. And he worked on, just the same.

Suddenly he heard a shriek, and he flung the spade from him
and started for the bridge, looking up like a startled deer. Ah, there was
Winifred — Joyce had hurt herself, He went on up the garden.

‘What is it?’

The child was still screaming - now it 'was - ‘Daddy! Daddy!
Oh — oh, Daddy!" And the mother was saying:

‘Don’t be frightened, darling. Let mother look.’

But the child only cried:

‘Oh, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy"

She was terrified by che sight of the blood running from her own
knee. Winifred crouched down, with her child of six in her lap, to
examinc the knee. Egbert bent over also.

‘Don’t make such a noise, Joyce,' he said irritably. *How did she do
i
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‘She fell on that sickle thing which you left lying about afier cut-
ting the grass,’ said Winifred, looking into his face with bitter accusa-
tion as he bent near.

He had taken his handkerchief and tied it round the knee. Then he
lifred the still sobbing child in his arms, and carried her into the house
and upstairs to her bed. In his arms she became quict. But his heart
was burning with pain and with guilt. He had left the sickle there lying
on the edge of the grass, and so his first-born child whom he loved so
dearly had come to hurt. But then it was an accident — it was an acci-
dent. Why should he feel guilty? 1t would probably be nothing, better
in two or threc days. Why take it to heart, why worry? He put it aside.

The child lay on the bed in her little summer frock, her face very
white now after the shock. Nurse had come carrying the youngest
child: and little Annabel stood holding her skirt. Winifred, terribly
setious and wooden-seeming, was bending over the knee, from which
she had taken his blood-soaked handkerchief. Egbert bent forward,
(00, keeping move sang froid in his face than in his heart. Winifred
went all of 2 lump of seriousness, so he had to keep some reserve. The
child moaned and whimpered.

The knee was still bleeding profusely - it was a deep cut right in
the joint.

*You’d better go for the doctor, Egbert,’ said Winifred bitterly.

“Oh, no! Oh, no!” cried Joyce in a panic.

“Joyce, my darling, don’t cry!” said Winifred, suddenly catching the
little givl to her breast in a strange tragic anguish, the Maier
Dolorata.* Even the child was frightened into silence. Egbert looked
at the tragic figure of his wife with the child at her breast, and
turned away. Only Annabel started suddenly to cry: *Joycey, Joycey,
. don't have your leg bleeding!

Egbert rode four miles to the village for the doctor. He
could not help feciing that Winifred was laying it on rather. Surcly
the knee itself wasn’t hurt! Surely not. It was only a surface cut.

The doctor was out. Egbert left the message and came cycling swifdy
home, his heart pinched with anxiety. He dropped sweating off his
bicycle and went into the house, looking rather small, like 2 man who
is at fault. Winifred was upstairs sitting by Joyce, who was looking pale
and important in bed, and was cating some tapioca pudding. The pale,
small, scared face of his child went to Egbert's heart.

‘Doctor Wing was out. He'll be here about half-past two,’ said
Egbert.

‘I don’t want him to come,” whimpered Joyce,
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‘Joyce, dear, you must be patient and quiet,’ said Winifred. ‘He
won't hurt you. But he will tell us what to do to make your knec better
quickly. That is why he must come.’

Winifred always explained carefully to her little girls: and it always
ook the words off their kips for the moment.

‘Does it bleed yet?” said Egbert.

Winifred moved the bedclothes carefully aside.

‘T think not,’ she said. )

Egbert stooped aiso to look.

‘No, it doesn't,’ he said. Then he stood up with a relieved look on
his face. He turned to the child.

‘Eat your pudding, Joyce,” he said. ‘It won't be anything. You’ve
only got (o keep still for a few days.’

*You haven’t had your dinner, have you, Daddy?’

‘Not yet.’

‘Nurse will give it to you,” said Winifred.

“You'll be all right, Joyce,’ he said, smiling to the child and pushing
the blonde hair aside off her brow. She smiled back winsomely into
his face.

He went downstairs and ate his meal alone. Nurse served him. She
liked waiting on him. All women liked him and liked to do things for
him.

The doctor came — a fat country practitioner, pleasant and kind.

‘What, lide girl, been tumbling down, have you? There’s a thing
to be doing, for a smart licde lady like you! What! And cutting your
knee! Tut-tut-tue! That wasa’s clever of you, now was it? Never mind,
never mind, soon be better. Ler us look at it. Won’t hurt you. Not
the least in life. Bring a bowl with a little warm water, nurse. Soon have
it all right again, soon have it all right.”

Joyce smiled at him with a pale smile of faint superiority. This was
not the way in which she was used to being talked to.

He bent down, carcfully looking at the litde, thin, wounded knee of
the child. Egbert bent over him.

‘Oh, dear, oh, dear! Quite & deep litde cut. Nasty lictle cut. Nasty
little cut. But, never mind. Never mind, littde lady. We'll soon have it
better. Soon have it better, little lady. What's your name?’

*My name is Joyce,’ said the child distinctly.

‘Oh, really?” he replied. ‘Oh, really! Well, that’s 2 fine name too, in
my opinion. Joyce, ch? — And how old might Miss Joyce be? Can she
tell me thac?’

‘I'm six,” said the child, slighdy amused and very condescending.
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‘Six! There now. Add up and count as far as six, can you? Well,
that’s a clever little girl, a clever little girl. And if she has to drink
a spoonful of medicine, she won’t make a murmur, I'll be bound. Not
like some little girls. What? Eh?’

‘1 take it if mother wishes me to,’ said Joyce.

‘Ah, there now! That’s the style! That’s what I like to hear from a
little lady in bed because she’s cut her knee. That’s the style -

The comfortable and prolix doctor dressed and bandaged the knee
and recommended bed and a light diet for the little lady. He thought
a week or a fortnight would put it right. No bones or ligatures
damaged - fortunately. Only a flesh cut. He would come again in a day
or two.

So Joyce was reassured and stayed in bed and had all her toys up.
Her father often played with her. The doctor came the third day. He
was fairly pleased with the knee. It was healing. It was healing — yes —
yes. Let the child continue in bed. He came again after a day or two.
Winifred was a trifle uneasy. The wound seemed to be healing on the
top, but it hurt the child too much. It didn’t look quite right. She said
so to Egbert.

‘Egbert, I'm sure Joyce’s knee isn’t healing properly.’

‘I think it is,” he said. ‘I think it’s all right.’

‘I’d rather Doctor Wing came again — I don’t feel satisfied.’

‘Aren’t you trying to imagine it worse than it really is?’

‘You would say so, of course. But I shall write a post-card to Doctor
Wing now.’ '

The doctor came next day. He examined the knee. Yes, there was
inflammation. Yes, there might be a little septic poisoning — there
might. There might. Was the child feverish?

So a fortnight passed by, and the child was feverish, and the knee
was more inflamed and grew worse and was painful, painful. She cried
in the night, and her mother had to sit up with her. Egbert still
insisted it was nothing, really — it would pass. But in his heart he was
anxious.

Winifred wrote again to her father. On Saturday the elderly man ap-
peared. And no sooner did Winifred see the thick, rather short figure
in its grey suit than a great yearning came over her.
w"Father, I’'m not satisfied with Joyce. I’m not satisfied with Doctor

ing.’

‘Well, Winnie, dear, if you’re not satisfied we must have further
advice, that is all.’

The sturdy, powerful, elderly man went upstairs, his voice sounding
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rather grating through the house, as if it cut upon the tense atmos-
phere. :

‘How are you, Joyce, darling?’ he said to the child. ‘Does your knee
hurt you? Does it hurt you, dear?’

‘It does sometimes.’ The child was shy of him, cold towards him.

‘Well, dear, I'm sorry for that. I hope you try to bear it, and not
trouble mother too much.’

There was no answer. He looked at the knee. It was red and stiff.

‘Of course,’ he said, ‘I think we must have another doctor’s opinion.
And if we’re going to have it, we had better have it at once. Egbert,
do you think you might cycle in to Bingham for Doctor Wayne? I
found him very satisfactory for Winnie’s mother.’

‘I can go if you think it necessary,” said Egbert.

‘Certainly I think it necessary. Even if there is nothing, we can have
peace of mind. Certainly I think it necessary. I should like Doctor
Wayne to come this evening if possible.’

So Egbert set off on his bicycle through the wind, like a boy sent
on an errand, leaving his father-in-law a piliar of assurance, with
Winifred.

" Doctor Wayne came, and looked grave. Yes, the knee was certainly
taking the wrong way. The child might be lame for life.

Up went the fire of fear and anger in every heart. Doctor Wayne
came again the next day for a proper examination. And, yes, the knee
had really taken bad ways. It should be X-rayed. It was very impor-
tant.

Godfrey Marshall walked up and down the lane with the doctor,
beside the standing motor-car: up and down, up and down in one of
those consultations of which he had had so many in his life.

As a result he came indoors to Winifred.

‘Well, Winnie, dear, the best thing to do is to take Joyce up to
London, to a nursing home where she can have proper treatment. Of
course this knee has been allowed to go wrong. And apparently there is
a risk that the child may even lose her leg. What do you think, dear?
You agree to our taking her up to town and putting her under the
best care?’ -

‘Oh, father, you &now I would do anything on earth for her.’

‘I know you would, Winnie darling. The pity is that there has been
this unfortunate delay already. I can’t think-what Doctor Wing was
doing. Apparently the child is in danger of losing her leg. Well then,
if you will have everything ready, we will “ke‘hﬂ' up to town to-
morrow. I will order the large car from Denley’s to be here at ten.
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Egbert, will you take a telegram at once to Doctor Jackson? Itis a small
nursing home for children and for surgical cases, not far from Baker
Street. I'm sure Joyce will be all right there.’

‘Oh, father, can’t I nurse her myoelft’

“Well, darling, if she is to have proper treatment, she had best be
inahocne,TheX-raytruunmt,andtheelectricmunent,mdwhat-
ever is necessary.’

‘It will cost a great deal —* said Winifred,

‘We can’t think of cost, if the child’s leg is in danger - orevvenher
life. No use speaking of cost,’ said the elder man irnpatiendy.

And so it was. Poor Joyce, stretched out on a bed in the big closed

motor-car — the mother sitting by ber head, the grandfather in his short -

grey beard and a bowler hat, sitting by her feet, thick, and implacable
in his responsibility, — they rolled slowly away from Crockham, and
from Egbert who stood there barcheaded and a little ignominious, left
behind. He was to shut up the house and bring the rest of the family
back to town, by train, the next day,

Followed a dark and bitter time. The poer child. The poor, poor
child, how she suffered, an agony and a long crucifixion in that nursing
home. It was a bitter six weeks which changed the soul of Winifred
for cver. As she sat by the bed of her poor, tortured linde child, tor-
wred with the agony of the knee, and the still worsc agony of these
diabolic, but perhaps necessary modern treatments, she felt her heart
killed and going cold in her breast. Her litte Joyce, her frail, brave,
wonderful, litthe Joyee, frail and smalt and pale as 2 white flower! Ah,
how had she, Winifred, dared o be so wicked, so wicked, so careless,
so sensual.

‘Let my heart die! Let my woman's heart of flesh dicl Saviour, let
my heart die. And save my child. Let my heart dic from the word
and from the flesh. Oh, destroy my heart that is 50 wayward, Let my
heart of pride die. Let my heart die.’

So she prayed beside the bed of her child. And like the Mother with
the scven swords in her breast,” slowly her heart of pride and passion
died in her breast, bleeding away. Slowly it died, bleeding away, and
she turned 1o the Church for comfort, to Jesus, to the Mother of God,
but most of all, to that great and enduring institution, the Roman
Catholic Church. She withdrew into the shadow of the Church, She
was a mother with three children. But in ber soul she died, her heart
of pride and passion and desire bled to death, her soul belonged to
her church, her body belonged to her duty as a mother.

Her duty as a wife did not enter. As a wife she had no sense of duty:
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only a certain bitterness towards the man with whom she had known
such sensuality and distraction. She was purely the Mater Dolorata. To
the man she was closed as a tomb.

Egbert came to see his child, But Winifred seemed to be always
seated there, like the tomb of his manhood and his fatherhood. Poor
Winifred: she was still young, still strong and ruddy and beautiful
like a ruddy hard flower of the field. Strange — her ruddy, healthy face,
so sombre, and her strong, heavy, full-blooded body, so still. She, a
nun! Never. And yet the gates of her heart and soul had shut in his face
with a slow, resonant clang, shutting him out for ever. There was no
need for her to go into a convent. Her will had done it.

And between this young mother and this young father lay the
child, like a bit of pale sitk floss on the pillow, and a livde white pain-
quenched face. He could not bear it. He just could not besr it. He
turned aside. There was nothing to do but to wrn aside. He turned
aside, and went hither and thither, desultory. He was still attractive

and desirable. But there was a lide frown between his brow as if

he had been cleft there with a hatcher: cleft right in, for ever, and

The child’s leg was saved: but the knee was locked stiff. The fear
now was lest the lower leg should wither, or cease to grow. There
must be long-continued massage and treatment, daily treatinent, even
when the child lefi the nursing home. And the wholc of the expense
was borne by the grandfather.

Egbert now had no real home. Winifred with the children and nurse
was tied to the livtle flaz in London, He could not live there: he could
not contain himself. The cottage was shut-up — or lent to friends,
He went down sometimes to work in his garden and keep the place
in order. Then with the empty house around him at night, all the
empty rooms, he felt his heart go wicked, The sense of frustration
and futility, like some slow, torpid snake, slowly bit right through
his heart. Futility, fudilivy, fudlity: the horrible marsh-poison went

As he worked in the garden in the silence of day he would listen
for a sound. No sound. No sound of Winifred from the dark inside
of the cottage: no sound of children’s voices from the air, from the
oommoun, from the near distance. No sound, nothing but the old dark
marsh-venomous stmosphere of the place. So he worked spasmodically
through the day, and at night made a fire and cooked some food alone,

But his mending he did not do. His shirts were slit on the shoulders,
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when he had been working, and the white flesh showed through. He
would feel the air and the spots of rain on his exposed flesh. And
he would look aguin across the common, where the dark, wufted gorse
was dying 1o sced, and the bits of cat-heather were coming pink in
tufis, like a sprinkling of sacrificial blood.

His heart went back to the savage old spirit of the place: the desire

for old gods, old, Jost passions, the passion of the cold-blooded, darting
snakes that hissed and shot away from him, the mystery of blood-
sacrifices, all the lost, intense sensations of the primeval people of
the place, whosc passions seethed in the air still, from those long days
before the Romans came. The scethe of a lost, dark passion in the
air. The presence of unseen snakes.
A queer, baffled, half-wicked look came on his face. He could not
stay long at the cottage. Suddenly he must swing on to his bicycle
and go ~ anywhere. Anywhere, away from this place. He would stay
a few days with his mother in the old home. His mother adored him
and grieved as 2 mother would. But the little, bafficd, half-wicked
smile curled on his face, and he swung away from his mother’s solici-
tude as from everything else. '

{Klwaysmovﬁlgon~ﬁomphcetophcc,ﬁiendmfrien¢andalmys
swinging away from sympathy. As soon as sympathy, like a soft hand,
was reached out to touch him, away he swerved, instincrively, as a
harmless snake swerves and swerves and swerves away from an out-
stretched hand. Away he must go, And periodically he went back to
Winifred.

He was terrible to her now, like a tempaation. She had devored
herself to her children and her church. Joyce was once more on her
feet; but, alas! lame, with iron supports to her leg, and a little crusch.
It was strange how she had grown into a long, pallid, wild little thing.
Strange that the pain had not made her soft and docile, but had brought
out a wild, almost menad temper in the child, She was seven, and
long and white and thin, but by no means subdued. Her blonde hair
was darkening. She still had long sufferings to face, and, in her own
childish consciousness, the stigma of her lameness to bear. ‘

And she bore it. An almost mznad courage seemed to poasess her,
13 if she were a long, thin, young weapon of life. She acknowledged
all her mother’s care. She would stand by her mother for ever. But
some of her father’s fine-tempered desperation flashed in her.

When Egbert saw his little gir! limping horribly — not only limping
but lurching horribly in crippled, childish way, his heare again hard-
encd with chagrin, like steel that is tempes 2d again. There was a tacit
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understanding between him and his little girl: not what we would
call Jove, but 2 weapon-like kinship. There was a tiny touch of irony
in his manner towards her, contrasting sharply with Winifred’s heavy,
unlcavened solicitude and care, The child flickered back to him with
an answering little smile of irony and recklessness: an odd flippancy
which made Winifred only the more sombre and carnest.

The Marshalls took endless thought and trouble for che child,
searching out every means to save her limb and her active freedom.
They spared no effort and no moncey, they spared no strength of will,
With all their slow, heavy power of will they willed that Joyce should
save her liberty of movement, should win back her wild, free grace.
Even if it took a long time to recover, it should be recovered.

So the simation stood. And Joyce submitted, week after week,
month after month, to the syranny and pain of the weatment. She
acknowledged the honourable effort on her behalf. But her flamy reck-
less spirit was her father’s. It was he who had all the glamour for
her. He and she were likc members of some forbidden secret society
who know onc another but may not recognize one another. Knowledge
they had in commeon, the same secret of life, the father and the child.
But the child stayed in the camp of her mother, honourably, and the
father wandered outside like Ishmael,® only coming somctimes to sit
in the home for an hour or two, an evening or two beside the camp
fire, like Ishmael, in a curious silence and tension, with the mocking
answer of the desert speaking out of his silence, and annwiling the
whole convention of the domestic home.

His presence was almost an anguish to Winifred. She prayed against
it. That litdle cleft between his brow, that flickering, wicked, litde
smile that seemed to haunt his face, and above all, the triumphant

loneliness, the Ishmacl quality. And then the erectness of his supple

body, like a symbol. The very way he stood, so quiet, so insidious,
like an erect, supple symbol of life, the living body, confronting her
downcast soul, was torture to her. He was like a supple living idol
moving before her eyes, and she felt if she watched him she was
damned.

And he came and made himself at home in her litde home. When
he was there, moving in his own quict way, she felt as if the whole
great law of sacrifice, by which she had elected to live, were annulled.
He annulled by his very presence the laws of her life. And whar did
e substitute? Ah, against that question she hardened herself in recoil.

It was awful to her to have to have him about — moving about
in his shirt-sleeves, speaking in his tenor, throaty voice to the children.
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Annabel simply adored him, and he teased the liade girl. The baby,
Barbara, was not sure of him. She had been born a stranger to him.
But even the nurse, when she saw his white shoulder of flesh through
the slits of his torn shirt, thought it a shame,

Winifred felt it was only another weapon of his against her.

‘You have other shirts —~ why do you wear that old one that is all
torn, Egbert?’ she said.

‘1 may as well wear it out,’ he said subtly,

He knew she would not offer to mend it for him. She cowdd not.
And no, she would not. Had she not her own gods to honour? And
couid she betray them, submitting to his Baal and Ashwaroth?* And
it was terrible to her, his unsheathed that scemed to annul
her and her faith, like another revelation, Like a gleaming idol evoked
against her, a vivid life-idol that mighe eriumph.

He came and he went — and she persisted. And then the great war
broke out. He was a man who could not go w the dogs. He could
not dissipate himself. He was pure-bred in his Englishness, and even
when he would have liked to be vicious, he could not.

So when the war broke out his whole instinct was against it: against
war. He had not the faintest desire to overcome any foreigners or
to help in their death. He had no conception of Imperial England,
and Rule Britannia was just a joke to him. He was a pure-blooded
Englishman, perfect in his race, and when he was truly himself he
could no more have been aggressive on the score of his Englishness
than 2 rose can be aggressive on the score of its rosiness.

No, he had no desire to defy Germany and to exalt England. The
distinction between German and English was not for him the dis-
tinction between good and bad. It was the distinction between bluc
water-flowers and red or white bush-blossoms: just difference. The
difference between the wild boar and the wild bear. And 2 man was
good or bad according to his nature, not according to his nationaliry.

Egbert was well-bred, and this was part of his natural under-
standing. It was merely unnatural 1o him to hate a nation en bloc.
Certain individuals he disliked, and others he liked, and the mass he
knew nothing about. Certain deeds he disliked, certain deeds seemed
natural to him, and about most deeds he had no particular fecling.

He had, however, the one deepest pure-hred instinct. He recoiled
inevitably from having his feelings dictated to him by the mass feeling.
His feelings were his own, his understanding was his own, and he would
never go back on cither, willingly. Shall a man become inferior to his
own true knowledge and self, just becausc the mob expects it of him?
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What Egbert felt subdy and without question, his father-in-law
felt also in 2 rough, more combative way. Different 2s the two men
were, they were two real Englishmen, and their instincts were almost
the same.

AndGodfmyMarshaﬂhndthewoﬂdmmkonmd\ There was
German military aggression, and the English non-military idea of
liberty and the ‘conquests of peace’ — meaning industrialism. Even
if the choice between militarism and industrialism were a choice of
evils, the elderly man asserted his choice of the latter, perforce. He
whose soul was quick with the instinct of power.

Egbert just refused to reckon with the world. He just refused o
decide between German militarism and British industrialism. He chose
neither. As for atrocities, he despised the people who committed them,
as inferior criminal types. There was nothing national about crime.

And yet, war! War! Just war! Not right or wrong, but just war
itself. Should he join? Should he give himself over to war? The question
was in his mind for some weeks, Not because he thought England
was right and Germany wrong. Probably Germany was wrong, but
he refused to make a choioe. Not because he felt inspired. No. But
just — war.

The deterrent was, the giving himself over into the power of other
men, and into the power of the mob-spirit of a democratic army.
Should he give himself over? Should he make over his own life and
bady to the control of something which he knem was inferior, in spirit,
to his own self? Should he commit himself into the power of an inferior
control? Should he? Should he betray himself?

He was going to put himself into the power of his inferiors, and
he knew it. He was going to subjugate himself. He was going to be
ordered about by petty canaille’® of non-commissioned officers - and
even commissioned officers. He who was born and bred frec. Should
he do it?

He went 10 his wife, to speak toher.

‘Shall I join up, Winifred?’

She was silent. Her instinct also was dead against it. And yer a
certain profoynd resentment made her answer:

“You have three children dependent on you. 1 don’t know whether
you have thought of that.’

It was still only the third month of the war, and the old pre-war
ideas were still alive.

‘Of course. But it won’t make much difference to them. I shall
be earning a shilling a day, at least.”
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*You'd better spesk to father, I think,’ she replied heavily.

Egbert went to his father-in-law, The eldedy man’s heart was full
of resentment. _

‘I should say," he said rather sourly, ‘it is the best thing you could
do.’

Egbert went and joined up immediately, as a private soldier. He .

was drafted into the light artillery.

Winifred now had a new duty towards him: the duty of a wife
towards a husband whe is himself performing his duty towards the
world. She loved him still. She would always love him; as far as earthly
love went. But it was duty she now lived by. When he came back
to her in khaki, a soldier, she submited o him as a wife. It was her

duty. But to his passion she could never again fully submit. Something

prevented her, for ever: even her own deepest choice.
He went back again to camp. It did not suit him to be 2 modern

soldier. In the thick, gritty, hideous khaki his subtle physique was

cxtinguished as if he had been killed. In the ugly intimacy of the camp
his thoroughbred sensibilides were just degraded. But he had chosen,
50 he accepted. An ugly linde look came on to his face, of 2 man who
has accepted his own degradation,

In the carly spring Winifred went down to Creckham to be there
when primroses were oo, and the tassels hanging on the hazel-bushes.
She felt something like a reconciliation towards Egbert, now he was
a prisoner in camp most of his days, Joyce was wild with delight at
secing the garden and the common again, afeer the eight or nine months

of London and misery. She was still lame. She still had the irons

up her leg. But she lurched about with a wild, crippled agility.

Egbert came for a week-end, in his gritty, thick, sandpaper khaki
and puttees and the hideous cap. Nay, he looked terrible. And on
his face a slighdy impure look, a litde sore on his lip, as if he had
caten too much or drunk too much or let his blood become a littde
unclean. He was almost uglily healthy, with the camyp life. It did not
suit him.

Winifred waited for him in a little passion of duty and sacrifice,
willing to serve the soldier, if not the man. It only made him feel
alittie more ugly inside. The week-end was torment to him: the memory
of the camp, the knowledge of the life he led there; even the sight of his
own legs in that abhorrent khaki. He feit as if the hideous
cloth went into his blood and made it gritty and dirty. Then Winifred
so ready to serve the.soldier, when she repudiated the man. And the

children running around playing and calling in the rather mincing
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fashion of children who have nurses and governesses and literature
in the family. And Joyce so lame! It had all become unreal to him,
after the camp. It only set his soul on edge. He left at dawn on the

" Monday morning, glad to get back to the realness and vulgarity of

the camp. E

Winifred would never meet him again at the cottage — only in Lon-
don, where the world was with them. But sometimes lic came alone
to Crockham, perhaps when friends were staying there. And then he
would work awhile in his garden. This summer still it would flame with
blue anchusas and big red poppies, the mulleins would sway their soft,
downy erections in the air: he loved mulleing: and the honcysuckle
would stream out scent like memory, when the owl was whooing. Then
he sat by the fire with the friends and with Winifred’s sisters, and they
sang the folk-songs. He put on thin civilian clothes and his charm and
his beauty and the supple dominancy of his body glowed out again. But
Winifred was not there,

At the end of the summer he went to Flanders, into action. He
seemed already to have gone out of life, beyond the pale of life. He
hardly remembered his life any more, being tike 2 man who is going
to take a jump from 2 height, and is only looking to where he must

‘land.

He was twice slightly wounded, in two months. But not enough
to put him off duty for more than a day or two. They were retiring
again, holding the encmy back. He was in the rear — three machine-
guns. The country was all pleasant, war had not yet trampled it. Only
the air scemed shattered, and the land awaiting death. It was 3 small,

unimportant action in which he was engaged.

‘The guns were stationed on a litthe bushy hillock just outside 2
village. But occasionally, it was difficult to say from which direction
came the sharp crackle of rifle-fire, and beyond, the far-off thud of
cannon. The afternoon was wintry and cold.

Ahwm:stoodonalnﬂe:mnphﬁ'omathempoﬁhehddm,
ukmgtheslshtsand giving the aim, calling in a high, tense, mechanical

voice. Out of the sky came the sharp cry of the directions, then the
warningnumbers,dlm‘?ﬂe!’“eshotwent,thcpislonofdlem
sprang back, there was a sharp explosion, and 2 very faint film of
smoke in the air. Then the other two guns fired, and there was a
ull. The officer was unceruain of the enemy’s position. The  thick
clump of horse-chestnut trecs below was without change, Only in the
far distance the sound of heavy firing continued, so far off as 1o give
a sense of peace,
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The gorse bushes on cither hand were dark, but 3 few sparks of
flowers showed yellow. He noticed them almost unconsciously as he
waited, in the hull. He was in his shirt-sleeves, and the air came chill
on his arms. Again his shirt was slit on the shoulders, and the flesh
showed through. He was dirty and unkempt. But his face was quiet,
So many things go out of consciousness before we come to the end
of consciousness.

Before him, below, was the highroad, running between high banks
of grass and gorse. He saw the whitish, muddy tracks and deep scores

_ in the road, where the part of the regiment had retired. Now all was

still. Sounds that came, came from the outside. The place where he
stood was still silent, chill, serene: the white church among the trees
beyond scemed like a thought only.

He moved into a lightning-like mechanical response at the sharp
cry from the officer gverhead. Mechanizm, the pure mechanical action
of obedience at the guns. Pure mechanical action at the guns. It lefi
the soul unburdened, brooding in dark nakedness. In the end, the
soul is alone, brooding on the face of the uncreated flux, as a bird
on a dark sea.

Nothing could be seen but the road, and a crucifix knocked slanting
and the dark, autumnal fields and woods. There appeared three horse-
men on a little eminence, very small, on the crest of a ploughed field.
They were our own men. Of the cnemy, nothing.

The lull continued. Then suddenly came sharp orders, and a new
direction of the guns, and an intense, exciting activity. Yet at the centre
the sou] remained dark and aloof, alonc.

But even so, it was the soul that heard the new sound: the new,
deep ‘papp!” of a gun that seemed to touch right upon the soul. He
kept up the rapid activity at the machine-gun, sweating. But in his
soul was the echo of the new, decp sound, deeper than life.

And in confirmation came the awful faint whisding of a shell, ad-
vancing almost suddenly into a piercing, tearing shrick that would
tear through the membrane of life, He heard it in his ears, but he
heard it also in his soul, in tension. There was relief when the thing
had swung by and struck, away beyond. He heard the hoarseness of
its explosion, and the voice of the soldier calling to the horses. But
he did not turn round to look, He only noticed a twig of holly with
red berries fall like a gift on to the road below.

Not this time, not this time. Whither thou goest I will go.'! Did
be say it to the shell, or to whom? Whither thou goest I will go. Then,
the faint whistling of another shell dewned, and his blond became smakl
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and still to receive it. It drew nearer, like some horrible blast of wind;
his blood lost consciousness, But in the second of suspension he syw
the heavy shell swoop to earth, into the rocky bushes on the right,
and earth and stones poured up into the sky. It was as if he heard go
sound. The earth and stones and fragments of bush fell to earth again,
and there was the sameunchanging peace. The Germans had got theaim,

Would they move now? Would they retire? Yes. The officer wag
giving the last lightning-rapid orders to fire before withdrawing. A
shell passed unnoticed in the rapidity of action. And then, into the
silerice, into the suspense where the soul brooded, finally crashed a
noise and a darkness and a moment’s flaming agony and horror. Ah,
he had seen the dark bird flying towards him, flying home this time.
I one instant life and eternity went up in a conflagration of agony,
then there was a weight of darkness.

When faintly something began to struggle in the darkness, a con-
sciousness of himnself, he was aware of a great load and a danging
sound. To have known the moment of death! And to be forced, before
dying, to review it. So, fate, even in death. :

There was a resounding of pain. [t seemed to sound from the outside
of his consciousness: like a loud bell clanging very necar. Yet he knew
it was himself. He must associate himself with it. After 2 lapse and
& new effort, he identified a pain in his head, 2 large pain that clanged
and resounded. So far he could identify himself with himself. Then
there was a lapse.

After 2 time he scemed 0 wake up again, and waking, to know
that he was at the front, and that he was killed. He did not open
his eyes. Light was not yet his. The clanging pain in his head vang
out the rest of his consciousness, So he lapsed away from conscions-
ness, in unutterable sick sbandon of life.

Bit by bit, like a doom, came the necessity 10 know. He was hit
in the head. It was only a vague surmise at first. But in the swinging
of the pendulum of pain, swinging ever nearer and nearer, to touch
him into an agony of consciousness and a consciousness of agany,
gradually the knowledge emerged — he must be hit in the head - hir
on the left brow; if so, there would be blood — was there blood? ~
could he feel blood in his left eye? Then the clanging scemed to bursy
the membrane of his brain, like death-madness.

Was there blood on his face? Was hot blood flowing? Or was it
dry blood congealing down his cheek? It took him hours cven to ask
the question: time being no more than an agony in darkness, without
imeasurement.
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A long time after he had opened his eyes he realised he was seeing
something — something, something, but the effort to recall what was
too great. No, no; no recall!

Were they the stars in the dark sky? Was it possible it was stars in
the dark sky? Surs? The world? Ah, no, he could not know it! Stars
and the world were gone for him, he closed his eyes. No stars, no
sky, no world, No, No! The thick darkness of blood alone. It should
be one great lapse into the thick darkness of blood in agony.

Death, oh, death! The world all blood, and the blood all writhing
with death. The soul like the tiniest lirtle light out on a dark sea,
the sea of blood. And the light guttering, beating, pulsing in a windless
storm, wishing it could go out, yct unable.

There had been life. There had been Winifred and his children.
But the frail death-agony effort to catch at straws of memory, straws
of life from the past, brought on too great a nausea. No, no! No Wini-
fred, no children. No wetid, no people. Berter the agony of dissolution
ahead than the nausea of the effort backwards. Better the terrible work
should g¢ forward, the dissolving into the black sea of death, in the
extremity of dissolution, thar: that there should be any reaching back
towards life. To forged To forget! Utterly, unterly to forget, in the
great forgetting of death. To break the core and the unit of life, and
to lapse out on the grear darkness. Only that. To break the clue, and
mingle and commingle with the one darkness, without afterwards or
forwards. Let the black sea of death itself solve the problem of fururity.
Let the will of man break and give up.

What was that? A light! A verrible light! Was it figures? Was it
legs of a horse colossal — colossal above him: huge, huge?

The Germans heard a slight noise, and started, 'I‘hen,mtheghm
of a light-bomb, bytbesadeofd!ehenpofeardlthrownnpbytht
shell, they saw the dead face.
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The Horse Dealer’s Daughter

‘WELL, Mabel, and what are you gomg to do with yourself?* asked Joe,
with foolish flippancy. He felt quite safe himself. Without listening
for an answer, he turned aside, worked a grain of tobacco to the tip
of his tongue, and spat it out. He did not carc about anything, since
he felt safe himself,

The three brothers and the sister sat round the desolate breakfast
table, attempting some sort of desultory consultation. The morning’s
post had given the final tap to the family fortunes, and all was over.
The dreary dining-room itsclf, with its heavy mahogany furniture,
{ooked as if it were waiting to be done away with.

But the consultation amounted to nothing. There was a strange
air of incflectuality about the three men, as they sprawled at table,
smoking and reflecting vaguely on their owa condition. The girl was
alone, 2 rather short, sullen-looking young woman of twenty-seven.
She did not share the same life as her brothers, She would have been
good-looking, save for the impassive fixity of her face, ‘bull-dog’, as
her brothers called it.

There was a confused tramping of horses’ feet outside. The three
men all sprawled round in their chairs to watch. Beyond the dark
holly-bushes that separated the strip of lawn from the highroad, they
could see a cavalcade of shire horses swinging out of their own yard,
being taken for exercise. This was the last time. These were the last
horses that would go through their hands. The young men watched
with critical, catious look. They were all frightened at the collapse
of their lives, and the sense of disaster in which they were involved
left them no inner freedom.

Yet they were three fine, well-set fellows cnough. Joe, the eldes,
was a man of thirty-three, broad and handsome in 4 hot, flushed way.
His face was red, he twisted his black moustache over 2 chick finger,
his eyes were shallow and restless. He had a sensual way of uncovering
his teeth when he laughed, and his bearing was stupid. Now he watched
the horses with a glazed look of helpiessness in his cyes, a certain
stupor of downfall.

The great draught-horses swung past. They were tied head to tail,
four of them, and they heaved along to where a lane branched off
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She started, and seemed to shudder. Bue his hand insinuated irself
between her breasts, as she continued to gaze in the fire.

*‘And don’t you think I’ve come back here a-begging,’ he said. ‘I've
more than one thousand pounds to my name, 1 have. And a bit of a
fight for a how-de-do pleases me, that it do. But that doesn’t mean
as you're going to deny as you're my Missis ...

Tickets, Please

THere is in the Midlands a single-line tramway system which boldly
leaves the county town! and plunges off into the black, industrial
countryside, up hill and down dale, through the long ugly villages of
workmen’s houses, over canals and railways, past churches perched
high and nobly over the smoke and shadows, through stark, grimy cold
litthe market-places, tilting away in a rush past cinemas and shops down
to the hollow where the collieries are, then up sgain, past a little rural
church, under the ash trees, on in 3 rush to the terminus, the last Kttle

ugly place of industry, the cold little town that shivers on the edge of -

the wild, gloomy country beyond. There the green and creamy
coloured tram-car seems to pause and purr with curious satisfaction,
But in a few minutes — the clock on the turret of the Cooperative
Wholesale Society’s Shops gives the time — away it starts once more on
the adventure. Again there are the reckless swoops downhill, bouncing
the loops: agein the chilly wait in the hill-top market-place: again
the breathless slithering round the precipitous drop under the church:
again the patient halts at the loops, waiting for the outcoming car:
so0 on and on, for two long hours, till at lagt the city looms beyond the fat
gas-works, the narrow factories draw near, we arc in the sordid streets
of the great town, once more we sidle to a standstill st our terminus,
abashed by the great crimson and cream-coloured city cars, bug still
perky, jaunty, somewhat dare-devil, green as a jaunty sprig of parsley
out of a black colliery garden.

To ride on these cars is always an adventure. Since we are in war-
time, the drivers are men unfit for active service: cripples and hunch-
backs. So they have the spirit of the devil in them. The ride becomes
a steeplechase. Hurray! we have leapt in a clear jump over the canal
bridges — now for the four-lane corner. With a shriek and a trail of
sparks we are clear again. To be sure, a tram often leaps the rails — but
what matter! It sits in a diech till other orams come to haul it oart. It
is quite commion for a car, packed with one solid mass of living people,
to come to a dead halt in the midst of unbroken blackness, the heart
of nowhere on a dark night, and for the driver and the gid conductor
to call, *All get off — car’s on firel’ Instead, however, of rushing out in
a panic, the passengers stolidly teply: ‘Get on — get on! We're not
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coming out. We're stopping where we are. Push on, George.” So till
flames acroally appear.

The reason for this reluctance to dismount is that the nights are
howlingly cold, black, and windswept, and a car is a haven of refuge.
From village to village the miners travel, for a change of cinema, of
girl, of pub. The trams are desperately packed. Who is going to risk
himsclf in the black gulf outside, 10 wait perhaps an hour for another
tram, then to see the forlorn netice ‘Depot Only’, because there is
something wrong! Or to greet a unit of three bright cars all so tight
with people that they sail past with a howl of derision. Trams that
pass in the night.

This, the most dangerous tram-service in England, as the authorities
themselves declare, with pride, is entirely conducted by girls, and
driven by rash young men, a little crippled, or by delicate young men,
who creep forward in terror. The girls are fearless young hussies. In
_ their ugly blue uniform, skirts up to their knees, shapeless old peaked
caps on their heads, they have all the semg-froid® of an old non-

commissioned officer. With a tram packed with howling colliers, roaring*

hymns downstairs and a sort of antiphony of obscenitics upstairs, the
lasses are perfectly at their ease. They pounee on the youths who oy
to evade their ticket-machine. They push off the men at the end of their
distance. They are not going to be done in the eye - not they. They
fear nobody — and cverybody fears them.

‘Hello, Annie!”

‘Hello, Ted?

*Oh, mind my corn, Miss Stone. It’s my belief you've got a hcan
of stone, for you've trod on it again.’

“You should keep it in your pocket,” replics Miss Stone, and she
goces sturdily upstairs in her high boots,

“Tickets, please.”

She is peremptory, suspicious, and ready to hit fiest. She can hold
her own against ten thousand. The step of that tram-car is her
Thermopylac.?

Therefore, there is a certain wild romance aboard these cars — and
in the sturdy bosem of Annie herself. The time for soft romance is
in the morning, between ten o’clock and one, when things are rather
slack: that is, except market-day and Sarurday. Thus Annie has time
to look about her. Then she often hops off her car and into a shop
where she has spied something, while the driver chats in the main
road. There is very good feeling between the girls and the drivers.
Are they not companions in peril, shipmates aboard this carcering
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vessel of 2 tram—car, for ever rocking on the waves of a stormy land.

Then, also, during the casy hours, the inspectors are most in evi-
dence. For some reason, everybody employed in this iram-service is
young: there arc no grey heads. It would not do. Therefore the inspec-
tors are of the right age, and one, the chief, is also good-looking. See
him stand on 2 wet, gloomy morning, in his long oil-skin, his peaked
cap well down over his eyes, waiting to board a car. His face is ruddy,
his small brown moustache is weathered, he has a faint impudent smile.
Fairly tall and agile, even in his waterproof, he springs aboard a car
and greets Annie,

‘Hello, Annie! Keeping the wet out?’

“Trying to.’

There are only two people in the car. Inspecting is soon over. Then
for a long and impudent chat on the foot-board, a good, easy, rwelve-
mile chat.

The inspector’s name is John Thomas Raynor — always called John
Thomas, except sometimes, in malice, Coddy.* His face sets in fury
when he is addressed, from a distance, with this abbreviation. There
is considerable scandal about John Thomas in half a dozen villages.
He Rirts with the girl conductors in the morning, and walks out with
them in the dark night, when they leave their tram-car at the depot.
Of course, the girls quit the service frequently, Then he flirts and
walks out with the newcomer: always providing she is sufficiently
attractive, and that she will consent to walk. It is remarkable, however,
that most of the girls are quite comely, they arc all young, and this
roving life aboard the cat gives them a sailor’s dash and recklessness.
What matter how they behave when the ship is in port. Tomorrow
they will be aboard again.

Annie, however, was something of a Tartar,* and her sharp tongue
had kept John Thomas at arm’s length for many months, Perhaps,
therefore, she liked him all the more: for he always came up smiling,
with impudence. She warched him vanguish one girl, then another.,
She couid tell by the movement of his mouth and eyes, when he flirted
with her in the morning, that he had been walking out with this lass,
or the other, the night before. A fine cock-of-the-walk he was. She
could sum him up preuty well,

In this subte antagonism thcy knew uch other iike old friends,
they were as shrewd with one another almost as man and wife. Bur
Annic had always kept him sufficiently ac arm’s length. Besides, she
had a boy of her own.

The Statutes fair,* however, came in November, at Bestwood. It
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happened that Annic had the Monday night off. It was a drizzling
ugly night, yet shc dressed herseif up and went to the fair ground.
She was alone, but she expected soon to find a pal of some sort.

The roundabouts were vecring round and grinding out their music,
the side shows were making as much commoton as possible. In the
cocoanut shics thete were no cocoanuts, but artificial war-time substi-
tutes, which the lads declared were fastened into the irons. There
was a sad decline in brilliance and luxury. None the less, the ground
was muddy as ever, there was the same crush, the press of faces lighted
up by the flares and the clectric lights, the same smell of naphtha and
a few fried potatoes, and of electricity.

Who should be the first to greet Miss Annie on the show-ground
bur John Thomas. He had a black overcoat buttoned up to his chin,
and a tweed cap pulled down over his brows, his face between was
ruddy and smifing and handy as ever. She knew so well the way his
mouth moved.

She was very glad to have a ‘boy’. To be at the Statutes without 2
fellow was no fun. Instandy, like the gallant he was, he took her on the
Dragons, grim-toothed, round-about switchbacks. 1t was not nearly 5o
exciting asa tram-car actually. But, then, to be seated in a shaking, green
dragon, uplifted above the sea of bubble faces, careering in a rickety
fashion in the lower heavens, whilst John Thomas leaned over her, his
cigatette in his mouth, was after all the right style. She was a plump,
quick, alive little creature. So she was quite excited and happy.

Johnt Thomas made her stay on for the next round. And therefore
she could hardly for shame repulse him when he put his arm round
her and drew her a little nearer to him, in 3 very warm and cuddly
manner. Besides, he was fairly discreet, he kept his movement as
hidden 3s possible. She looked down, and saw that his red, clean hand
was out of sight of the crowd. And they knew cach other so well.
So they warmed up to the fair. .

After the dragons they went on the horses. John Thomas paid each
time, so she could but be compiaisant. He, of course, sat astride on
the outer horse — named *‘Black Bess’ — and she sat sideways, towards

him, on the inner horse - named ‘Wildfire’. But of course John Thomas -

was not going to sit discreetly on ‘Black Bess’, holding the brass bar.
Round they spun and heaved, in the light: And round he swung on
his wooden steed, flinging one leg across her mount, and perilously
tipping up and down, across the space, half lying back, laughing at
her. He was perfectly happy; she was afraid her hat was on one side,
but she was excited.
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He threw quoits on a table, and won for her rwo
hat-pins. And then, hearing the noise of the cmem]:,:,g:’n:zi:ﬂ
another performance, they climbed the boards and went in.

Of course, during these performances pitch darkness falls from time
to time, when the machine goes wrong. Then there is 3 wild whooping,
and a loud smacking of simulated kisscs. In these moments John
Thomas drew Annic towards him. After all, he had 3 wonderfully
warm, cosy way of holding a girl with his arm, he seemed to make
such a r.nice fir. And, after all, it was pleasant to be so held: so0 very
comforting and cosy and nice. He leaned over het and she felt his
breath on her hair; she knew he wanted to kiss her on the lips. And,
after all, he was so warm and she fitted in to him so sofily. After
all, she wanted him to touch her lips.

But the light sprang up; she also started electrically, and put her
hat straight. He left his arm lying nonchalantly behind her. Well, it
was fun, it was exciting to be at the Statutes with John Thomas.

Whenthechmawasoverdnywmtforaullamdnedark,
damp fields. He had all the ans of love-making. He was especially
good at holding a girl, when he sat with her on 2 stile in the black,
drizzling darkness. He scemed to be holding her in space, aguinst his
own warmth and gratification. And hiskissesmsofta;:dslowand
searching.

So Annie walked out with John Thomas, though she kept her
boydmglhrginthedimnu.Someofﬂtemmﬁkdnsc?:beh:;;
But there, you must take things as you find them, in this life.

There was no mistake about it, Annic liked John Thomas a good

deal. She felt so rich and warm in herself whenever he was near. And
John Thomas really liked Annic, more than usual, The soft, melting
way in which she could flow into a fellow, as if she melted into his
very bones, was something rare and good. He fully appreciated this.
) l_3ut with 3 developing acquaintance there began a developing
intimacy. Annic wanted to consider him a person, 2 man; she wanted
to take an intelligent interest in him, and to have an intelligent re-
sponse. She did no¢ want 2 mere nocturnal which was what
he was so far. And she prided herself that he could not leave her.

Here she made a mistake. John Thomas intended to remain a noc-
rurnal presence; he had no idea of becoming an all-round individual
to her. When she started to take an incelligent interest in him and
his lifc and his character, he shecred off. He hated intelligent
interest. And he knew that the only way to stop it was to avoid it.
The possessive female was aroused in Annie. So he left her.
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It is no use sayi shcwasnotsurprised.Shewasatﬁmstartl?d,
thrown out ofhzrmgount. For she had been so very sure oflwldn'\g
him. For 2 whilc she was staggered, and everything became uncertain
to her. Then she wept with fury, indignation, desolation, and misery.
Then she had a spasm of despair. And then, when he came, still im-
pudently, on te her car, still familiar, but letting her sec by the move-
ment of his hesd that he had gone away to somebody clse _for the
time being, and was enjoying pastures new, then she determined to
have her own back.

She had a very shrewd idea what girls John Thotnas had taken
out. She went to Nora Purdy. Nora was a tall, rather pale, but well-
built girl, with beautiful yellow hair. She was rather secretive.

‘Hey!’ said Annie, accosting her; then softly, ‘Who’s John _Thomas
on with now?’ iN

‘I don’t know,’ said Nora. ) )

‘Why tha does,’ said Annie, ironically lapsing into dialect. “Tha
knows as well as 1 do.’ ,

‘Well, 1 do then,” said Nora. ‘It isn’t me, so don’t bother.

‘Ie’s Cissy Meakin, isn’t it?’

‘It is, for all [ know.’ o

'l-Ial::i’t he got a face on him! said Annie. ‘I don’t half like his
cheek. I could knock him off the foot-board when he comes round
atme.’ :

‘He’ll get d -on one of these days,’ said Nora.

‘Ay, h?:e:rill'?l;pl::n somebody makes up their mind to drop it on
him. I should like to see him taken down a peg or two, shouldn’t you?

‘1 shouldn’t mind,” said Nora. . -

‘You've got quite as much cause to as 1 have,” said Annie. ‘But
we'll drop on him one of thesc days, my girl. What? Don’t you wan
to¥’ .

‘I don’t mind,’ said Nora. )
But as a maner of fact, Nora was much more vindictive than Annie.

One by onc Annic went the round of the old ﬂa:ma. 'It 50 hap-

pened that Cissy Meakin left the tramway service in quite a short
time. Her mother made her leave. Then John Thomas was on the
gui-vive.” He cast his. eyes over his ofd flock. And his eyes lighted

on Annic, He thought she would be safe now. Besides, he liked her.

She arranged to walk home with him on Sunday nightf. It so hap-
pened that her car would be in the depdt at half-past nine: the last
car would come in at 10.15. So John Thomas was to wait for.her there,

At the depdt the girls had a little waiting-room of their own. It

Tickets, Please 295

was quite rough, but cosy, with a fire and an oven and a mirror, and

table and wooden chairs. The half dozen girls who knew John Thomas
only 100 well had arranged to take service this Sunday afternoon. So,
as the cars began ¢o come in, carly, the girls dropped into the waiting-
room. And instead of hurrying off home, they sat around the fire
and had a cup of tea. Outside was the darkness and lawlessness of
war-time. \

John Thomas came on the car afeer Annie, at about a quarter to
ten. He poked his head easily into the girls’ waiting-room.

‘Prayer-meeting?’ he asked.

“Ay,” said Laura Sharp. ‘Ladies only.’

‘That’s me!” said John Thomas. It was one of his favourite excla-

- mations.

*Shut the door, boy,” said Muriel Baggaley.

‘On which side of me?" said John Thomas.

‘Which tha likes,’ said Polly Birkin.

He had come in and closed the door behind him. The girls moved
in their circle, 10 make a place for him near the fire. He took off
his great-coar and pushed back his hat.

*Who handles the teapot?’ he said.

Nora Purdy silently poured him out a cup of tea.

‘Want a bit 0’ my bread and drippin’® said Muricl Baggaley to
him.

*Ay, give us a bit,’

And he began to eat his picce of bread.

“There’s no place like home, girls,’ he said. '

They all Jooked at him as he uttered this piece of impudence. He
seemed to be sunning himself in the presence of so many damsels.

‘Especially if you’re not afraid to go home in the dark,’ said Laura

p.

‘Me! By myself I am.”

They sac till they heard the last tram come in. In a few minutes
Emma Houselay entered.

‘Come on, my old duck?” cried Polly Birkin,

‘It is perishing,” said Emma, holding her fingers to the fire,

‘But ~ I'm afraid to, go home in, the dark,” sang Laura Sharp,

the tune having got into her mind.

‘Who’re you going wich to-night, John Thomas?’ asked Muriel Bag-
galey, coolly. .

“To-night?’ said John Thomas. ‘Oh, I'm going home by myself
to-night - all on my lonely-0.’
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“That's me!" said Nora Purdy, using his own ejaculation.

The girls langhed shrilly.

*Me as well, Nora,” said John Thomas.

‘Don’t know what you mean,’ said Laura,

“Yes, I'm toddling,’ smdhe,nsmgaadreodimgforhisoumoat.

‘Nay,’ said Polly. ‘We're all here waiting for you.’

“We’ve got to be up in good time in the morning,’ he said, in the
benevolent official manner.

They all laughed.

‘Nay,’ said Muriel. ‘Don’t leave us all lonely, John Thomas. Take
m!'

‘I"ll take the lot, if you like,’ he responded gallandy.

“That you won’t, either,’ said Muricl. “Two’s company; seven’s too
much of a good thing.’

‘Nay ~ take onc,” said Laura. ‘Fair and square, all above board,
and say which.’

‘Ay,’ cried Anme,spuhngfortheﬁrstum ‘Pick, John Thomas;
let’s hear thee.’

‘Nay,’ he said. ‘P'm going home quiet to-night. Fecling good, for

. once.”

‘Whereabouts?” said Annie. “Take a good ’un, then. But tha'’s got
to take one of us!’

‘Nay, how can I take one,” he said, laughing uneasily. ‘1 don’t want
to make enemies.”

‘You'd only make one, said Annie.

“The chosen one,’ added Laura.

‘Ch, my! Who said girls!” exclaimed John Thonus, again turning,
as if to escape. *Well — good-night.’

‘Nay, you’ve got to make your pick,” said Muricl. “Turn your face
to the wall, and say which one touches you. Go on — we shall only
]tlsttouchyourbwk onc of us. Go on - turn your face to the wall,
and don’t look, and say which one touches you.’

He was uneasy, mistrusting them. Yet he had not the courage to
bresk away. Thcypushedhnntoamllmdstoodh:md\ercmdi
his face to it. Behind his back they all grimaced, uttermg He looked
s0 comical. He looked around uneasily.

‘Go on!” he cried.

*You're looking — you're looking!” they shoured.

He turned his head away. And suddenly, with a movement like a swifi
cat, Annie went forward and fetched him a box on the side of the head
that sent his cap flying and himself staggering. He suarted round.
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But at Annie’s signal they all flew at him, slapping him, pinching
him, puiling his hair, though more in fun than in spite or anger. He,
however, saw red. His blue eyes flamed with strange fear as well as
fury, and he butted through the girls to the door. It was locked. He
wrenched at it. Roused, alert, the girls stood round and looked at
him. He faced them, at bay. At that moment they were rather horrify-
ing to him, as they stood in their short uniforms. He was distinctly
afraid.

*Come on, John Thomas! Come on! Choose!’ said Annie.

“What are you after? Open the door,” he said.

‘We shan’t — not till you've chosen!’ said Muriel.

*Chosen what?’ he said.

‘Chosen the one you're going to marry,’ she replied.

He hesitated a moment.

‘Open the blasted door,” he said, ‘and get back to your senses.’
He spoke with official authority.

“You've got to choose! cried the girls.

‘Come on! cried Annie, looking him in the eye. ‘Come on! Come
onl’

He went forward, rather vaguely. She had taken off her belt, and
swinging it, she fetched himn a sharp blow over the head with the
buckle end. He sprang and seized her. But immediately the other girls
rushed upon him, pulling and tearing and beating him. Their blood
was now thoroughly up. He was their sport now. They were going
to have their own back, out of him. Strange, wild creatures, they hung
on him and rushed at him to bear him down. His tunic was torn
right up the back, Nora had hold at the back of his collar, and was
actually strangling him. Luckily the button burst. He struggled in
a wild frenzy of fyry and terror, almost mad terror. His tunic was
simply torn off his back, his shirt-sleeves were torn away, his arms
were naked. The girls rushed at him, clenched their hands on him
and pulled at him: or they rushed at him and pushed him, butted
him with all their might: or they struck him wild blows. He ducked
and cringed and struck sideways. They became more intense.

At last he was down. They rushed on him, knecling on him. He
had neither breath nor strength to move. His face was bleeding with
a long scratch, his brow was bruised.

Annie knele on him, the other girls knelt and hung on to him., Their
faces were flushed, their hair wild, their cyes glittering strangely, He
lay at last quite saill, with face averted, a5 an animal lies when it is
defeated and at the mercy of the captor. Sometimes his eye glanced
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back at the wild faces of the girls. His breast rose heavily, his wrists
were torn.

‘Now, then, my fellow!” gasped Annie at length. ‘Now then —
now -’

At the sound of her terrifying, cold triumph, he suddenly started
to struggle as an animal might, but the girls threw themselves upon
him with unnatural strength and power, forcing him down.

‘Yes — now, then! gasped Annie at length.

And there was a dead silence, in which the thud of heart-beating
was to be heard. It was a suspense of pure silence in every soul.

‘Now you know where you are,’ said Annie.

The sight of his white, bare arm maddened the girls. He lay in
a kind of trance of fear and antagonism. They felt themselves filled
with supernatural strength.

Suddenly Polly started to laugh — to giggle .wildly — helplessly —
and Emma and Muriel joined in. But Annie and Nora and Laura
remained the same, tense, watchful, with gleaming eyes. He winced
away from these eyes.

‘Yes,” said Annie, in a curious low tone, secret and deadly. ‘Yes!
You’ve got it now! You know what you’ve done, don’t you? You know
what you’ve done.’

He made no sound nor sign, but lay with bright, averted eyes, and
averted, bleeding face.

“You ought to be killed, that’s what you ought,’ said Annie, tensely.
‘You ought to be killed.’ And there was a terrifying lust in her voice.

Polly was ceasing to laugh, and giving long-drawn Oh-h-hs and
sighs as she came to herself. '

‘He’s got to choose,’ she said vaguely.

‘Ch, yes, he has,’ said Laura, with vindictive decision.

‘Do you hear — do you hear?’ said Annie. And with a sharp move-
ment, that made him wince, she turned his face to her.

‘Do you hear?’ she repeated, shaking him.

But he was quite dumb. She fetched him a sharp slap on the face.
He started, and his eyes widened. Then his face darkened with
defiance, after all.

‘Do you hear?’ she repeated.

He only looked at her with hostile eyes.

‘Speak!’ she said, putting her face devilishly near his.

‘What?’ he said, almost overcome.

‘You’ve got to choose!’ she cried, as if it were some terrible menace,
and as if it hurt her that she could not exact more.
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‘What?’ he said, in fear.

‘Choose your girl, Coddy. You've got to choose her now. And you'll
get your neck broken if you play any more of your tricks, my boy.
You’re settied now.’

There was a pause. Again he averted his face. He was cunning in
his overthrow. He did not give in to them really — no, not if they
tore him to bits.

‘All right, then,’ he said, ‘I choose Annie.” His voice was strange
and full of malice. Annie let go of him as if he had been a hot coal.

‘He’s chosen Annie!’ said the girls in chorus.

‘Me!’ cried Annie. She was still kneeling, but away from him. He was
still lying prostrate, with averted face. The girls grouped uneasily around.

‘Me!’ repeated Annie, with a terrible bitter accent.

Then she got up, drawing away from him with strange disgust and
bitterness.

‘T wouldn’t touch him,’ she said.

But her face quivered with a kind of agony, she seemed as if she
would fall. The other girls turned aside. He remained lying on the
floor, with his torn clothes and bleeding, averted face.

‘Oh, if he's chosen —’ said Polly.

‘I don’t want him — he can choose again,” said Annie, with the
same rather bitter hopelessness.

‘Get up,’ said Polly, lifting his shoulder. ‘Get up.’

He rose slowly, a strange, ragged, dazed creature. The girls eyed
him from a distance, curiously, furtively, dangerously.

‘Who wants him?’ cried Laura, roughly.

‘Nobody,’ they answered, with contempt. Yet cach one of them
waited for him to look at her, hoped he would look at her. All except
Annie, and something was broken in her.

He, however, kept his face closed and averted from them all. There
was a silence of the end. He picked up the torn pieces of his tunic,
without knowing what to do with them. The girls stood about uneasily,
flushed, panting, tidying their hair and their dress unconsciously, and
watching him. He looked at none of them. He espied his cap in a
corner, and went and picked it up. He put it on his head, and onc
of the girls burst into a shrill, hysteric laugh at the sight he presented.
He, however, took no heed, but went straight to where his overcoat
hung on a peg. The girls moved away from contact with him as if
he had been an electric wire. He put on his coat and buttoned it down.
Then he rolled his tunic-rags into a bundle, and stood before the
locked door, dumbly.
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*Open the door, somebody,’ said Laura.

‘Annie’s got the key,” said one.

Annie silently offered the key to the girls. Nora unlocked the door.

“Tit for tat, old man,’ she said. ‘Show yourself a man, and don’t
beat a grudge.’

But without a word or sign he had opened the door and his
face closed, his head dropped. sones

“That"ll learn him,’ said Laura.

‘Coddy!’ said Nora,

‘Shut up, for God’s sake!” cried Annie ficrcely, as if in torture.

‘Well, I'm about ready to go, Polly. Look sharp! said Muriel.

The girls were all anxious to be off. They were tidying themselves
hurricdly, with mute, stupified faces.

The Blind Man

IsaBEL PERVIN was listening for two sounds — for the sound of wheels
on the drive outside and for the noise of her husband’s footsteps in
the hall. Her dearest and oldest friend, a man who seemed almost
indispensable to her living, would drive up in the rainy dusk of the
closing November day. The trap had gone to fetch him from the
station. And her husband, who had been blinded in Flanders, and
who had a disfiguring mark on his brow, would be coming in from
the out-houses.

He had been home for 3 year now. He was totally blind. Yet they
had been very happy. The Grange was Maurice’s own place. The
back was 3 farmstead, and the Wernhams, who occupied the rear
premises, acted as farmers. Isabel lived with her husband in the hand-
some rooms in front, She and he had been almost entirety alone to-
gether since he was wounded. They wlked and sang and read together
in a wondetful and unspeakable intimacy. Then she reviewed books
for a Scottish newspaper, carrying on her old interest, and he occupied
himself a good deal with the farm. Sightless, he could stll discuss
cverything with Wernham, and he could also do a good deal of work
about the place — menial work, it is true, but it gave him satisfaction.

. He milked the cows, carried in the pails, turned the separator, attended

to the pigs and horses. Life was still very full and saangely serene

-for the blind man, peaceful with the almost incomprehensible peace

of immediate contact in darkness. With his wife he had a whole world,
rich and reai and invisible.

They were newly and remotcly happy. He did not even regret the
loss of his sight in these times of dark, palpable joy. A certain exultance
swelled his soul.

But as time wore on, sometimes the rich glamour would leave them.
Sometimes, after months of this intensity, a sense of burden overcame
Isabel, 2 weariness, a terrible emmss, in that silent house approached
between a colonnade of wall-shaftcd pines. Then she feit she would
go mad, for she could not bear it. And sometimes he had devastating
fits of depression, which seemed to lay waste his whole being. It was
worse than depression — a black misery, when his own life was a torture
to him, and when his presence was unbearable to his wife. The dread




W A

o L

390 The Border Line

magnesium ribbon, away on the plain. Across was the Russian Chapel;
below, on the left, the town, and the Lichtenthal.'® No more gamblers,
no more cosmopolitan play. Evening and the dark round hills going
lonely, snow on the Merkur hill.

Mercury! Hermes!!! The messenger! Even as she thought it, stand-
ing there on the wall, Alen came along and stood beside her, and
she felt at ease. The two men down below were looking up at her.
They watched in silence, not knowing the way up. They were in the
cold shadow of the hall below. A little, lingering sun, reddish, caught
her where she was, above.

Again, for the last time, she looked over the land: the sun sinking
below the Rhine, the hills of Germany this side, and the frozen still-
ness of the winter afternoon. *Yes, let us go,’ she heard the elder man's
voice. “We are hardly men or women any more. We are more like
the men and women who have drunk in this hall, living after our
day.’ :

‘Only we cat and smile still, and the men want the women still.’

‘No! No! A man forgets his trouser-lining when he sees the ghost
and the woman together.’

The two tramps turned and departed, heavy-shod, up the hill.

Katherine felt Alan’s touch on her arm, and she climbed down from
the old, broken castle. He led her through the woods, past the red
rocks. The sun had sunk, the trees were blue. He lingered again under
a great pine-tree, in the shadow. And again, as he pressed her fast,
and pressed his cold face against her, it was as if the wood of the
trec itself were growing round her, the hard, live wood compressing
and aimost devouring her, the sharp needles brushing her face, the
limbs of the living tree enveloping her, crushing her in the Jast, final
ecstasy of submission, squeezing from her the last drop of her passion,
like the cold, white berries of the mistletoe on the Tree of Life.

The Woman Who Rode Away

SHE had chought that this martiage, of all marriages, would be an
adventure. Not that the man himself was cxactly magical to her. A
little, wiry, twisted fellow, twenty years older than herself, with brown
cyes and greying hair, who had come 0 America a scrap of a wastrel,
from Holland, years ago, as a tiny boy, and from the gold-mines of
the west had been kicked south into Mexico, and now was more or
less rich, owning silver-mines in the wilds of the Sierra Madre: it
was obvious that the adventure lay in his circumstances, rather than
his person. But he was still a little dynamo of encrgy, in spite of ac-
cidents survived, and what he had accomplished he had accomplished
alone. One of those buman oddments there is no accounting for.

When she actually saw what he had accomplished, her heart quailed.
Great green—covered, unbroken mountain-hills, and in the midst of
the lifeless isolation, the sharp pinkish mounds of the dried mud from
the silver-works. Under the nakedness of the works, the walled-in,
one-storey adobe house, with its garden inside, and its deep inner
verandah with tropical climbers on the sides. And when you looked
up from this shut-in flowered patio, you saw the huge pink cone of
the silver-mud refuse, and the machinery of the extracting plant against
heaven above. No more.

To be sure, the great wooden doors were often open. And then
she could stand outside, in the vast open world. And see great, void,
tree~clad hills piling behind one another, from nowhere into nowhere,
They were green in autumn time. For the rest, pinkish, stark dry,
and abstract.

And in his battered Ford car her husband would take her into the
dead, thrice-dead little Spanish town forgotten among the mountains.
The great, sundried dead church, the dead portales, the hopeless
covered market-place, where, the first time she went, she saw a dead
dog lying between the meat stalls and the vegetable array, stretched
out as if for ever, nobody troubling to throw it away. Deadness within
deadness. .

Everybody feebly talking silver, and showing bits of ore. But silver
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was at a standstill, The great war came and went. Silver was a dead
market. Her husband’s mines were closed down. But she and he lived
on in the adobe house under the works, among the flowers that were
never very flowery to her.

She had two children, a boy and a girl. And her ¢ldest, the boy,
was nearly ten years old before she aroused from her stupor of sub-

jected amazement. She was now thirty-three, a large, blue-eyed, dazed

woman, beginning to grow stout. Her litte, wiry, tough, twisted,
brown-cyed husband was fifty-three, 2 man as tough as wire, tenacious
as wire, still full of energy, but dimmed by the lapse of silver from
the market, and by some curious inaccessibility on his wife’s part.

He was 2 man of principles, and a good husband. In a way, he
doted on her. He never quite got over his dazzled admiration of her.
But essentially, he was still a bachelor. He had been thrown out on the
world, a little bachelor, at the age of ten. When he married he was over
forty, and had enough money to marry on. But his capital was all a
bachelor’s. He was boss of his own works, and marriage was the last
and most intimate bit of his own works.

He admired his wife to extinction, he admired her body, all her
points. And she was to him a2lways the rather dazzling Californian
girl from Berkeley, whom he had first known. Like any sheik, he kept
her guarded among those mountains of Chihuahua. He was jealous
of her as he was of his silver-mine: and that is saying a lot.

At thirty-threc she really was still the girl from Berkeley, in all
but physique. Her conscious development had stopped mysteriously
with her marriage, completely arrested. Her husband had never
become real to her, neither mentally nor physically. In spite of his
late sort of passion for her, he never meant anything to her, physi-
cally. Only morally he swayed her, downed her, kept her in an in-
vincible slavery.

So the years went by, in the adobe house strung round the sunny
patio, with the silver-works overhead. Her husband was never still.
When the silver went dead, he ran a ranch lower down, some twenty
miles away, and raised pure-bred hogs, splendid creatures. At the same
time, he hated pigs. He was a squeamish waif of an idealist, and really
hated the physical side of life. He lovetl work, work, work, and making
things, His marriage, his children, were something he was making,
part of his business, but with 2 sentimental income this time.

Gradually her nerves began to go wrong: she must get out. She
must get out. So he took her to El Paso for three months. And at
least it was the United States.
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But he kept his spell over her. The three months ended: back she
was, just the same, in her adobe house among those eternal green
or pinky-brown hills, void as only the undiscovered is void. She taught
her children, she supervised the Mexican boys who were her servants.
And sometimes her husband brought visitors, Spaniards or Mexicans
or occasionally white men.

He really loved to have white men staying on the place. Yet he
had not a moment’s peace when they were chere. It was as if his wife
were some peculiar secret vein of ore in his mines, which no one must
be aware of except himself. And she was fascinated by the young
gentlemen, mining engineers, who were his guests at times. He, too
was fascinated by a real gentleman. But he was an old-timer miner

" with a wife, and if a gentleman looked at his wife, he felt as if his

mine were being looted, the secrets of it pryed out.

1t was onc of these young gentlemen who put the idea into her mind.
They were all standing outside the great wooden doors of the patio,
looking at the outer world. The eternal, motionless hills were all green,
it was September, after the rains. There was no sign of anything,
save the deserted mine, the deserted works, and a bunch of half-
deserted miner’s dwellings.

‘I wonder,” said the young man, ‘what there is behind those great
blank hills.’

‘More hills,' said Lederman. ‘If you go that way, Sonora and the
coast. This way is the desert — you came: from there — And the other
way, hills and mountains.’

“Yes, but what fves in the hills and mountains? Surefy there is some-
thing wonderﬁ.ll? It looks se like nowhere on earth: like being on the
moon,’

“There’s plenty of game, :fyou want to shoot. And Indians, if you
call shem wonderful’

‘Wild ones?’

‘Wild enough.’

‘But friendly?’

It depends. Some of them are quite wild, and they don’t let any-
body near. They Lill a missionary at sight. And where a missionary
can’t get, nobody can.’

‘But what docs the government say?’

“They're so far from everywhere, the government leaves *em alone.
And they’re wily; if they think chere’ll be wouble, they send a dele-
gation to Chihuahua and make a formal submission. The government
is glad to leave it at that,’
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‘And do they live quite wild, with their own savage customs and
religion?” '

*Oh, yes. They use nothing but bows and arrows. I've seen them
in town, in the Plaza, with funny sort of hats with lowers round them,
and a bow in one hand, quite naked except for a sort of shirt, even
in cold weather — striding round with their savage’s bare legs.”’

‘But don’t you suppose it’s wonderful, up there in their secret vil-
tages?

‘No. What would there be wonderful about ic? Savages are savages,
and al} savages behave more or less alike: rather low-down and dirty,
unsanitary, with a few cunning tricks, and struggling to get enough
to eat.’

‘But surely they have old, old religions and mysteries — it mwus? be
wonderful, surely it must.’ '

‘I don’t know about mystcries — howling and heathen practices,

more or less indecent. No, 1 sec nothing wonderful in that kind of
stuff. And 1 wonder that you should, when you have lived in London
or Paris or New York -

‘Ah, everybody lives-in London or Paris or New York” — said the
young man, as if this were an argument. '

And his peculiar vague enthusiasm for unknown Indians found a
full echo in the woman’s heart. She was overcome by a foolish romanti-
cism more unreal than a girl’s. She felt it was her destiny to wander
into the secret haunts of these timeless, mysterious, marveilous Indians
of the mountains.

She kept her secret. The young man was departing, her husband
was going with him down to Torreon, on business: — would be away
for some days. But before the departure, she made her husband talk
about the Indians: about the wandering tribes, resembling the Navajo,
who were still wandering free; and the Yaquis of Sonora: and the
different groups in the different valleys of Chihuahua State.

There was supposed to be one tribe, the Chilchuis, living in a high
valley to the south, who were the sacred tribe of all the Indians. The
descendants of Montezuma and of the old -Aztec or Totonac kings'
still lived among them, and the old priests stll kept up the ancient
religion, and offered human sacrifices — 50 it was said. Some scientists
had been to the Chilchui country, and had come back gaunt and
exhausted with hunger and bitter privation, bringing various curious,
barbaric objects of worship, but having secen nothing cxtra-
ordinary in the hungry, stark village of savages. .

Though Lederman talked in this off-hand way, it was obvious he
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feltso!neofdlewlprexcitememattheideaofancientand
mysterious savages.

‘How far away are they? she asked.

‘Oh — three days on horseback - past Cuchitee and a little lake
there is up there.’

Her husband and the young man departed. The woman made her
crazy plans. Of late, to break the monotony of her life, she had
harassed her husband into letting her go riding with him, occasionally,
on horscback. She was never allowed to go out alone. The country
truly was not safe, lawless and crude.

But she had her own horse, and she dreamed of being frec as she
had been 22 2 girl, among the hills of California.

] Her daughter, nine years old, was now in 2 tiny convent in the
little half-deserted Spanish mining-town five miles away.

i ‘Manuel,” said the woman to her house-servant, ‘I'm going to
ride to the convent to see Margarita, and take her a few things.
Perhaps 1 shall stay the night in the convent. You look after Freddy
and see everything is all'right till I come back.’

‘Shall 1 ride with you on the master’s horse, or shall Juan?’ asked
the servant. :

‘Neither of you. I shall.go alone.”

_ The young man looked her in the eyes, in protest. Absolutely
impossible that the woman should ride alone!

‘Idlfllgonlone,‘nputedthehmphcid-aeming, fair-
complexioned woman, with peculiar overbearing emphasis. And the
man silently, unhappily yielded.

‘Why are you going alone, mother?” asked her son, a5 she made up

parcels of food.

_‘Amlmmbeletalone?Notmemmnentofmylife?'shecried.
ylthwddene:plmionofmy.ﬁndduclﬁld.ﬁkedwsmmt,shnnk
into silence.

She set off without 2 qualm, riding astride on her strong roan horse,
and wearing a riding suit of coarse linen, a riding skirt over
her linen breeches, a scarlet neck-tie over her white blouse, and a black
fele hat on her head. She had food in her saddle-bags, an army
canteen with water, and a large, native blanket tied on behind the
saddle. Peering into the distance, she set off from her home. Manuel
and the lictle boy stood in the gateway to watch her go. She did not
even turn to wave them farewell,

But when she had ridden about a mile, she lefi the wild road and
ook a small trail to the right, that led into another valley,
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over steep places and past great trees, and through another deserted
mining-settlement. It was September, the water was running freely in
the little stream that had fed the now-abandoned mine. She got down
to drink, and let the horse drink too.

She saw natives coming through the trees, away up the slope. They
had seen her, and were watching her closely. She watched in turn. The
three people, two women and a youth, were making a wide détour, so
as not to come too close to her, She did not care. Mounting, she
trotted ahead up the silent valley, beyond the silver-works, beyond
any trace of mining. There was still a2 rough trail, that led over
rocks and loose stones into the valley beyond. This trail she had al-
ready ridden, with her husband. Beyond that she knew she must go
south.

Curiously she was not afraid, although it was a frightening country,
the silent, fatal-secming mountain-slopes, the oocasional distant, sus-
picious, elusive natives among the trees, the great carrion birds
occasionally hovering, like great flies, in the distance, over some carrion
or some ranch house or some group of huts.

As she climbed, the trecs shrank and the trail ran through a thorny

scrub, that was trailed over with blue convolvulus and an occasional
pink creeper. Then these Aowers lapsed. She was ncaring the pine-
trecs.
She was over the crest, and before her another silent, void, green-
clad valley. It was past midday. Her horse turned to a little runlet of
water, so she got down to eat her midday meal. She sat in silence
looking at the motionless unliving valley, and at the sharp-peaked hills,
rising higher to rock and pine-trees, southwards. She rested two hours
in the heat of the day, while the horse cropped around her,

Curious that she ‘was neither afraid nor lonely. Indeed, the lone-
liness was like a drink of cold water to one who is very thirsty. And
a strange clation sustained her from within,

She travelled on, and camped at night in a valley beside a stream,
deep among the bushes. She had scen cattle and had crossed several
trails. There must be a-ranch not far off. She heard the strange
wailing shrick of 2 mountain-lion, and the answer of dogs. But she sat
by her smali camp fire in a secret holiow place and was not really
afraid. She was buoyed up always by the curious, bubbling elation
within her.

It was very cold before dawn. She lay wrapped in her blanket
looking at the strs, listening to her horse shivering, and fecling
tike 2 woman who has died and passed beyond. She was not sure
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that she had not heard, during the night, a great crash at the centre
of herself, which was the crash of her own death. Or else it was
a crash at the centre of the earth, and meant something big and
mysterious.

With the first pecp of light she got up, numb with cold, and made
a fire. She ate hastily, gave her horse some pieces of oil-seed cake, and
set off again. She avoided any meeting - and since she met nobody,
it was evident that she in tarn was avoided. She came at last in sight
of the village of Cuchitee, with its black houses with their reddish roofs,
a sombre, dreary little cluster below another silent, long-abandoned
mine. And beyond, a long, great mountain-side, rising up green and
light to the darker, shaggier green of pine trees. And beyond the pine
trees stretches of naked rock against the sky, rock slashed already and
brindled with white stripes of snow. High up, the new snow had
already begun to fall.

And now, as she neared, more or less, her destination, she
to go vague and disheartened. She had passed the litde lake among
yellowing aspen trees whose white trunks were round and suave like
the white round arms of some woman. What 2 lovely place! In
California she would have raved about it. But here she looked and
saw that it was lovely, but she didn’t care. She was weary and
spent with her two nights in the open, and aftaid of the coming
night. She didn’t know where she was going, or what she was going for.
Her hotse plodded dejectedly on, towards that immense and for-
bidding mountasin-slope, following a stony little rail. And if she
had had any will of her own lefi, she would have wrned back, to the -
village, to be protected and sent home to her husband.

But she had no will of her own. Her horse splashed through a
brook, and turned up a valley, under immense yellowing cotton-wood
trees. She must have been near nine thousand feet above sea-level,
and her head was light with the altitude and with weariness. Beyond
the cotton-wood trees she could see, on cach side, the steep sides of
mountain-slopes hemming her in, sharp-plumaged with overlapping
aspen, and, higher up, with sprouting, pointed spruce and pine tree.
Her horse went on automatically. In this tight valley, on this slight trail,
there was nowhere to go but ahead, climbing.

Suddenly her horse jumped, and three men in dark blankets were
on the trail before her,

‘Adios! came the greeting, in the full, restrained Indian voice.

*Adios!’ she replied, in her assured, American woman's voice.

“Where are you going?’ came the quiet question, in Spanish.




108 The Woman Whe Rode Away

The men in the dark sarapes had come closer, and were looking up
at her.

‘On ahead,’ she replied coolly, in her hard, Saxon Spanish.

These were just natives to her: dark-faced, strongly-built men in
dark sarapes and straw hats. They would have been the same as the
men who worked for her husband, except, strangely, for the long black
hair that fell over cheir shoulders. She noted this long black hair with
a certain distaste, These must be the wild Indians she had come to
see.
‘“Where do you come from?” the same man asked, It was always the
onc man who spoke. He was young, with quick, large, bright black
eyes that glanced sideways at her. He had a soft black moustache on his
dark face, and a sparse tuft of beard, loose hairs on his chin. His long
black hair, full of jife, hung unrestrained on his shoulders, Dark as
he was, he did not look as if he had washed lately.

His two companions were the same, but dlder men, powerful and
silent. One had a thin black line of moustache, buc was beardless.
The other had the smooth cheeks and the sparse dark hairs marking the
lines of his chin with the beard characteristic of the Indians.

‘I come from far away,’ she replied, with half-jocular evasion.

This was received in silence.

‘But where do you live?" asked the young man, with that same guiet
insistence.

*In the north,’ she replied airily.

Again there was 2 moment’s silence. The young man conversed
quiedy, in Indian, with his two companions.

‘Where do you want to go, up this way?” he asked suddenly,
with challenge and authority, pointing briefly up the trail.

‘To the Chilchui Indians,” answered the woman laconically.

The young man looked at her. His cyes were quick and black,
and inhuman. He saw, in the full evening light, the faint sub-smile of
assurance on her rather large, calm, fresh-complexioned face; the
weary, biuish lines under her large blue eyes; and in her eyes, as
she looked down at him, a half-childish, half-arrogant confidence
in her own female power. But in her eyes also, a curious look of
trance.

*Usted es Sesiora? You are 2 lady?’ the Indian asked her.
“Yes, | am a lady,’ she replied complacently.

‘With a family? :

“With 2 husband and two children, boy and girl,” she said.
The Indian turned to his companions and translated, in the low,
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gurgling speech, like hidden water running. They were evidendly at
loss

“Where is your husband?’ asked the young man.
. w‘:]]:? knows?’ she replied airily. ‘He has gone away on busino;s for
The black eyes watched her shrewdly. She, for all her

smiled faindy in the pride of her own adventure and ttheanness,

assurance

-ofherownwomanhood,andthespellofthemadmssdutwasonhe,

*And what do you want to do?’ the Indian asked her,

‘I want to visit the Chilchui Indians - to see their houges
know their gods,” she replied. and to

The young man marned and translated quickly, and there was
silence almost of consternation. The grave clder men were glancin, M
her sideways, with strange looks, from under their decorated hags Ag:dt
they said something to the young man, in decp chest voices,

The larter still hesitated. Then he turmed to the woman,

‘Good! he szid. *Let us go. But we cannot arrive un) morre
Woe shall have to make a camp to-nighte.’ e .

‘Good?’ she said. ‘T can make a camp.’

Without more ado, they sct off at a good speed up the stony trail
The young Indian ran alongside her horse’s head, the other two 13, )
behind. One of them had taken  thick stick, and occasionally he
struck her horsc a resounding blow on the haunch, 1o urge Yhi
forward. This made the horse jump, and threw her back in the sgde.
which, tired a5 she was, made her angry. ©

‘Don’t do that!” she cried, looking round angrily at the feliow She
met his black, large, bright eycs, and for the first time her spirit peatt
quailed. The man’s cyes were not human to her, and they gig nu{
see her as 2 beautiful white woman. He looked at her with ; pjacy
bright inhuman look, and saw no woman in her at all. As if g, were
some strange, unaccountable rhing, incomprehensible ¢ him, but
inimical. She sat in her saddle in wonder, foeling once more 46 if che
had died. And again he struck her horse, and jerked her badly in the
saddle.

All the passionate anger of the spoilt white woman rose in ey She
pulled her horse to a standstill, and turned with blazing eyes to the mag
at her bridle.

“Tell that fellow not to touch my horse again,’ she cried,

She met the cyes of the young man, and in their bright black
inscrutability she saw a fine spark, as in a snake’s eye, of derisin He
spoke 10 his companion in the rear, in the low tones of the Indiap, The
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man with the stick listened without looking. Then, giving a strange low
cry to the horse, he struck it again on the rear, so that it leaped for-
ward spasmodically up the stony trail, scattering the stones, pitching
the weary woman in her seat.

The anger flew like 2 madness into her eyes, she went white ax the
gills. Fiercely she reined in her horse. But before she could turn, the
young Indian had caught the reins under the horse’s throat, jerked
them forward, and was trotting ahead rapidly, leading the horse.

The woman was powerless. And along with her supreme anger there
came a slight thrill of exultation. She knew she was dead.

The sun was setting, a great yellow Iight flooded the last of the
aspens, flared on the trunks of the pine-trees, the pinc-necdles

bristled and stood out with dark Justre, the rocks glowed with uncarthly

glamour, And through this effulgence the Indian at her horse’s head
trotted unweariedly on, his dark blanket swinging, his barc legs
glowing with a strange transfigured ruddiness in the powerful light,
and his straw hat with its half-absurd decorations of flowers and
feathers shining showily above his river of long black hair. At times
he. would utter a low call o the horse, and then the other Indian,
behind, would fetch the beast a whack with the stick.

The wonder-light faded off the mountains, the world began to
grow dark, a cold air breathed down. In the sky, half 2 moon was
struggling against the glow in the west. Huge shadows came down from
steep rocky stopes. Water was rushing. The woman was conscious only
of her fatigue, her unspeakable fatigue, and the cold wind from the
heighes. She was not aware how meoonlight replaced daylight. It
happened while she travelled unconscious with weariness.

For some hours they ravelled by moonlight. Then suddenly they
came to a standsall. The men conversed in low tones for a moment.

*We camp here,’ said the young man.

She waited for him to help her down. He merely stood holding the
horse’s bridle. She almost fell from the saddle, so fadgued.

They had chosen a placc at the foot of rocks that stili gave off a
litde warmth of the sun. One man cut pine-boughs, another erected
little screens of pinc-boughs agzinst the rock for shelter, and put
boughs of balsam pine for beds. The third made a small fire, to heat
tortillas. They worked in silence.

The woman drank water. She did not want io eat — only to lie down.

“Where do I sleep?’ she asked.

The young man pointed to one of the shelters. She crept in and
lay inert. She did not care what happened to her, she was so weary,
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and so beyond everything. Through the twigs of spruce she could see
the three men squatting round the fire on their hams, chewing the
tortillas they picked from the ashes with their dark fingers, and drink-
ing watcr from a gourd. They talked in low, muttering tones, with long
intervals of silence. Her saddle and saddle-bags lay not far from the fire,
unopened, untouched, The men were not interested in her nor her
belongings. There they squatted with their hats on their heads, eating,
cating mechanically, like animals, the dark sarape with its fringe falling
totheground before and behind, the powerful dark legs naked and
squacting like an animai’s, showing the dirty white shirt and the sornt
of loincloth which was the only other garment, undemneath. And they
showednomresngnofmtcrest in her than if she had been a piece of
venison they were btinging home from the hunt, and had bung inside
a sheleer.

After 2 while they carefully extinguished the fire, and went inside
their own shelter. Watching through the screen of boughs, she had 3
moment’s thrill of fear and anxiety, seeing the dark forms cross and
pass silently in the moonlight. Would they attack her now?

But no! They were s if oblivious of her. Her horse was hobbled;
she could hear it hopping wearily. Allms:lent,mountam-ﬂlmt,cold
deathly. Shcsleptmdwokcandsleptmasum—omscmsnumbness
of cold and fatigue. A long, long night, icy and eternai, and she aware
that she had died.

Yet when there was a stirring, and a clink of fline and steel, and the
form of a man crouching like a dog over a bone, at a red splutter of
firc, and she knew it was morning coming, it secmed to her the nighe
had passed too soon,

When the fire was going, she came out of her shelter with one rea}
desire left: for coffee. The men were warming more tortillas,

‘Can we make coffee?’ she asked.

The young man looked at her, and she imagined the same faint spark
of derision in his eyes. He shook his head,

“We don't wake it,” he said. “There is no time.’

And the elder men, squatting on their haunches, looked up at her in
the terrible paling dawn, and there was not cven derision in their
eycs., Only that intense, yet remote, inhuman gliter which wag
terrible to her. They were inaccessible. They could not see her as 3
woman at all. As if she mere not 2 woman. As if, perhaps, her
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whiteness took away all her womanhood, and left her as some giant,
female white ant. That was all they could see in her, ,

Before the sun was up, she was in the saddle again, and they were
climbing steeply, in the icy air. The sun came, and soon she was very
hot, exposed to the glare in the bare places. It seemed to her they were
climbing to the roof of the world. Beyond against heaven were slashes
of snow,

During the course of the morning, they came to a place where the
horse could not go farther. They rested for a time with a great slant
of living rock in front of them, like the glossy breast of some earth-
beast. Across this rock, along a wavering crack, they had to go. It
seemed o her that for hours she went in torment, on her hands and
knees, from crack to crevice, along the slanting face of this pure rock-
mountin, An Indian in front and an Indian behind walked slowly
erect, shod with sandals of braided leather. But she in her riding-boots
dared not stand erect. )

Yet what she wondered, all the time, was why she persisted in
clinging and crawling along these mile-long sheets of rock. Why she did
not hurl herself down, and have done! The world was below her.

When they emerged at last on a stony slope, she looked back, and
saw the third Indian coming cacrying her saddle and saddle-bags on his
back, the whole hung from a band across his forehead. And he had his
hat in his hand, as he stepped slowly, with the slow, soft, heavy tread
of the Indian, unwavering in the chinks of rock, as if along a scratch
in the mountain’s iron shicld.

The stony slope led downwards. The Indians scemed to grow
excited. One ran ahead at 3 slow trot, disappearing round the cusve of
stones. And the track curved round and down, till at last in the fuli
blaze of the mid-moming sun, they could see a valley below them,
between walls of rock, as in a great wide chasm let in the mountains.
A green valley, with a river, and trees, and clusters of low flat sparkling
houses. It was all tiny and perfect, three thousand feet below. Even
the flat bridge over the stream, and the square with the houses around
it, the bigger buildings piled up at opposite ends of the squarc, the tall
cotton-wood trees, the pastures and stretches of yellow-scre maize, the
patches of brown shecp or goats in the distance, on the slopes, the
railed enclosures by the strcam-side. There it was, all small and perfect,
looking magical, as any place will look magical, seen from the mountains
above. The unusual thing was that the low houses glittered white,
whitewashed, looking Jike crystals of sale, or silver. This frightened her,

They began the long, winding descent at the head of the barranca,?

T
i
1

The Woman Who Rode Away o3

following the stream that rushed and fell. At first it was all rocks:
then the pine-trees began, and soon, the silver-limbed aspens. The
flowers of autumn, big pink daisy-like flowers, and white ones, ang
many yellow flowers, were in profusion. But she had to sit down ang
rest, she was so weary. And she saw the bright flowers shadowily,
as pale shadows hovering, as one who is dead must see them.

Atlength came grass and pasture-slopes between mingled aspen and
pine-trees. A shepherd, naked in the sun save for his hat and his cotion,
loin—cloth, was driving his brown sheep away. In a grove of trees the
sat and waited, she and the young Indian. The one with the saddle hag
also gone forward.

They heard a sound of someonc coming. It was threc men, in fine
sarapes of red and orange and yellow and black, and with brillian
feather head-dresses. The oldest had his grey hair braided with fur, ang
his red and orange-yellow sarape was covered with curious black mark..
ings, like a leopard-skin. The other two were not grey-haired, by
they were clders toe. Their blankets were in stripes, and their head-
dresses not so elaborate.

The young Indian addressed the elders in a few quiet words., They
listened withour answering or looking at him or at the woman, keeping
their faces averted and their eyes turned to the ground, only listening,
And at length they turned and looked at the woman.

The old chief, or medicine-man, whatever he was, had a deeply
wrinkled and lined face of dark bronze, with a few sparse grey hairs
round the mouth. Two long braids of grey hair, braided with fur
and coloured feathers, hung on his shoulders. And yet, it was only hig
eyes that mattered. They were black and of extraordinary picrcing
strength, without 2 qualm of misgiving in their demonish, dauntlesg
power. He looked into the eyes of the white woman with a1 long,
picrcing Jook, secking she knew not what. She summoned all her
strength to meet his eyes and keep up her guard. But it was no good,
He was not looking at her as onc human being looks at another. He
never even perecived her resistance or her challenge, but looked pasy
them both, into she knew not what.

She could see it was hopeless to expect any human communication
with this old being.

He turned and said a few words to the young Indian.

‘He asks what do you seck here?” said the young man in Spanish.

- ‘I? Nothing! I only came to sec what it was like.’

This was again translared, and the old man turned hiseyeson heronce

more. Then he spokeagain, in hislow muttering tone, to the young Indian,
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‘He says, why does she leave her house with the white men? Does
she want to bring the white man's God to the Chilchui?”’

‘No,” she replied, foolhardy. ‘1 came away from the white man’s God
myself. I came to look for the God of Chilchui.’

Profound silence followed, when this was translated. Then the old
man spoke again, in a small voice almost of weariness.

‘Does the white woman seck the gods of the Chilchui because she
is weary of her own God?’ came the question.

‘Yes, she does. She is tired of the white man’s God," she
replied, thinking that was what they wanted her to say. She would like
to serve the gods of the Chilchui.

She was aware of an extraordinary thrill of triumph and exultance
passing through the Indians, in the tense silence that followed when
this was translated. Then they all looked at her with piercing black cyes,
in which a steely covetous intent glittered incomprehensibie, She was
the more puzzied, as there was nothing sensual or sexual in the look.
It had a cerribie glittering purity that was beyond her. She was afraid,
she would have been paralysed with fear, had not something died
within her, leaving her with a cold, watchful wonder only.

The clders mlked 3 litthe while, then the two went away, leaving
her with the young man and the oldest chief. The old man now iooked
at her with a certain solicitude.

‘He says are you tired?” asked the young man.

“Very tired,” she said.

“The men will bring you a carriage,” said the young Indian.

The carriage, when it came, proved to be a litter consisting of a
sort of hammock of dark woollen frieze, slung on to a pole which was
borne on the shoulders of two long-haired Indians. The woollen ham-
mock was spread on the ground, she sat down on it, and the two men
raised the pole to their shoulders. Swinging rather as if she were in 2
sack, she was carried out of the grove of trees, following the old chicf,
whose icopard-spotted blanket moved curiously in the sunlight.

They had emerged in the valley-head. Just in front werc the
maize fields, with ripe ears of maize. The corn was not very tall, in
this high aititude. The well-worn path went between it, and all she
could see was the erect form of the old chicf, in the flame and black
sarape, stepping soft and heavy and swift, his head forward, looking to
neither to right nor left. Her bearers followed, stepping thythmically,
the long blue-black hair glistening like a river down the naked shoulders
of the man in front.

They passed the maize, and came t¢ a big wall or earthwork
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made of earth and adobe bricks. The wooden doors were open. Passing
on, they were in a network of small gardens, full of flowers and herbs
and fruit trees, each garden watered by a tiny ditch of running water.
Among cach cluster of trees and flowers was a small, glittering white
house, windowless, and with closed door. The place was a network of
lidle paths, small streams, and littde bridges among square, flowering
gardens.

Following the broadest path ~ a soft narrow track between leaves and
grass, a path worn smooth by centurics of human fect, no hoof of horse
nor any wheel to disfigure it — they came to the little river of swift
bright water, and crossed on a log bridge. Everything was silent — there
was no human being anywhere. The road went on under mag-
nificent cotton-wood trees. It emerged suddenly outside the central
plaza or square of the village.

This was 2 long oblong of low white houses with flat roofs, and
two bigger buildings, having as it were little square huts piled on top
of bigger long huts, stood at cither end of the oblong, facing each other
rather askew. Every little house was a dazzling white, save for the great
round beam-ends which projected under the flat eaves, and for the flac
roofs. Round each of the bigger buildings, on the outside of the square,
was a stockyard fence, inside which was garden with trees and flowers,
and various smalt houscs.

Not a soul was in sight. They passed silently between the houses
into the central square. This was quite bare and arid, the earth
trodden smooth by endless generations of passing feet, passing across
from door to door. All the doors of the windowless honses gave on
to this blank square, but all the doors were closed. The firewood lay
near the threshold, a clay oven was still smoking, but there was no sign
of moving life. .

The old man walked straight across the square to the big house at
the end, where the two upper storeys, as in a house of toy bricks, stood
each one smaller than the lower one. A stone staircase, outside, led
up 1o the roof of the fiest storey.

At the foot of this staircase the litter-bearers stood stll, and lowered
the woman to the ground.

“You will come up,’ said the young Indian who spoke Spanish,

She mounted the stone stairs to the earthen roof of the first liouse,
which forined a platform round the wall of the second storey. She fol-
lowed around this piatform to the back of the big house. There they
descended again, into the garden at the rear.

So far they had scen no one. But now two men appeared, bare-
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headed, with long braided hair, and wearing a sort of white shirt
gathered into a loin-cloth. These went along with the three newcomers,
across the garden where red flowers and yellow flowers were blooming,
to a iong, low white house. There they entered without knocking.

It was dark inside. There was a low murmur of men’s voices,
Several men were present, their white shirts showing in the gloom,
their dark faces invisible. They were sitting on a great log of smooth
old wood, that lay along the far wall. And save for this log, the room
scemed empty. But no, in the dark at one end was a couch, a sort of bed,
and someone lying there, covered with furs.

The old Indian in the spotted sarape, who had accompanied the
woman, now took offhis hat and hisbianket and his sandals. Laying them
aside, he approached the couch, and spoke in a low voice. For some mo-
ments there was no answer, Then an old man with the siiow-white hair
hanging round his darkly-visible face, roused himself like a vision, and
teaned on one elbow, looking vaguely at the company, in tense silence.

The grey-haired Indian spoke again, and then the young Indian,
taking the woman’s hand, led her forward: In her linen riding habit,
and black boots and hat, and her pathetic bit of 3 red ti¢, she stood
there beside the fur-covered bed of the old, old man, who sat reared
up, leaning on one clbow, remote as a ghost, his white hair streaming
in disorder, his face almost black, yet with a far-off intentness, not of
this world, leaning forward to look at her.

His face was so old, it was like dark glass, and the few curling
hairs that sprang white from his lips and chin were quite incredible.
The long white locks fell unbraided and disorderly on cither side of the
glassy dark face. And under a faint powder of white eycbrows, the
black eyes of the old chief looked at her as if from the far, far dead,
secing something that was never o be seen.

At last he spoke a few deep, hollow words, as if to the dark air.

‘He says, do you bring your heart to the god of the Chilchui?” trans-
lated the young Indian.

“Tell him yes,’ she said, auromatically. :

There was a pause, The old Indian spoke again, as if to the air. One
of the men present went our. There was a silence as if of eternity, in
the dim room that was lighted only through the open door.

The woman looked round. Four old men with grey hair sat on the log
by the wall facing the door. Two ather men, powerful and impassive,
stood near the door, They alt had long hair, and wore white shirts
gathered into a loin-cloth, Their powerful legs were naked and dark.
There was a siience like eternity. .
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At length the man returned, with whice and dark clothing on hig
arm. The young Indian took them, and holding them in front of the
woman, said:

*You must take off your clothes, and put these on.’

*If all you men will go out,’ she said,

“No one will hurt you,’ he said quiedy.

‘Not while you men are here,’ she said.

He tooked at the two men by the door. They came quickly forward
and suddenly gripped her arms as she stood, without hurting her, but
with great power. Then two of the old men came, and with curioys
skill slit her boots down with keen knives, and drew them off, and slj¢
her clothing so that it came away from her. In a few moments she stood
there white and uncovered. The old man on the bed spoke, and they
turned her round for him to sec. He spoke again, and the young Indian
deftly took the pins and comb from her fair hair, so that it fell over her
shoulders in a2 bunchy tangle.

Then the old man spoke again. The Indian led her to the bedside,
The white-haired, glassy-dark old man moistened his finger-tips gt
his mouth, and most delicately touched her on the breasts and on the
body, then on the back. And she winced strangely each time, as the
fingertips drew along her skin, as if Death itself were touching
her. '

And she wondered, almost sadly, why she did not feel shamed in her
nakedness. She only felt sad and lost. Because nobody felt ashamed,
The elder men were all dark and tense with some other deep, gloomy,
incomprehensible emotion, which suspended all her agication, while the
young Indian had a strange look of ecstasy on his face. And she, she wag
only utterly strange and beyond herself, as if her body were not her own,

They gave her the new clothing: a long white cotton shift, that came
to her knees: then a tunic of thick blue woollen stuff, embroidered with
scarlet and green flowers. It was fastened over one shoulder only, and
‘belted with 2 braid sash of scarlet and black wool.

When she was thus dressed, they took her away, barefoot, to a litde
house in the stockaded garden. The young Indian told her she might
have what she wanted. She asked for water to wash herself. He broughe
it in a jar, together with 2 long wooden bowl. Then he fastened the
gate-door of her house, and left her a prisoner. She could see through
the bars of the gate-door of her house, the red flowers of the garden,
and 2 humming bird. Then from the roof of the big house she hearg
the long, heavy sound of 2 drum, unearthly to her in its summons,
and an uplifted voice calling from the house-top in a strange language,
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with a far-away emotionless intonation, delivering some speech or
message. And she listened as if from the dead.

But she was very tired. She lay down on a couch of skins, pulling
over her the blanket of dark wool, and she slept, giving up cverything.

When she woke it was late afternoon, and the young Indian was
entering with a basket-tray containing food, tortillas and corn-mush
with bits of meat, probably mutton, and 2 drink made of honey, and
some fresh plums. He brought her also a long garland of red and yellow
flowers with knots of blue buds at the end. He sprinkled the garland
with water from a jar, then offered it to her, with a smile. He secmed
very gentle and thoughtful, and on his face and in his dark eyes was
a curious look of riurnph and ecstasy, that frightened her a little. The
glitter had gone from the black eyes, with their curving dark lashes,
and he would look at her with this strange soft glow of ecstasy that was
not quite human, and terribly impersonal, and which made her uncasy.

‘Is there anything you want?’ he said, in his low, slow, melodious
voice, that always scemed withheld, as il he were speaking aside to

somebody clse, or as if he did not want to let the sound come out to her.

‘Am 1 going to be kept a prisoner here?' she asked.

‘No, you can walk in the garden to-morrow,’ he said softly. Aiways
this curious solicitude.

‘Do you like that drink?” he said, offering her a little earthenware
cup. ‘It is very refreshing.’

She sipped the liquor curiously. It was made with herbs and sweet-
ened with honey, and had a strange, lingering flavour. The young man
watched her with gratification.

‘It has a peculiar taste,” she said. _

*Itis very refreshing,’ he replied, his black ¢yes resting on her always
with that look of gratified ecstasy. Then he went away. And presently
she began to be sick, and to vomit violendy, as if she had no control
over herself,

Afterwards she felt 2 great soothing languor steal over her, her limbs
felt strong and loose and full of languor, and she lay on her couch listen-
ing to the sounds of the village, watching the yellowing sky, smelling the
scent of burning cedar-wood, or pine-wood. So distinctly she heard

- the yapping of tiny dogs, the shuffle of far-off fect, the murmur of

voices, so keenly she detected the smell of smoke, and flowers, and
evening falling, so vividly she saw the one bright star infinitely remote,
stirring above the sunset, that she felt as if all her senses were diffused
on the air, that she could distinguish the sound of evening flowers
unfolding, and the actual crystal sound of the heavens, as the vast belts
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of the world-aomosphere slid past one another, and as if the moisture
ascending and the moisture descending in the air resounded like some
harp in the cosmos.

" She was a prisoner in her house and in the stockaded garden, but
she scarcely minded. And it was days before she realised that she never
saw another woman. Only the men, the elderly men of the big house,
that she imagined must be some sort of temple, and the men priests
of some sort. For they always had the same colours, red, orange, yellow,
and black, and the same grave, abstracted demeanour,

Sometimes an old man would come and sit in her room with her,
in absolute silence. None spoke any language but lndian, save the one
younger man. The older men would smile at her, and sit with her for
an hour at a time, sometimes smiling at her when she spoke in Spanish,
but never angwering save with this slow, benevolent-seeming smile.
And they gave off 2 feeling of aimost fatherly solicitude. Yet their dark
eyes, brooding over her, had something away in their depths that was
awesomely ferocious and relentless. They would cover it with a smile,
at once, if they felt her looking. But she had seen it.

Always they treated her with this curious impersonal solicitude, this
utterly impersonal gentlencss, as an old man treats a child. Bue under-
neath it she felt there was something else, something terrible, When
her old visitor had gone away, in his silent, insidious, fatherly fashion,
a shock of fear would come over her; though of what she knew not.

The young Indian would sit and talk with her freely, as if with great
candour. But with him, too, she felt that everything real was unsaid.
Perhaps it was unspeakable. His big dark eyes would rest on her almost
cherishingly, touched with ecstasy, and his beautiful, slow, languorous
voice would trail out its simple, ungrammatical Spanish. He told her he
was the grandson of the old, old man, son of the man in the spoted
sarape: and they were caciques, kings from the old, old days, befare
even the Spaniards came. But he himself had been in Mexico Cicy,
and also in the United States. He had worked as a labourer, building
the roads in LosAngeles.Hehadmvclledasfarasﬂnmo

‘Don’t you speak English, then?’ she asked.

His eyes rested on her with a curious look of duplicity and conflict,
and he mutely shook his head.

“What did you do with your long hair, when you were in the United
States?” she asked. ‘Did you cut it off?

Aguin, with the look of torment in his cyes, he shook his head,

‘No,’ he said, in a low, subdued voice, ‘I wore a hat, and a hand-
kerchicf tied round my head.’
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And he relapsed into silence, as if of tormented memories.

‘Are you the only man of your peopie who has been to the United
Scaees?’ she asked him.

*Yes. [ am the only one who has been away from here for a long time.
The others come back soon, in one week. They don't stay away. The
old men don't let them.’

‘And why did you go?’

‘The old men want me to go — because 1 shall be the Cacique -

He tatked always with the same naiveté, an almost childish candour.
But she felt that chis was perhaps just the effect of his Spanish. Or per-
haps speech altogether was unreal to him. Anyhow, she felt chat all the
real things were kept back.

He came and sat with her a good deal — sometimes more than
she wished — a5 if he wanted to be near her, She asked him if he was
married. He said he was — with two children.

‘1 should like to see your children,’ she said.

But he answered only with that smile, a sweet, almost ecstatic smile,
above which the dark eyes hardly changed from their enigmatic
abstraction.

It was curious, he would sit with her by the hour, without ever
making her self-conscious, or sex-conscious. He seemed to have no sex,
as he sat there so still and gentle and apparently submissive, with his
head bent a little forward, and the river of glistening black hair
stecaming maidenly over his shoulders.

Yet when she looked again, she saw his shoulders broad and power-
ful, his eycbrows black and level, the short, curved, obstinate black
lashes over his lowered eyes, the small, fur-like line of moustache above
his blackish, heavy lips, and the strong chin, and she knew that irff some
other mysterious way he was darkly and powerfullymale. And he, feeling
her watching him, would glance up at her swiftly with a dark, lurking
look in his eyes, which immediately he veiled with that half-sad smile.

The days and the weeks went by, in a vague kind of contentment.
She was uncasy sometimes, feeling she had lost the power over herseif,
She was not in her own power, she was ander the spelt of some other
control. And at times she had moments of terror and horror. But then
these Indians would come and sit with her, casting their insidious
spell over her by their very silent presence, their silent, sexless, power-
ful physical presence. As they sat they scemed to take her will away,
leaving her will-less and victim to her own indifference. And the young
man would bring her swectened drink, often the same emetic drink,
but sometimes other kinds. And after drinking, the languor filled her
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heavy limbs, her senses scemed to float in the air, listening, heating.
They had broughe her a little female dog, which she called Flora. And
once, in the trance of her senscs, she felt she heard the little dog con-
ceive, in her tiny womb, and begin to be complex, with young. And
another day she could hear the vast sound of the carth going round,
like some immense arrow-string booming.

But as the days grew shorter and colder, when she was cold, she
would get a sudden revival of her will, and a desire to go out, to go
away. And she insisted to the young man, she wanted to go our.

So one day, they let her climb to the topmost roof of the big house
where she was, and look down the square. It was the day of the big
dance, but not everybody was dancing. Women with babies in their
arms stood in their doorways, watching. Opposite, at the other end of
the square, there was a throng before the other big house, and a small,
brillianc group on the terrace-roof of the first storey, in front of wide
open doors of the upper storey. Through these wide open doors she
could see fire glinting in darkness and pricsts in headdresses of black
and yellow and scarlet feathers, wearing robe-like biankets of black
and red and yellow, with long green fringes, were moving about. A
big drum was beating slowly and regulatly, in the dense, Indian silence.
The crowd below waited -

Then 2 drum started on a high beat, and there came the deep,
powerful burst of men singing a heavy, savage music, like a wind
roaring in some timeless forest, many mature men singing in one
breath, like the wind; and long lines of dancers walked out from under
the big house. Men with naked, golden-bronze bedies and streaming
black hair, wufts of red and yellow feathers on their arms, and kilts
of white frieze with a bar of heavy red and black and green embroid-
ery round their waists, bending slightly forward and stamping the earth
in their absorbed, monoionous stamp of the dance, a fox-fur, hung by
the nose from their belt behind, swaying with the sumptuous
swaying of a beautiful fox-fur, the tip of the tail writhing above the
dancer’s heels. And after each man, a woman with a strange claborate
headdress of feathers and scashells, and wearing a short black tunic,
moving crect, holding wp cufts of feathers in cach hand, swaying her
wrists rhythmically and subtly beating the earth wich her bare feer,

So, the leng line of the dance unfurling from the big honse opposite,
And from the big housc bencath her, strange scent of incense, sirange
tense silence, then the answering burst of inhuman male singing, and
the long line of the dance unfurling.

It went on all day, the insistence of the drum, the cavernoons,
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roaring, stortn-like sound of male singing, the incessant swinging of the
fox-skins behind the powerful, gold-bronze, stamping legs of the men,
the autumn sun from a perfect blue heaven pouring on the rivers of
black hair, men’s and women’s, the valley all still, the walis of rock
beyond, the awful huge bulking of the mountain against the pure sky,
its snow secthing with sheer whiteness.

For hours and hours she watched, spell-bound, and as if drugged.
And in all the terrible persistence of the drumming and the primeval,
rushing deep singing, and the endless stamping of the dance of fox-
tailed men, the tread of heavy, bird-crect women in their black tunics,
she seemed at last to feel her own death; her own obliteration. As if
she were to be obliterated from the field of life again. In the strange
towering symbols on the heads of the changeless, absorbed women she
seemed to tead once more the Mene Mene Tekel Upharsin.® Her kind
of womanhood, intensely personal and individual, was to be obliterated
again, and the great primeval symbois were to tower once more over
the fallen individual independence of woman. The sharpness and the
quivering nervous consciousness of the highly-bred white woman was
to be destroyed again, womanhood was to be cast once more into the
great stream of impersonal sex and impersonal passion. Strangely, as if
clairvbyant, she saw the immense sacrifice prepared. And she went
back to her little house in a trance of agony.

After this, there was always a certain agony when she heard the
drums at evening, and the strange uplifted savage sound of men singing
round the drum, like wild creatures howling to the invisible gods of
the moon and the vanished sun. Something of the chuckling, sobbing
cry of the coyote, something of the exultant bark of the fox, the far-off
witd melancholy exultance of the howling wolf, the torment of the
puma’s scream, and the insistence of the ancient fierce human male,
with his lapses of tenderness and his abiding ferocity.

Sometimes she would climb the high roof after nightfall, and listen
to the dim cluster of young men round the drum on the bridge just
beyond the square, singing by the hour. Sometimes there would be a
fire, and in the fire-glow, men in their white shirts or naked save for
a loincloth, would be dancing and stamping like spectres, hour afier
hour in the dark cold air, within the fire-glow, forever dancing and
stamping like turkeys, or dropping squatting by the firc to resy,
throwing their blankets round them.

*Why do you all have the same colours?’ she asked the youag Indian.
‘Why do you all have red and yellow and black, over your white
shirts? And the women have biack tunics?’

etk . . .
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He looked into her eyes, curiously, and the faint, evasive smile came
on to his face. Behind the smile lay a soft, strange malignancy.

‘Because our men are the fire and the daytime, and our womep
are the spaces between the stars at night,’ he said.

‘Aren’c the women cven stars?” she said.

‘No. We say they are the spaces between the stars, that keep the
stars apart.’

He looked at her oddly, and again the touch of derision came ingq
his eyes.

‘White people,” he said, ‘they know nothing. They are like cl'u]dren
always with toys. We know the sun, and we know the moon. And we
say, when a white woman sacrifice herself to our gods, then our gods
will begm to make the world again, and the white mn s gods will fa])
%o picces.’

‘How sacrifice herself?’ she asked quickly.

And he, as quickly covered, covered himself with a subte smile.,

*She sacrifice her own gods and come to our gods, I mean that,’ he
said, soothingly.

But she was not reassured. An icy pang of fear and cerminey wag
at her heart.

“The sun he is alive at one end of the sky,’ he continued, ‘and ¢he
moon lives at the other end. And the man all the time have to
the sun happy in his side of the sky, and the woman have to keep the
moon quiet at her side of the sky. Al the time she have to work at
this. And the sun can’t ever go into the house of the moon, and the moon,
can’t ever go into the house of the sun, in the sky. So the womnan, she
asks the moon to come into her cave, inside her. And the man, he draw;
the sun down till he has the power of the sun. All the time he do thijg
Then when the man gets a woman, the sun goes into the cave of the
moon, and that is how everything in the world starts”

She listened, watching him closcly, as one enemy watches another
who is speaking with double meaning.

“Then,’ she said, *why aren’t you Indians masters of the white men»

‘Because,” he said, ‘the Indian got weak, and lost his power wih,
the sun, 50 the white men stole the sun. But they can’t keep him -
they don’t know how. They got him, but they don’t know what to d¢
with him, like a boy who catch a big grizzly bear, and can’y
kill him, and can’t run away from him. The grizzly bear eats the
boy that catch him, when he want to run away from him. White
men don’t know what they are doing with the sun, and white women,
don’t know what they do with the moon. The moon she go
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angry with white women, like a purna when someone Lills her litte
ones. The moon, she bites white women — here inside,’ and he pressed
his side. “The moon, she is angry in a white woman's cave. The Indian
can see it — And soon,” he added, ‘the Indian women get the moon
back and keep her quiet in their house. And the Indian men get the
sun, and the power over all the world. White men don’t know what the
sun is. They never know.” '

He subsided into a curious exultant silence.

‘But,’ she faltered, ‘why do you hate us so? Why do you hate me?

He looked up suddenly with a light on his face, and a startling flame
of 2 smile. '

‘No, we don't hate,’ be said sofily, looking with a curious glitter
into her face.

“You do,’ she said, forlorn and hopeless.

And after a moment’s silence, he rose and went away.

ILE

Winter had now come, in the high valley, with snow that melted in the
day’s sun, and nights that were bitter cold. She lived on, in a kind of
daze, feeling her power ebbing more and more away from her, as if
her will were leaving her, She felt always in the same relaxed, con-
fused, victimised state, unless the sweetened herb drink would numb
her mind altogether, and release her senses into a sort of heightened,
mystic acuteness and a fecling as if she were diffusing out deliciously
inte the harmony of things. This at length became the only state of
consciousness she really recognised: this cxquisite sense of bleeding out
into the higher beauty and harmony of things. Then she could actually
hear the great strs in heaven, which she saw through her door,
speaking from their motion and brightness, saying things perfectly to

the cosmos, as they trod in perfect ripples, like bells on the floor of -
heaven, passing one another and grouping in the timeless dance, with .
the spaces of dark between. And she could hear the snow on a cold,

cloudy day twitiering and faintly whistling in the sky, like birds that
flock and fly away in autumn, suddenty calling farewell to the invisible
moen, and slipping out of the plains of the air, releasing peaceful
warmth. She herself would call to the arrested snow to fall from the
upper air. She would call to the unscen moon to cease (o be angry,
to make peace again with the unscen sun like 2 woman who ceases to
be angry in her house. And she would smell the sweetness of the moon
relaxing to the sun in the wintry heaven, when the snow fell in 2

e i i il a1 e e = eir i

e bt M Rk T o b T e
e et o s I o AMAPRL s AR ey it i e i oo

The Woman Who Rode Away

faint, cold-perfumed relaxation, as the peace of the sun mi
in 2 sort of unison with the peace of the moon.

41§
ngled again

She was aware too of the sort of shadow that was on the Indiang .

of ttl;: valley, a deep, stoical disconsolation, almost religious i its
depth. '

*We have lost our power over the sun, and we are trying to i
back. But he is wild with us, and shy like 2 hotrrscymtgat g:; him
away. We have to go through a lot.’ So the young Indian said to hg;t
looking into her eyes with a strained meaning. And she, as if be.
witched, replied:

‘T hope you will get him back.’

The smile of triumph flew over his face.

‘Do you hope it?” he said.

‘I de,’ she answered fatally.

“Then all right,’ he said. *We shall get him.’

And he went away in exultance, :

She felt she was drifting on some consummation, which she had
no will to avoid, yet which seemed heavy and finally terrible to hep

Tt must have been almost December, for the days were shore, Vrl;en
she was caken again before the aged man, and stripped of her
clothing, and touched with the old finger-tips.

The aged cacique looked her in the eyes, with his cyes of lonej
far-off, black intentness, and murmured somethirig to her. %

‘He wants you to make the sign of peace,” the young man trans-
lated, showing her the gesture. ‘Peace and farewell to him.’

She was fascinated by the black, glass-like, intent eyes of the gig
cacique, that watched her without blinking, like 2 basilisk’s, gyer.
powering her. In their depths also she saw a certain fatherly com-
passion, and pleading. She put her hand before her face, in the requireq
manner, making the sign of peace and fareweil. He made the sign of
peace back again to her, then sank among his furs. She thought he wag
going to dic, and that he knew.it. )

There followed a day of ceremonial, when she was brought gyy
before all the people, in a blue blanket with white fringe, and holding
blue feathers in her hands. Before an altar of one house, she wag
perfumed with incense and sprinkled with ash. Before the altar of the
opposite house she was fumigared again with incense by the Rorgeoys,
terrifying priests in yellow and scarlet and black, their faces painged
with scarlet paint. And then they threw water on her. Meanwhile ghe
was faintly aware of the fire on the altar, the heavy, heavy sound ofa
drum, the heavy sound of men beginning powerfully, deeply, Savagety
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to sing, the swaying of the crowd of faces in the plaza below, and the
formation for a sacred dance.

But at this time her commonplace consciousness was numb, she
was aware of her immediate surroundings as shadows, almost im-
material. With refined and heightened senses she could hear the sound
of the earth winging on its journey, like a shot arrow, the ripple-
rustling of the air, and the boom of the great arrow-string. And it
seemed to her there were two great influences in the upper air, one
golden towards the sun, and one invisible silver; the first travelling
like rain ascending to the gold presence sunwards, the second like
rain silverily descending the ladders of space towards the hovering,
lurking clouds over the snowy mountain-top. Then between them,
another presence, waiting to shake himself free of moisture, of heavy
white snow that had mysteriously collected about him. And in summer,
like a scorched cagle, he would wait to shake himself clear of the weight
of heavy sunbeams. And he was coloured like fire. And he was always
shaking himself clear, of snow or of heavy hea, like an eagle rusting.

Thenthmmasullmngerpresenoe, sundmgwatdnngfrom
the bluc distance, always watching. Sometimes running in upon the
wind, or shimmering in the heat-waves. The bluc wind itseif, rushing
as it were out of the holes in the carth into the sky, rushing out of
the sky down upon the earth. The blue wind, the go-between, the
invisible ghost that belonged to two worlds, that played upon the
ascending and the descending chords of the rains.

More and more her ordinary personal consciousness had left her,
she had gone into that other state of passional cosmic consciousness,
like one who is drugged. The Indians, with their heavily religious
natures, had made her succumb.to their vision.

Only one personal question she asked the young Indian:

‘Why am [ the only one that wears blue?’

*It is the colour of the wind. It is the colour of wlm goes away
and is never coming back, but which is always here, waiting like death
among us. It is the colour of the dead. And it is the colour that stands
away off, looking at us from the distance, that cannot come near to us.
‘When we go near, it goes farther. It can’t be near. We are all brown and
" yellow and black hair, and white teeth and red blood. We are the oncs
that are here. You with blue eyes, you are the messengers from the
far-away, you cannot stay, and now it is Gme for you to go back.’

‘Where to* she asked.

“To the way-off things like the sun and the blue mother of rain, and
tell them that we are the people on the world again, and we can bring
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the sun to the moon again, hlcaredhomtoabluel'mre,wearethe
people The white women have driven back the moon in the sky
won’t let her come to the sun. So the suni is angry. And the lnd:an
must give the moon to the sun.’

‘How?” she said. .

“The white woman got o die and go like 2 wind 10 the sun, te]]
him the Indians will open the gate to him. And the Indian women
will open the gate to the moon. The white women don’t ket the moon
come down out of the blue coral. The moon used to come dowp,
among the Indian women, like 2 whitc goat among the flowers. Ang
thesunwanttoomuedownmdae[ndlanmen.lilcaneaglcmth,
pine-trees. The sun, he is shut out behind the white man, and the mogn,
she is shut out behind the white woman, and they can’t get away. They
are angry, everything in the world gets angrier. The Indian says, he
will give the white woman to the sun, so the sun will leap over the white
man and come to the Indian again, And the moon will be surprised,
she will see the gate open, and she not know which way to go. Butt}.e
Indian woman will call to the moon, Come! Come! Come back inte my
grassiands. The wicked white woman can’t harm you any more. Then the
sun will look over the heads of the white men, and se¢ the moon in the
pastures of our women, with the Red Men standing around like pine
wrees. Then he will leap over the heads of the white men, and come
running past to the Indians through the spruce trees. And we, who are
red and black and yellow, we who stay, we shall have the sun on our
right hand and the moon on our left. So we can bring the rain down
our of the blue meadows, and up out of the black; and we can call the
wind that tells the corn to grow, when we ask him, and we shall make
the clouds to break, anu the sheep to have twin lambs, And we sha))
be full of power, like a spring day. But the white people will be a harg
winter, without snow -’

‘But,’ said the white woman, ‘1 don’t shut out the moon — hoy
can [?

‘Yes,” he said, ‘you shut che gate, and then laugh, think you haye
it all your own way.’

She could never quite understand the way he looked at her. He
was always so curiously gentle, and his smile was so soft. Yet there
was such glitter in his eyes, and an unrelenting sort of hate came
out of his words, a strange, profound, impersonal hate, Personally
hellkedher,shc was sure. He was gentle with her, artracted by her
in some strange, soft, passionless way. But impersonatly he hated her
with 2 mystic hatred. He would smile a¢ her, winningly. Yet if, the
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next moment, she glanced round at him unawares, she would caech
that gleam of pure after-hate in his eyes.

*Have I got to die and be given to the sun?” she asked. :

*Sometime,’ he said, lavghing evasively. ‘Sometime we all die.’

They were gentle with her, and very considerate with her. Strange
men, the old priests and the young cacique alike, they watched over her
and cared for her like women. In their soft, insidious understanding,
there was something womanly. Yet their eyes, with that strange glitter,
and their dark, shut mouths that would open to the broad jaw, the small,
strong, white teeth, had something very primitively male and cruel.

One wintry day, when snow was falling, they took her o a great

dark chamber in the big house. The fire was burning in a cormer on
a high raised dais under s sort of hood or canopy of adobe-work.
She saw in the fire-glow, the glowing bodies of the almost naked
pricsts, and strange symbols on the roof and walls of the chamber.
There was no door or window in the chamber, they had descended
by a ladder from the roof. And the fire of pinewood danced con-
tinually, showing walls painted with strange devices, which she could
not understand, and a ceiling of poles making a curious pattern of
black and red and yellow, and alcoves or niches in which were curious
objects she could not digcern.

The older priests were going through some ceremony near the fire,
in silence, intense Indian silence. She was seated on a low projection
of the wall, opposite the fire, two men seated beside her. Presendy

they gave her a drink from a cap, which she took gladly, because

of the semi-trance it would induce,

In the darkness and in the silence she was accurately aware of every-
thing that happened t0 her; how they took off her clothes, and, stand-
ing her before a great, weird device on the wall, coloured blue and

white and black, washed her all over with water and the amole* -

infusion; washed even her hair, softly, carefully, and dried it on
white cloths, till it was soft and glistening. Then they laid her on
a couch under another great indecipherable image of red and black
and yellow, and now rubbed all her body with sweet-scented oil, and
massaged all her timbs, and her back, and her sides, with a long,
strange, hypnotic massage. Their dark hands were incredibly powerful,
yet soft with a watery softness she could not understand. And the dark
faces, leaning near her white body, she saw were darkened with red
pigment, with lines of ycllow round the cheeks. And the dark cyes
glittered absorbed, as the hands worked upon the sofi white body
of the woman. .

T e T L
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They were so impersonal, absorbed in something that was beyond
her. They never saw her as a personal woman: she could tell that.
She was some mystic object to them, some vehicle of passions too
remote for her to grasp. Herself in a state of trance, she warched their
faces bending over her, dark, strangely glistening with the transparent
red paint, and lined with bars of yellow. And in this weird, luminous-
dark mask of living face, the eyes were fixed with an unchanging stead-
fast gleam, and the purplish-pigmented lips were closed in a full,
sinister, sad grimness. The immense fundamental sadness, the grim-
ness of ultimate decision, the fixity of revenge, and the nascent exult-
ance of those that are going to triumph — these things she could read
in their faces, as she lay and was rubbed into a misty glow, by their
uncanny dark hands. Her limbs, her flesh, her very bones at bast scemed
to be diffusing into a roseate sort of mist, in which her consciousness
hovered like some sun-gleam in a flushed cloud.

She knew the gleam would fade, the cloud would go grey. But at
prescnt she did not believe it. She knew she was a victim; that all
this elaborate work upon her was the work of victimising her. But she
did not mind. She wanted it.

Later, they put a short bluc tunic on her and took her to the upper
terrace, and presented her to the people. She saw the plaza below
her full of dark faces and of glittering eyes. There was no pity: only
the curious hard exultance. The people gave a subdued cry when they
saw her, and she shuddered. But she hardly cared.

Next day was the last. She slept in 2 chamber of the big house.
At dawn they put on her a big blue blanket with a fringe, and led
her out into the plaza, among the throng of silent, dark-blanketed
people. There was purc white snow on the ground, and the dark people
in their dark-brown blankets looked like inhabitants of another
world.

A large drum was slowly pounding, and an old priest was declaring
from a housetop. But it was not till noon that a litter came forth,
and the people gave that low, animal cry which was so moving. In
the sack-like litter sat the old, old cacique, his white hair braided with
black braid and large turquoise stones. His face was like a picce of
obsidian. He lifted his hand in token, and the litter stopped in front
of her. Fixing her with his old eyes, he spoke 10 her for a few momens,
in his hollow voice. No one translated.

Another licter came, and she was placed in it. Four priests moved
ahead, in their scarfet and yellow and black, with plumed bead-dresses.
Then came the litter of the old cacique. Then the light drums began,
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and two groups of singers burst simultancously into song, male and
wild. And the golden-red, almost naked men, adorned with ceremonial
feathers and kilts, the rivers of black hair down their backs, formed
into two files and began to tread the dance. So they threaded out
of the snowy plaza, in two long, sumptuous lines of dark red-gold
and black and fur, swaying with a faint tinkle of bits of sheli and
flint, winding over the snow between the two bee-clusters of men
who sang around the drum. )

Slowly they moved out, and her litter; with its attendance of
feathered, lurid, dancing priests, moved after. Everybody danced the
tread of the dance-step, even, subdy, the litter-bearers. And out of
the plaza they went, past smoking ovens, on the trail to the great cotton-
wood trees, that stood like grey-silver lace against the blue sky, bare
and exquisite above the snow. The river, diminished, rushed among
fangs of ice. The chequer-squares of gardens within fences were all
snowy, and the white houses now tooked yellowish. :

The whole valley glittercd intolerably with pure snow, away to the
walls of the standing rock, And across the flat cradle of snow-bed
wound the long thread of the dance, shaking slowly and sumptuously
in its orange and black motion. The high drums thudded quickly,
and on the crystalline frozen air the swell and roar of the chant of
savages was like an obsession.

She sat looking out of her litter with big, transfixed blue eyes, under
which were the wan markings of her drugged weariness. She knew
she was going to dic, among the glisten of this snow, at the hands
of this savage, sumptuous people. And as she stared at the blaze of
blue sky above the slashed and ponderous mountain, she thought:
‘1 am dead already. What difference does it make, the transition from
the dead 1 am to the dead 1 shall be, very soon!” Yet her soul sickened
and felt wan.

The strange procession rrailed on, in perperual dance, slowly across
the plain of snow, and then cntered the slopes between the pine-trees.
She saw the copper-dark men dancing the dance-tread, onwards,
between the copper-pale trec trunks. And at last she, roo, in her sway-
ing litter, entered the pine-trecs.

They were travclling on and on, upwards, across the snow under
the trees, past the superb shafts of pale, flaked copper, the rustle and
shake and tread of the threading dance, penctrating into the forest,
into the mountain. They were following a stream-bed: but the stream
was dry, like summer, dried up by the frozenncss of the head-waters.
There were dark, red-bronze willaw bushes wich wattdes like wild hair,
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and pallid aspen trecs looking like cold flesh against the snow. Then
jutting dark rocks.

At last she could tell that the dancers were moving forward no more.
Nearer and nearer she came upon the drums, s to a lair of mysterious
animals. Then through the bushes she emerged into a strange amphi.
theatre. Facing was a great wall of hollow rock, down the front of
which hung a great, dripping, fang-like spoke of ice. The ice came
pouring over the rock from the precipice above, and then stood
arrested, dripping out of high heaven, almost down to the hollow stones
where the stream-poot should be below. But the pool was dry.

On either side the dry pool, the lines of dancers had formed, and
the dance was continuing without intermission, agsinst a background
of bushes. .

But what she felt was that fanged inverted pinnacle of ice, hanging
from the lip of the dark precipice above. And behind the great rope

. of ice, she saw the leopard-like figures of priests climbing the hollow

cliff face, to the cave that, like a dark socket, bored a cavity, an orifice
half way up the crag. ’
Before she could realise, her litter-bearers were staggering in the

footholds, climbing the rock. She, too, was behind the ice. There j; -

hung, like a curtain that is not spread, but hangs like a great fang,
And near above her was the orifice of the cave sinking dark into the
rock. She watched it as she swayed upwards.

On the platform of the cave stood the pricsts, waiting in all cheir
gorgeousness of feathers and fringed robes, watching her ascent. Two
of them stooped to help her litter-bearer. And at length she was on
the platform of the cave, far in behind the shaft of ice, above the
holfow amphitheatre among the bushes below, where men were dane-
ing, and the whole populace of the village was clustered in silence.

The sun was sloping down the afternoon sky, on the lefi. She knew
that this was the shortest day of the year, and the last day of her

" life. They stood her facing the iridescent column of ice, which fell

down marveliously arrested, away in front of her.

Some signal was given, and the dance below stopped. There was
now absolute silence. She was given a lintde to drink, then two priests
took off her mantle and her tunic, and in her strange pallor she stood
there, between the lurid robes of the priests, beyond the pillar of ice,
beyond and above the dark-faced people. The throng below gave the
low, wild cry. Then the priests turned her round, so she stood with her
back to the open world, her long blond hair to the people below. And
they cried again.




422 The Woman Who Rode Away

She was facing the cave, inwards. A fire was burning and flickering
in the depths. Four priests had raken off their robes, and were almost
as naked as she was. They were powerful men in the prime of life, and
they kept their dark, painted faces lowered.

From the fire came the old, old priest, with an incense-pan. He
was naked and in a state of barbaric ecstasy. He fumigated his victim,

* veciting at the same time in a holiow voice. Behind him came another

robeless priest, with two Bint knives.

When she was fumigated, they laid her on a large flat stone, the
four powerful men holding her by the outstretched arms and legs.
Behind stood the aged man, like a skeleton covered with dark glass,
holding a knife and transfixedly watching the sun; and behind him
again was another naked priest, with a knife.

She felt litde sensation, though she knew all that was happening.
Turning to the sky, she looked at the yellow sun. It was sinking. The
shaft of ice was like a shadow between her and it. And she realised
that the yellow rays were filling half the cave, though they had not
reached the altar where the fire was, at the far end of the funnel-
shaped cavity.

Yes, the rays were creeping round slowly. As they grew ruddier,
they penetrated fardier. When the red sun was about to sink, he would
shine full through the shaft of ice deep into the hollow of the cave,
to the innermost.

She understood now that this was what the men were waiting for.
Even those that held her down were bent and twisted round, cheir
black eyes watching the sun with a glittering eagerness, and awe, and
craving. The black eyes of the aged cacique were fixed like black mir-
rors on the sun, as if sightless, yet containing some terrible answer
to the reddening winter planet. And all the cyes of the priests were
fixed and glittering on the sinking orb, in the reddening, icy silence
of the winter afternocon,

They were anxious, terribly anxious, and ferce. Their ferocity
wanted something, and they were waiting the moment. And their
ferocity was ready to leap out into a mystic exultance, of triumph.
But still they were anxious.

Only the eyes of that oldest man were not anxious. Black, and fixed,
and as if sightless, they watched the sun, seeing beyond the sun. And
in their black, empty concentration there was power, power intensely
abstract and remote, but deep, decp to the heart of the earth, and
the heart of the sun. In absolute motionlessness he watched il the
red sun should send his ray through the column of ice. Then the
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old man would strike, and strike home, accomplish th .
achicve the power. P © sacrifice and

The mastery that man must hold, and that passes from race 10 race
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