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GODS AND THEIR MAKERS






CHAPTER |
PEET | HAS A VISION OF HIS GOD

INTO Peeti's soul had come the vision of
his god. In the midst of the night-
watches, with eyes straining at the shuf-
fling darkness, he had beheld it; and as
his mental appetite took its bite of the un-
known, the divine form grew in clearness
and definition.  With' feet planted within
the borders of the invisible world, it
seemed to be stamping the shape of its
godhead on the threshold of the material,
apparent already, in the stirring of the
child's brain, as a manifest reality. The
shadows shut and opened like the swaying
to and fro of a curtain, deeps darkly dis-
parting, closing again in a greyness more
opaque, on the surface of which the form
of the god seemed to move. Shiplike the
thing drifted over the face of his dreams.
Light of the over-dawn and full awaking
came to eye and brain, and Peeti rose
carrying with hm! a consecrated memory
of how one, Katchywallah of articulated
9



10 GODS AND THEIR MAKERS

name, had stood over against his bed in
the long hours and the darkness, and chat-
tered to him concerning the construction
of its own godhead, saying: " Let me be
made of a gourd, and let my countenance
be fierce, and for food give me the shed-
ding of men's teeth!" And Peeti, answer-
ing by that form of asseveration which
among savage races is the most solemn
sign of abject and devoted service, had
said: "Thou shalt be made of a gourd;
and thy countenance shall be fierce; and
for food | wil give thee the shedding of
men's teeth."

Conscience and tradition were at strlfe
in Peeti's bosom, as he shook himself up
from the continuing slumbers of his tribe
at the call of his new-found deity. Con-
science said, " My god is my own god, and
he shal be made by me.” Orthodoxy
sad, "Up and take your dream to the
priests, that they may interpret, fulfil, per-
adventure dock and curtail this rough
vision of a divinity." Peeti, with' the eyes
of an advancing mind, had beheld ortho-
doxy from its hinder parts; presently in
the shove and jostle of contending thoughts
it knocked knees hopelessly, and lay elbowed
to the wall.



GODS AND THEIR MAKERS 11

For here was Peeti's god comb to hm,
minutely defined, the name and the nature
of it, and the method of its manufacture.
Peeti went over it all bit by bit, till he had
it firmly in his vision, and chewed his fists
for joy. He planned how a fat gourd
could be scooped for a belly, a mouth
carved out of wood and coloured a
ravenous red, and then he joined to these
such a shedding of men's teeth as never
was till now.

Was ever possession like to this?
Surely his very own should his own god
be! As a modern seer has said since,
"My mountains are my own, and | will
keep them to myself," so was Peeti; minded
to say, as, to his god, the yet unfashioned
and invisible, he made consecrate his first
vow against the priestly traditon and
observance of his tribe. He bowed himself
to the coming incarnation and said, - No
hand shal make thee, Katchywallah, but
mine alone. Surely, this day thine eyes
shall look upon thine own belly which
thy servant's hands shall have prepared
for thee ! "

In the tribe of which Peeti was a sin-
gular off-scouring, each person had his or
her own particular and personal god, to
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whom alone of all gods worship was due
to be rendered. And in this connection
the priests taught (and practice proved the
truth of their teaching) that at the fitting
period of every man's life his god became
manifested to him., and made request of a
material form, a tabernacle, wherein to be
worshipped.

When such a revelation had been given
—as had now been given to Peeti—the
priestly requirement was that a report of it
should be made by the recipient to the
heads of the sacred college, in order that
they, out of their consecrated stores, might
supply the fabrics and wherewithal for the
god's making. It was not whispered—
for in those days there was no whispering
on so risky a subject—that the priests
ever modified a too aspiring realization, or
prompted an intelligence too dull to devise
a god of its own; but it may have
remained a 'silent fact, nevertheless; and
certainly there did lie somewhere in Peeti's
mind a memory of how, one day, peeping
through the rails of the sacred enclosure,
he had seen some priest superintending, if
not taking upon himself, the construction
of a god for a half-witted lad, who was
considered too old to have been vouch-
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safed no heavenly vision, and was suspected
of wickedly concealing it.

Against profanation of this sort Peeti
would at all costs guard his god; and
neither should his aspirations be baulked by
priestly etiquette, nor his fair spontaneity
confounded with the extraneous and laboured
conceits of orthodoxy.

The horrible high-priest, though cere-
monial thrashings might take payment for
the omission, should neither make nor mar
his god ; and let Katchywallah once accom-
plish his incarnation, not even the chief of
the priests dared lay hands on him, to
make him other than he was.

Unmothered since his seventh year,
Peeti had made it the pursuit of his life in
the years following to elude the dual con-
trol with which priesthood and parentage
strove to coerce him; the occasional cuffs
of his father, together with the more pre-
concerted whippings of the high-priest,
were influences which gave a cordial rouse
to the latent genius of rebellion which was
in  him.

It seems difficult, without being un-
gracious to the holiest memories within us,
to say that Peeti was favoured in that he
had no mother; and yet it is a connection
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in which this must be said—this much of
mothers—that they most of al, and most
innocently of all, are the aiders and abettors
of the cruel spinners of priestcraft. They
undo our swaddling bands only to render us
up into a deeper bondage, and wash off
the dew of our birth by a chrism which is
one of shame and denial.

Peeti was by favouring chance saved
from that trap set in the affections, and
left with free feet to enter on the road to
which his rebel genius pointed him.

His father, a dull-witted keeper of cows,
paid smal heed to the wayward output
of the boy's mind, not discerning its clear
issue; but the high-priest, of mean yet
wary intellect, kept upon him a watch® of
uneasy distrust, took stolen views on his
privacy, and, when opportunity arose,
struck; effectually rdding Peeti's heart of
al love whatever toward the institutions
of priesthood.

Thus in Peeti's short life hatred' and fear
of the high-priest had alternately stimu-
lated and stricken the active flight of an
intellect by no means ordinary. But now
at length the sense of a god's patronage
overbore former fears and scruples. Katchy-
wallah, his own good was come at last to
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enfranchise and to rescue; and Peeti made
firm resolve that the fashioning of his god
should be all in his own hands.

He sprang from the litter of dried
grasses which formed his bed, and went
grubbing and burrowing in one corner of
the cabin; and as he did so, already his
wonder ‘grew into admiration of a deity
who had, by divine foreknowledge, caused
him to lay up this store of his own shed
teeth which he now unearthed.

There was yet chillness in the air, and
on the level lands no sunlight, so, early
was it when Peeti, provided with a flint -
knife and his handful of teeth, slipped out
at the rear of the hut in scanty native
attire. Off he went, lancing his long shanks
through grey watery grasses, making
for the sheer hil-side that soared thickly
wooded toward the wupland above. So
sheer was it that the pines seemed toi be
toppling down from their high roost, as
they strained perilously upon the great
claw-like fibres of their roots. On their
crests they wore the gleams of the rising
sun; but the lowlands still lay in shadow.

The quiet caution of the boy's Jialf-
siding motion changed into reckless
leaping when he found himself on the
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farther side of the gourd-fields, which lay
back from the village against 'the lower
slopes of the hill and within cover of the
high hanging woods.

Carrying along a large gourd which he
had filched in passing, he sprang fearlessly
upward. Scant brown blades and patches
of bare hill-soil glowed tawny in the level
morning light; over them streaked the
deep bloomy shadows of the pine-boles,
warped sinuously to left and right by inter-
lacing roots that weaved ridges and hollows
into the soil.

Over the steep climbing ground Peeti
followed his flying shadow on an ascent
that became ever more precipitous. The
higher he went, having cleared the belt of
the woods, the more distinct grew the
sound of things distant—the fainter of
things in the underlying valley; for the
height bore him up within hearing of what
was afar, while it made more effectual
the division between him and the cabins
which clung round the hill's base, and were
yet so close, that, but for the woods muffling
the ground between, he could from where
he stood have cast a stone into the midst
of them.

Now he heard from distant cups and
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hollows of ground the bleating of sheep
and the mellow lowing of cattle, and from
beyond far-off headlands, over long reaches
of sand, the roar of the ascending sea.

And now the wind came, filing his ears,
letting no sound be heard save its own;
and now lulled, letting such! silence be
round him that he heard far below in the
woods a new gust panting up the ascent;
another moment, and again it came whirl-
ing past him, lifting him on.

At length he had attained the height of
his goal and stopped in lofty seclusion.
From." knees spent with running he slid off
in a long sprawl over the hard-baked and
grassless soil of the table-land.

He cast down beside hm the gourd
and flintknife; and carefully depositing
his treasured handful of teeth, set himself
to devise a tabernacle for that Being told
of in the vision, which had brought to him
a soul, and to his soul its god,

And since he has chosen solitude, let
solitude watch over him! Let us not pry
with our analytic minds into these ante-natal
mysteries ! Peeti and his god we shall
meet again in the world of men. Till
then, leave him' alone at his (devotions on the

wind-blown table-land 1
2



CHAPTER I
KATCHYWALLAH'S DEBUT

PEETI came down from the mountain, his
god in hand, terrible to behold. Looking
upon this creation which he had fashioned,
he could not but pronounce it very good.
There, set a-crest of the gourd, glared a
fierce countenance, such as the god had
demanded ; while within lay not merely the
sheddings of teeth which he had treasured,
and dug that morning from the corner of
his cabin, but three more torn forth in
sacrifice upon that hill-altar where but an
hour back his god had lain a-making. And
beyond all this, the mere punctual fulfil-
ment of a divine behest, Peeti had cast
into the features a look of such concen-
trated sharkishness, and, in the caressing
attitude of the hands linked on the belly,
such small gluttonish approval of past
banquets, that the god must indeed be
hard to please who could not take naturally
to such a home, and feel godly satisfaction
in the devotion of his young worshipper.
18
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And Peeti was radiant; he had secured
to himself a god beyond all conception
marvellous, new, and great, and abounding
in those instincts which cried aloud in, him-
self for the flesh of priests when rage and
resentment had dominion over his heart.
Beholding that visage, he saw, as in a
mirror, his own eager passions for battle
and for vengeance; and felt that here he
had one in stern affinity 'on whom to lavish
the tribute of his rebellious love ; felt also
this further tribute drawn from him, and
bowed his head as he gave it—the tribute of
superstitious reverence and holy fear.

Down out of that seventh heaven
wherein he had held hours of strange com-
muning, wherefrom he had drawn such
draught of inspiration ; down from that hill-
altar whereon the sun blazed ever fiercer
in its fires towards noon, called back to earth
by hunger, came Peeti, god-bearing.

The pines buried him in pleasant gloom
as he descended towards his home. The
sounds of life down below began to come
noisly upon his ears—that confused un-
quiet clamour never to be separated from
the daily routine of life in a savage com-
munity. He could hear the neighbourly
yells of the women quareling' across their
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doorways; the babble of children; and
now and then loud lamentation from one
in trouble, or, as might chance, a sudden
explosion of squeaks and squeals from
the pig-droves that strayed, rooting for
garbage, through purlieus of the village.
Then, above al, came suddenly the dull
bumbling of a tom-tom beaten within the
holy enclosure, calling the hour for prayer.
It came to him with new meaning now ; he
addressed himself adoringly to his deity,
and went through the prescribed ritual with
vigorous devotion. Nine times he bumped
his head on the ground at his god's feet;
then paused, and out of the abundance of
his heterodoxy gave three more bumps.
"Because it is your birthday, King
Katchy,” he said in explanation, " and
because there's not another god like you
in al the world" Then he kissed the
brindled beIIy, and, taking his god up, went
softl )/

Where is that Aystah, | wonder?"
he said to himself, as he carrie out into the
open space below the pine-wood, and cast
his eye over the gourd-ground to the group
of mud-cabins beyond. Aystah must come
and see Katchy, and scream and bury
away her eyes; so Peeti, proud of hope,
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made hardly a doubt. When carried,
Katchywallah had a pleasant little rattling
noise in his inside; but when shaken,
he chattered his teeth most gruesomely.
Now he should chatter them at Aystah
—and then—why, of course Aystah must
gve hm a tooth for a peace-offering,
and after that she should be allowed a corner
of Katchywallah's friendliness.

Aystah was the dear victim of all his
joys; she should have first peep, and
offer the first squeal preluding the sub-
jugation of the rest of the comimmity.
So, laying the little horror reverently down
under a thorn-bush, he went in search of his
familiar.

‘He found her careering about like an
ass of the desert, ridden by her small
brother Daz, the whole of whose horse-
manship consisted in such vigorous flogging
that, had she not clipped him tight, he
must have lost his balance and fallen to
the stroke of her heels.

" Aystah, you sow," said Peeti, " put pig
Daz down, and come with me!"

" Daz may come too? "

“No, not! he would de the Iloud
death, and Peeti would catch whackirigs
for that." , .
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Aystah paused to consider.  Will she die
too of it? "

" She is to come and see!" said Peeti
oracularly. "1 have seen, and | have not
died."

To hear, with Aystah, was to obey,
where Peeti was concerned: her whole
nature was spent in submission to him’, in
the light of his looks, and in obedience to
his lead, her days were turned to adven-
ture, a thorny road to glory. Her meek
body had borne many stripes, mainly, if
not all, for this cause—loyalty to her
mad leader. Now too, though for no
better object that she knew than to go and
give herself to loud death, the spirit of her
lord rested upon her, and she girded herself
up and ran behind him.

They came to the entrance of the thicket;
there Peeti stopped and crouched down,
making a motion for Aystah to keep away.

"Take care! he may bite” he said;
and Aystah squirrelled it to a bough, and
hung dangling. " She shall not see it till
she comes!" Aystah dropped. Then
Peeti, drawing forth his litte monster,
reared it and set it rating. Aystah sent
out a little cry of fear, but not so loud or
long as Peeti had hoped; nor did she
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turn tail and run away, so as to give him
the fierce joy of pursuit, with the rattle
of his gods inwards springing at her ears.
After her first cry, she took another look,
gave a little grunt, and rolled stomach to
grass.

" Whatever is it—that thing of Peeti? " she
said.

"It is Katchywallah, his god."

"Bah! bah | what a beast of a one'!
like himself, so!"

"If she says it, he bites her!" cried
Peeti, launching the god towards her, so
that the rattle sprang again. Then Aystah
did scream’ in a complete and female manner,
rolling over on her face in the grass, and
throwing up her legs so that no evil thing
might come near her.

"She gives him a tooth," said Peeti, " and
Katchywallah forgives her ! "

After a good deal of explanation on his
part, and remonstrance on hers, Aystah
was got to sit up and feel round her
mouth to see if she had not a tooth which
by something kinder than brute force
might be extracted. She had such an one,
ripe for dropping, one that wriggled and
swung as she touched it; for Peeti there
was long coaxing to be done, patiently
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and with threats, before she mustered
courage sufficient for the uprooting.

Sundry little pulls made to look like tugs
were given, and then a piteous grimace. " It's
sotightin! Peeti does not know how tight! "

"Let hm feel" said Peeti; and then
his wicked hand went in at the large
mouth held qguilelessly open and took
tender hold. The next moment it came
out, driven before the wind of a loud cry ;
but with it the tooth came captive; and
after the first cry, wrung from her by horror
of his treachery, Aystah began to forget the
importance of her pain as she watched the
feeding deity.

She heard her tooth go "clnk " as it
joined itself to Peeti's ivories  within
Katchywallah's interior. 'And then Peeti
gave her her reward, bitng her, patting
her back, and naming her " Shadow of
Peet." Nay, had another of her teeth
been at al comfortably loose, she would
have let him filch it for a repetition of like
praise, and did a thing much more brave,
and in greater merit of kisses, when, to
please him, she touched with her lips the
brindled paunch, and said, following Peeti's
dictation, " Greatl oh, great is King
Katchy, greater than most | "



CHAPTER i
A TUSSLE WITH THE HIGH-PRIEST

PEETI, having won for his god the homage
he most sought, was now desirous for him
to make his entry into the village with all
the pomp and publicity available at short
notice. Aystah was sent before as herald,
to announce the auspicious tidings to the
women and children of the community. The
men were out in the fields, for the most part,
and the rest either hunting or fishing ; only
the high-priest was left, and he was buried
in the seclusion of the sacred college deep
in his studies of theology ; him Aystah did
not think it necessary to disturb.

So, before the wondering eyes of women
and children, Peeti made triumphal entry,
bearing his god aloft. He was followed
by a numerous rabble to his father's door;
and here, the cravings of hunger asserting
themselves over the love of pomp, he fell
upon the larder and left it void. Then,
having partially stilled his appetite, he

returned to the door-shed and sat down
25
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with  Katchywallah between his knees.
There was a general opinion, volubly
spoken, that his god was something very
much out of the ordinary way. The
chidren were all beautifully scared, and
hid between their mothers' knees for protec-
tion ; but there was one strange exception
among them, and that one was Daz, Aystah's
small brother.

‘He came sprawling and waddling, thrust-
ing forward his great domed head between
the knees of the gathered crowd; gazed
for a while, and listened ; and then slowly
advanced quite near, and looked full into
Katchywallah's face.

Peeti gave the gourd a rattle ; the child
listened intelligently, laying his ear against
the god's body.

" He bite?" he said at last.

"Yes. He bites safe enough,” said Peeti.
" Now you hear him grind his teeth ! "

Daz tarried the grinding, then gave in
his assent : :

"He gwind him teef;, he plenty teef.
He bite Chumpa-jumb? "

Peeti went off on a shout of laughter.
Chunta-jumbra was the high-priest's god,
an ugly brute, most foul to look upon, ten
times the size of Katchywallah. Yet Peeti
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caught at the idea and shouted it out lke a
battle-cry.

"Bite? Yes! Let Chunta-jumbra come
if he wants to get bitten 1 Katchywallah' is
small, but he has more teeth' than Chunta-
jumbra ; he will bite Chunta-jumbra into ten
pieces, and fight every piece of him ! "

But at that Aystah ran in upon him,
drowning his voice with the clamour of
her cries : '

" Oh, big stupid Peeti, hush ! They will
go and tell. Dont you know they will
tell? Don't speak it so loud. There!
Hush, hush ! See them now!"

Already there were changed faces
among the crowd : even these women-folk
with their dull wits knew that he had
spoken blasphemy against a priest's god;
knew that if this reached the priest's ears
there would be trouble for him, and for
them also, should they lend a favourable
hearing to such heresy. .

“Bah ! Pccti does not care,” said the

boy sullenly. "I say nothing wrong ; | say
if Chunta-jumbra comes here, Katchywallah
will fight him;, and so he will! Chunta

has his own place ; let him stick there !'"
The crowd had drawn away ; the women
were scolding their children into the doors
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of their respective homes. Aystah's mother
was caling for her also, and for
Daz. She hoisted Daz in her arm's,
gave Peeti a parting' grunt of affection,
and trotted back weightly to her own
home, where at the door-shed her mother
stood waiting to slap her into the house.

Only a short time and the news carried ;
some one, wiling to win favour, had
babbled it to the high-priests ear; and
even now full grimly he came stepping forth,
threading his way through the cabins to
the one where Peeti dwelt.

Peeti was sitting in rapt admiration
before his |god, when the priest's shadow
darkening the doorway caused hm to
look up.

Then he found himself face to face with
the arch-enemy.

"Where is this fine god thou hast taken
upon thee to make?" said the priest, his
face wrinkled with malice—" this god which
is to eat Chunta-jumbra ?"

“This is my god!" said Peeti, holding
up Katchywallah to view. " But he won't
eat Chunta-jutnbra unless Chunta-jumbra
interferes with him'"

"No?" said the priest, as he scrutinized
Katchywallah's comely proportions  with
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hostle admiration. " But thou speakest
foolishly when thou sayest such things as
these. This god that thou hast thought to
make is of suitable size, and well begun ;
bring him therefore to the priests to, the
sacred place, and there finish him."

Then Peeti stood up to do battle for
his god, guessing too well what a docking
of his fair glory this finishing would be, if
the priests were left with a free hand.
" Katchywallah is finished,” he said stoutly.

The very name, meaning, as near as can
be translated, " Touch-me-who-dare!" was
distasteful to the high-priest. Yet though
he greatly desired to divest this god of
some of his formidable qualities, he had a
superstitious dread lest he should be play-
ing with edged tools. Seeing rebellion
threatening, he tried more subtle methods
to gain his end.

" Thou knowest not, then, how greatly
it is debated in our sacred orders whether
a god will at all enter his tabernacle until
it has been approved of and hallowed by
the priests. Thou art therefore bound for
thine own sake to submit thus far to our
wisdom, lest there be something so much
amiss in the fashioning® of thy god that
until the offence be removed thy god wiill
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not consent to come under the roof of the
abode thou hast built for him. Untl, there-
fore, we have determined whether Katchy-
wallah be thy gods name or no, and
whether thou hast devised for him the
body he desires, this remains but a false
image and semblance of him, and is, to put
it truly, no god."

"No god!" Peeti threw up his head,
and repeated the words furiously. " No
god! no god! You say Katchywallah is no
god !'" Then springing forward, " At him ! "
he cried: "bite hm! bite hm!" and
dashed his god full in the priest's face—so
forcibly, indeed, that it cut him across the
jaw and the blood flowed down. There-
upon, in an access of terror, unable to stand
against the superstitious dread that assailed
him, the high-priest turned him about and
fled, leaving Peeti master of the situation.

" Oh, my Katchy, you have bitten him,
you have bitten him 1" cried Peeti, in an
ecstasy; and he hugged the little god
reverently to his breast.

After this he reckoned, what indeed was
the fact, that Katchywallah, having suffi-
cienty demonstrated his godhead, had
thenceforth nothing to fear at the hlgh-
priest's hands.
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Nevertheless, the next day there was
great weeping and wailing over the sequel
to this fine business.

Peeti, caught at an unwary moment, had
been taken to the sacred enclosure and
there tied to the whipping-post, and most
dexterously treated by two of the lower
priests, armed with thin wands ; while over
against them sat the high-priest, liberally
measuring out the punishment.

From Peeti himself came no sound at
all; it was Aystah, who rolled, a oaiseiablp
cloubled-up heap, and beat and bit at the
rails of the enclosure, squealing like a.
small stuck pig over this bumping about
of her heart's apple—it was Aystah
whose weeping and walling were gteat;
Aystah, who, grunting her grief, received
the poor drooping form from the grim
janitor at the gates, and covered his
wounds with healing unguents and medi-
cinal leaves moistened by the abund-
ance of her own warm tears; also it was
Aystah who, strong in his service, hoisted
her stricken hero with desperate arms, and,
staggering and falling upon the way, so bore
him to his own home and laid him down
in his small dark cabin at his god's feet.

So in his own body Peeti suffered
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punishment for the assault made by his
injurious deity on the sacred person of a
high-priest. The high-priest went scowl-
ing about, with sticking-plaster on his
cheek and the memory of the bite rank-
ling in his heart; yet that same bite con-
vinced him ‘that Katchywallah was "all
there,” a god quite sufficiently pugnacious
in temperament to need no further com-
pletion whatsoever.

So Katchywallah was allowed to take
his place among all the other Eares and
Penates of Peeti's home, and had pleasure
in receiving from time to time tribute
of tooth-offerings from Aystah and from
others. Peeti, having come to the end of
his own removable stock, found a con-
genial occupation in collecting, by threat,
bribery and corruption, the teeth which
were in process of faling from the gums
of other children of his tribe.

" Sho | how fat he will be ! " said Aystah,
as the feeding to repletion went on.

"“Bah, no! Al that" answered Peeti,
ratting the contents of Katchy's paunch,
"it's not fatness, it's only appetite to keep
his mouth watering."



CHAPTER IV
AYSTAH MAKES " HOOSH "

OFTEN small are the events which go to
make up a year of human life, and weari-
some to recount in detall. Yet a year's
end may show a being different seemingly
to the one known in its beginning; and
this is so, even when it may be hard to
know where the events came in which so
altered the face and directed the faculties as
to make new character the result.

Small, then, and unworthy of chronicle
must be the events in the next year of
Peet's existence, which leave hm and
Aystah practically as when first met, witli
only such rnipening of body and lmb as
a year's (growth brings, and such closer
kniting of fellowship as comes about
when two unshackled spirits are by days
of interdependence moulded slowly the one
upon the other, :

Peeti stood to the level of a man's
shoulder now—head and body both shot
aloft by the import%nate growth of gis
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crane-like legs. Aystah had fallen behind
in the skyward race, and even now the
bosom's rise had scarcely begun to give trace
of her sex, though in uncivilized peoples such
development comes early.

Yet according to the custom of her
tribe, mere child though she were, the
years drew nigh in which she would be
spoken for in marriage; and priestly
etiquette demanded that she should have by
her some deity to take charge of the pre-
nuptial years and render her in all things
desirable to man and fit for fruit-bearing.

So the intimation was solemnly con-
veyed to her that with prayer and penance
and watching she should strive to discemn
what spirit beckoned to her its hand out
of that great deep wherein dwelt things
unseeable.

And, with all her heart intending ortho-
doxy, she set herself to see some god
guiding her spirit; and praying, fasted and
watched, or, flesh being weak, failed in the
vigil, and, sleeping, dreamed; and ever
over the floor of her dreams came Peeti,
and Peeti's face lording it over her, Peeti's
feet ascending to her lips to be kissed, or
Peeti's feet waiting till she fell down, sur-
rendering herself wholly to their leading.
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Peeti was her god; though the priests
importuned and dictated, she saw none
other; tll, at last, being pestered and
driven, she made and took to her heart
an insignificant negative for a symbol of
worship—a small limp roll of soft fibrous
materials, with blunt bullet-head a-top,
dreamy-eyed, and of a snuffling expression.

" What does he feed on?" asked Peeti,
inquisitively interested as he watched the
making process. " And where does he
feed throught "—for Aystah had left no
opening for 'the satisfying of her good's
greed.

Aystah considered a little.

" He feeds on smells,” she said at last;
"he likes to le by the fire when the stew
IS cooking, or pig hanging to roast; and he
feeds himself on the smells.”

Aystah herself was fond of doing in
like manner, making up in this way for the
meagre share that often fell to her at the
family board.

"“Bah! -He's a dull sort,” said Peeti;
"out | suppose he suits you, and he
won't be in any one's way."

"1 love hm very much!" said Aystah
earnestly; and three days afterwards this
was true; he became Her foundling, and
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she mothered him with overflowing tender-
ness. So helpless he seemed, so needy a
waif from the great spirit-world fallen
upon her tender mercies. How glad she
was that it becamte her sole duty to care
for him, and lay him within smell of the
roasts and the stews, and put hm to bed,
and croon to him, and find for him a soft
soothing name to go by, as she sang her
hush-a-bies over him. Al this was very
sweet to the growing woman within her.

The name she found for him was Hoosh,
and he fited to it quite wonderfully,
becoming well reported of as an accommo-
dating and inoffensive deity, who took
life easily, and whatever homage you
chose to give hm unconcernedly, and
spent his days in sleeping well up to his
reputation.

And again a little while goes by, and no
great change comes in the fortunes or
circumstances of those whose lives come here
to be set forth in black and white.

The close fellowship which these two had
mutually toddled to find in each other's
society, while yet they were small brats,
had grown with their growth, and only
made them each day more incorrigibly
inseparable.
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High up under the pines they found a
breeze rising to them' from the sea, and that,
with the shade of the trees combined, made
the tropical heat just bearable.

In listless fashion the children let the
hours drag over them; Aystah fondled
the sleeping Hoosh, whom, as was her
wont when she went definitely anywhere,
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she had brought along with her. Peeti
also had on this occasion as a mark of
special attention asked Katchywallah to
be of their company, there being particular
reasons to-day why his god should be coaxed
to a humour yielding of favours.

The fact of the matter was that Peeti
had in his mind a something special to
ask of his father; and through his god he
hoped to influence paternal judgment into
accordance with his own views. But
somehow it seemed to him that Katchy-
wallah was by no means in a good mood :
his teeth gave the wrong sort of rattle;
his eyes were full of malign meaning,
giving to Peeti cold glances, disdaining
altogether to recognize his intention to
please, and through all the elaborate ritual
with which Peeti strove to make propitiation,
seeming to impute motives against him.

Peeti grew despairing, and for a time
gave up the struggle ; but without occupa-
tion for his mind, his body grew restless,
and he became a very comfortless com-
panion to Aystah, stretched contentedly at
ease, and to Daz, greatly given over to
big thoughts concerning the small wood-
insects that crawled over him. Yet, so
long as the sun was high, even teasing did
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little to relieve the ennui which climiatic in-
fluences pressed upon him; and the dragging:
of the tardy hours seemed to have as evil
an effect upon his god Katchywallah as upon
himself.

At length, when the day put off its weari-
ness and cool winds came to assuage the
heat, Peeti and Aystah rose and went drift-
ing lazily down the hil-side, drawn by ftfie
wind-wafted savour of the green pastures.

Peeti had hoisted the little one to his
shoulder, leaving him to cling on as he
would, for his own hands and thoughts were
full of his god, who lay looking up at him
with a disdainful aspect, rattling peevishly as
they jogged along.

Soon, clearing the wood-ways, they
brushed out through tall grasses into the
murmuring lowlands crossed by the level
sunlight. Before them bumed and shim-
mered the broad plain, green, fertile, and
flowery, with its kine-pastures dotted over
by chewing herds. Yonder was the high-
grassed, in-raled compound, where fodder
grew in reserve for the cold season; In
whose depth, not to be seen, wended light
tinkling waters.

Towards this enclosure, coasting the
bitten pasture, the chidren bent their
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steps, and climbing the fence, dropped at
once waist-deep into a plenitude of
feather-grass and clover. Peeti undid
the small throtting hands that hung upon
his throat, and shook the chid off into
a bed of long grasses. There Daz let
himself lie in perfect content, pulling petals
from the flowers which the wind swayed
down to him, and watching the flight of
large beetles which went booming overhead.
Aystah lay sunward, stretched at full
length iIn a long gtass furrow, and there
dozed with the rosy curtains of! her eyelids
tempering her bedazzlement. Hoosh lay
in the folds of her kirtle, utterly at rest.
Hoosh, Aystah, and Daz, all these had
rest within and around them; not so
Peeti. He sat, dull-eyed and anxious, in
conference with his god. Katchywallah
sprawled on his lap, looking obstinate and
cantankerous; his eyes imputing motives
against all the pious solicitude of his
worshipper. -
Here was sadness! On this day of all
days Peeti lay under the cloud of Katchy-
wallah's disapprobation. He put his hand
into his mouth, and felt along for teeth;
they were al tough! and stubborn to the
touch. Here and there he gave a desperate
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tug, but nothing came of :it; his own
sheddings were all over; he had not the
wherewithal for sacrifice.

He glanced at Katchywallah; Katchy-
wallah eyed him back, sullen and sarcastic,
imputing motives.

He turned round to Aystah, where she lay,
wooed by a sunbeam. " Aystah!" he cried
peevishly.

She opened her eyes dreamiy, and,
shading them with her hand, looked at him.

"Well?"

" Has the sow another tooth loose yet?"

She made a pretence of feeling her
moutli.

No,” she said, shutting it and her eyes
also. Once more she was the picture of
drowsy indifference.

" She hasn't felt!" exclaimed Peeti in-
dignantly. " She didn't half tug!"

"It's not a day for tugging,” she
retorted with closed face.

"It is, if Katchywallah wants one."

" If he wants one, it's Peeti's turn to give
it him!" she answered; "he has had
all Aystah's."

Peeti looked once more lo Katch'y-
wallali, and there lay Katchywallah, wide-
eyed, imputing motives.
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Peeti reared him at her, and set his
rattle going ; but Aystah paid no heed, only
lay stroking Hoosh to her side,.

Peeti contemplated her and his position
in grave perplexity. Katchywallah he judged
to be on the verge of exasperation. After
a time once more his voice stirred her.

" Well?" she sighed, out of her languor.

He was cooing persuasively under her
dark hair; the young voice of precocious
passion, waking the woman that was to
be to curious life. Her eyes opened fully,
but she did not move.

" Let Katchywallah and Hoosh have a
battle ! " ‘ '

Was it all for this, then? The woman's
soul retired again ; the chid adjusted her-
self to slumber.

" No ! " she vouchsafed him.

" But Katchywallah wants it!"

" But Hoosh doesn't"

“ But if he's challenged, he must I "

" No, he mustnt! He's asleep.”

Bah I He does nothing but sleep ! " said
Peeti, with' contempt.

“ He is a god. Let him, if he likes it ! "

"What use is a god who does nothing?
Why not leave him 'at home under the
bed, or in the bed, if he's asleep? "
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"He likes to watch* the cows," said
Aystah.

" When he's asleep ! "

" He likes to smell them."

“"Bah ! he has a pig's taste | " sniffed
Peeti, and flounced back into the grass,
resigning himself to defeat.

Soon he heard soft breathing and a
chumping sound; one of the cows was
straying near. He looked up; it was
" White-smut,” his father's milcher. The
balm of her udder flowed strongly across his
senses ; he affected distaste, and turned to
Aystah.

" Your pig god of smells likes that?"

But Aystah replied not; her face lay
placid in sleep.

Peeti leaned across her, and drew Hoosh
from under the slackened hand. The battle
should be, after all! He laid Hoosh, lank,
imp, and invertebrate, against one knee,
propping him ; then he roused Katchywallah,
and sprang his rattle.

‘Hoosh waggled feebly and fell into the
grass. Aystah had spoken the truth ; he did
not want to fight.

" Bite him; bite him!" Peeti pounced
Katchywallah down, burying his jowl in
the folds of Hoosh's raiment. But Katchy-
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wallah came away with a satiated expression;
there was no fun in worrying that Imp
morsel, who loved sleep and the smell of a
cow's udder.

White-smut came roaming along the
pales, thrusting her nose through for the
sweet forbidden fodder of the enclosure.
But many before her had done the like;
there was scant harvest within, reach' to be
gathered.

An inspiration threw its spark into Feed's
soul: he took a great wisp of grass, and
therein wrapped the soft Hoosh; then he
crept to the fence, and stretched it, an offer-
ing to the meek beast.

"Go and smel your cow's udder—
you!" (this to Hoosh). '- Coop, coop,
coom coop | " (this to the cow).

The rough, lithe tongue coiled about the
savoury morsel; quilelessly the mouth en-
gulfed and swallowed down the wisp with its
sacred inwards.

Peeti returned to Katchywallah. " We
will tell her you've eaten him, O my
Katchy! and then she will believe how
great you are." And to Peeti's eyes it
seemed that his god winked at hm' in
approval.



CHAPTER VI

A PIOUS FRAUD; AND THE SUDDEN
DISAPPEARANCE OF HOOSH

LONGER and longer fell the shadows ; and
Aystah did not wake. And now as, after
that moment of impulse, he sat commun-
ing with himself, Peeti began to find diffi-
culties in the building up of his fiction.
Some touch was wanting to give verisimili-
tude to the story, and to gain such cre-
dence of Aystah as should glorify his god
in her eyes and in the eyes of al others,
and keep Katchywallah's approval whole
to him. How would she receive his word
that her god had gone down to his doom
under the mauling of a rival deity, with
no cry for sustenance, or blow dealt in de-
fence? There was a clear difficulty: the
sounds of a strife would have roused her;
so, over her sleep, he mummered it.

Into Aystah's slumbers there flitted a
wee, weird chirping of distress, dominated
by the fierce grating of teeth she knew of
old as the wvoice of Katchywallah in the

16
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times when he went forth to war. Daz
heard it also, and turned his childish at-
tention ; but Aystah sprang, startled, and
beheld Peeti, with guit in his looks, jerk-
ing Katchywallah up and down in the air
as though in the performance of a war-
dance.

Then fear seized her, as, with instinctive
clutch of hand, she came upon emptiness
where should have lan Hoosh in his
divinity.

" Where is Hoosh?" cried Aystah; and
her poor feeble cry, as it came choking,

was answered in terms of finality : " He
is nowhere now. He has been swal-
lowed up." -

And there to behold was Peeti, kow-
towing to Katchywallah, bumping his head
on the ground at the god's feet, and cry-
ing, " Great, oh, great is King Katchy,
devourer of them that resist hm ! "

" Hoosh, Hoosh, O my Hoosh, come
out of hm " A van summons many
times repeated, till the broad-cast shadows
of the hills had flooded out the light from
al that fair plain. From entreaty she
turned to passionate interrogation and re-
proach ; and as her voice ascended the scale
of wrath’, Peeti's became more restrained
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and sphinx-ike in its answers; while
behind these two who fought and lied and
pleaded, in the long grasses lay Daz, over
whose eyes was beginning to dawn the
vision of a new god.

Reeti was didactic—that a god's ways
were not to be questioned ; that who was
she to plead cause against his deity; that
where a god dwelt mattered nothing, and
that she could go on worshipping her god
just as well in the inside of another god,;
that he was quite sure Katchywallah would
allow it in recogniton of past tooth-
tribute and hope of more to follow. At
which last argument there was great wring-
ing of hands and wailing, " To think
moaned Aystah, "that he should be using
my own little teeth to eat up my own little
god with1 Oh, what will Hoosh think of
me? Oh, Hoosh, Hoosh, my blessed one,
come out of him | "

Peeti bore the call confidently, so far as
Katchywallah was concerned: he knew
there was small chance of Hoosh coming
out of him; but he glanced not without
apprehension across the field to where
White-smut went grazing.

The grazing did not cease; Hoosh was
having his fill of the odour his soul loved.
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Once more Peeti was didactic—why
should not two gods join heads into one
body, and become, to all intents and pur-
poses, one god? Three stars came shim-
mering overhead, gemming like drops of
dew the ever-deepening bloom of heaven ; he
drew on their glance and shine for larger
inspiration. " Why not three?" he said;
And Daz heard him, and caught his breath
for the vision.

But Aystah would find no comfort in
such subtleties of doctrine. Her loss
weighed dismally upon her; nor could she
with the eye of faith discern through the
supreme egoism of Katchywallah's out-
ward appearance any grounds for hope
that so equitable a process as a joint
partnership was likely to be taking place
between him and Hoosh. Hoosh, it
seemed to her, was wholly absorbed, was
reduced to a mere ingredient, within the
stronger personality of this rival deity;
and now, for all she knew, he lay most
grievously bitten and maimed in the inner
darkness of a grizzly torture-chamber,
becoming every moment that he lay there
more bitten, and more mamed, by the
digestive working of Katchywallah's inner

man. And once more, while Peeti laboured
4
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at his periods, she felt with fresh horror
the piteousness of the tragedy, the
thought not to be borne with, that her
teeth were being now wused as instru-
ments for the torture of her own god.
She seemed to see them at work under
the malign direction of their present pos-
sessor, now grinding, now chewing, now
gnashing, now fraying, making mere pulp
of her poor reft pledge of immortality.

She bent her head forward, and laid her
ear against Katchywallah's belly.

" Listen ! " she said.

There was no sound, not the slightest:
Peeti treasured his fable far too well to
risk detection with any fresh counterfeit
now.

" Perhaps he is dead/' he flung out by
way of suggestion.

Aystah shook her head, " No, not dead:
gods cannot die."

She glanced up, white and dreadful.
Suddenly her two hands flashed out like
claws and ‘grabbed hold of Katchywallah.

For one brief instant, while she grasped
and tore, the teeth within jarred hideously.
Then, Peeti, panting and frantic, snatched
victory and leaped back, rearing Katchy-
wallah high over his tumbling curls.
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" Oh, you blasphemer ! " he cried, bright
with anger. And Aystah crouched passion-
ing in the coming dews and glared, thwarted
and haggard, ready to spring.

“Oh!" he menaced, shaking the god
over her, and then at one bound cleared
the fence, and, skirting the straggling herd,
ran fast homewards, with the bright after-
glow failing round him.

And Aystah, spent with foiled passion,
dragged herself up, and bade Daz come.
Hoisting hm to the top-rail of the en-
closure, she herself clambered across, and
took the heavy young weight in her arms,
kissing him, with tears between, and went,
skirting the herd, in Peeti's foot-track, most
god-forsaken of all her tribe: more god-
forsaken than the little one in her arms,
for in his brain new-born lay the vision of
his god.

But, to herself, Aystah' seemed to have
been reft at one blow of the godhead to
which she clung, of the godhead which
clung to her: of Peeti's comradeship and
Hoosh's mid trust. In all the world
there seemed no happiness left for her;
the narrow horizon of her young life was
overclouded with this double woe.



CHAPTER VI
HOOSH TAKES VENGEANCE UPON PEETI

PEETI slipped to his small hutch in the rear
of the house and set, Katchywallah down,
kissing the brindled belly to which he had
striven by all the lies in his power to bring
fame and homage. He awaited his father's
return in confidence now: Katchywallah
would see that his desire should be satis-
fied ; Katchywallah's eye no longer im-
puted evil motives; there was no question
but that the god was abundantly satisfied with
his servant's devotion to his dvine interests.

It grew late, and Peeti became hungry;
he had not eaten except a few raw roots
since daybreak; and when the milk pitcher
and the black bread-cakes stood warm upon
the board he would bless the head of his
father.

He wanted something to do, to fil up the
time of enforced waiting, and his thoughts
naturally flew to his play-fellow, whose
god he had ravished from her keeping,
and whom he had left in anger.

69
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What was sow Aystah doing now; had
she gone home? He was beginning to be
sorry for her in his morsel of a soul; to-
morrow there should be fine makings of a
brand-new Hoosh, so like the old one that
the Grand Inquisitor himself should not
spy a difference. Nay! his compunction
should not wait till to-morrow, he would run
and tell her now.

He laid Katchywallah down on his. bed,
and went out to find if Aystah were any-
where on the road. Not seeing her in
the track leading up from the pasture, he
ran to her home, only a dozen steps from
his own. Her mother was squatting in
the doorway, peeling roots for the family
supper.

"Is Aystah home?" he asked. The
woman jerked her head towards the in-
terior ; there was no one in the living-room
he could see; so he ran round to the back
til he stood under the small hole which
was window to the inner cabin. He
caught hold of the sil and drew himself
up. His eyes could just catch a glimpse
of Aystah spread out with her face in the
bed-mat.

" Aystah, you fat sow!" he whispered ;
and a movement showed that she heard.
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"1 will make you a new Hoosh to-morrow;
Peeti wil make him" He saw' her shake
her head quickly, rejecting altogether his
proffer; she did not turn her face to him
or speak a word.

A sound rang on the stillness. He
listened a moment, then loosed hold of
the window-sill and let himself down.

There were tom-toms and ululations of
mourning: a dead man was being borne
into the village ; he knew that sound from
of old ; with a boy's instinct for horrors, he
clapped on speed and flew to meet it

Other boys were running too, and the
women were clustering in the open before
their doors ; for every one knew that signal
of mourning, frequent enough in a tribe so
precariously governed, bound daily to struggle
for existence in perilous places.

The fisheries brought many a death to
the community, but few bodies: the
sharks took those. The chase added its
quota; and human strife and passion gave
many a swift ending to the wild lives that
strove for maintenance, one against the
other, on the barren waste lands and for
possession of the fertile.

A herdsman had run in to the priests'
quarters from one of the outlying pastures,
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and, at his news, several of the priests had
hurried out, with death-drums slung on,
and were gone forth to meet and escort the
dead body into the village.

The messenger had hardly stayed to get
breath before reaping the reward he had
run so hard to obtain—that of babbling
the first news of the calamity to the
doorway gossips.

The whole place was agog, and' the
historian  quickly besieged with  clamour.
But he had barely started on his narration
before the first beat of the tom-toms
struck up from a distance, telling that the
priests had already met with the bearers
of the dead.

An unexplained sight of blood was
better to the gayer spirits than a narration ;
and at once a dozen boys feet slapped and
pattered over the beaten ground, as away
flew the whole covey of them to the feast of
seeing, which was believing.

Peeti came at full launch, fleeter of foot,
but behindhand of the rest. He passed
the more staid gossipers who swarmed
about the holy precincts without any pause
for inquiry. As he went bounding by,
he was seen, and an exclamation followed
him, bidding him stop. One, a woman, flung
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herself in pursut of him, but gave up,
and, screaming with all her lungs, sent
the news after him.

He heard a shrill voice naming " White-
smut " his father's milcher; and his heart
gave a great thump and sickened: was
White-smut dead, slain inwardly by the
outraged Hoosh ?

The loss, the probable destitution of his
father, was, after the momentary thrill of
superstitious terror, the consideration which
gave the first smart to Peeti's remorse.
But soon fear of discovery and of peril
to his very life gathered over him in
mastering horror.  Superstition had a very
secondary hold over his mind compared
with his fear of the priests, in whose hands,
far more than in the gods', lay for him the
real keys of life and death.

earing the cry, he sprang short and
stopped, his knees failing him.  His run
had taken him a good half-way towards the
advancing priests bumbling at their tom
toms. Behind him the woman came sway
ing an arm, a zigzag figure of entreaty,
imploring him to stop.

"What?" he cried.

She pointed ahead of him to the proces
sion now cresting the .ascent. :
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" It's your own father they're bringing
in, Peeti! His micher went mad all in a
moment, and had him on her horns and
knocked him down and trampled him.
‘He was dead before another could get
between."

The tom-toms bumped and burred
under the hands of the priestly dancers,
quite close now, drowning what else she
had to say. The troop came, clouded in
dust, right on to where Peeti stood rooted ;
the sacred dance ringed him in and bore
him on. In dust and noise and bitter
abandonment of grief, he just knew that
he had looked on the battered body which
once was his own father, and had measured
within his desolate heart something of the
horror of Hoosh's vengeance; and then
knew hardly anything, untl he saw them
laying the body on its own mat-bed, under
guardianship of its own deity, the unlovable,
squat-bellied Glu-glu.

Then the priests set to arranging the
chamber of death, making preparation to
leave it vacan for the dead to take fare-
well of its god. They set watchers in the
thatched porch, and the last meal in the
doorway, for the spirit to partake of as it
passed forth: these and other elaborate
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doings after the traditions of their tribe,
which Peeti cared not to stay regarding.
Lifting the pampas curtain, he crept shiver-
ing to the back cabin, and for the first
time since the befaling of so much misery
had leisure granted him to commune with
his own heart concerning this tragedy of a
god's vengeance.



CHAPTER VI
PEETI, GLU-GLU, AND THE COW

ON the bed lay Katchywallah. Peeti put
him sadly asid