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TO
A NOBLE LOVER
H. L. W.

WE have sought it, we have sought the golden arrow
(Bright the sally-willows sway)
Two and two by paths low and narrow,
Arm-in-crook along the mountain way.
Break o' frost and bresk o' day!
Some were sobbing through the gloom
When we found it, when we found the golden arrow --
Wand of willow in the secret cwm. M. W






Introduction

MANY of us can remember the revelaticn of poetical power
given to the world with the songs of a Shropshire Lad.
Much of the noble, though more neglected, work of Mary
Webb might be celled the prose poems of a Shropshire Lass.
Mogt of them spoke in the spirit, and many through the
mouth, of some young peasant woman in or near that
western county which lies, romantic and rather mysterious,
upon the Marches of Wales. Such a Shropshire Lass was
the narrator of Precious Bane; such a one is the heroine, and
a very heroic heroine, of The Golden Arrow. But the coni-
ngrison suggested above involves something more than the
icidence of a county and asocia type. Those two writers
genius, devoted to the spirit of Shropshire and the western
hires, do realy stand for two principles in dl living litera-
ture to-day; and especidly in al literature concerned with
the very ancient but very modern subject of the peasantry.
| do not put them side by side here for comparison in the
p_altr¥ sense of competition. | have the strongest admira-
tion for both literary styles and both literary achievements.
But the comparison is perhaps the clearest and most rapid
way of representing what is really peculiar to writers like
Mary Webb and to books like The Golden Arrow.

There are two ways of dealing with the dignity, the pain,
the prejudice or the rooted humour of the poor; especially
of the rural poor. One of them is to seein their tragedy only
a stark simplicity, like the outline of a rock; the other is to
se in it an unfathomable though a savage complexity, like
the labyrinthine comﬁ)lex!ty of a living forest. The roE-
shire Lad threw on dl objects of the landscape a hard light
like that of mornir;]q, in which dl things are angular and
solid; but most of al the gravestone and the gdlows. The
light in the stories of the Shropshire Lass is a light not shin-
ing on things, but through them. It is that mysterious light
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in which solid things become semi-transparent; a diffused
light which some cdl the twilight of superstition and some
the ultimate violet ray of the sxJ sense of man; but which
the strictest rationalist will hardly deny to have oeen the
luminous atmosphere of a great part of literature and legend.
In one sense it is the light that never was on sea or Tand
and in another sense the light without which sea and land
areinvisible; but @ least it Is certain that without that dark
ray of mystery and superstition, there might never have been
any love of the land or any songs of the sea. Nobody doubts
that peasantrie- have in the past, as a matter of fact, been
rooted in dl sorts of strange tales and traditions, like the
legend of The Golden Arrow. The only difference is between
two ways of treati n(];: this fact in the two schools of rural
romance or poetry. For the pessmist of the school of Hous-
man or of Hardy, the grandeur of poverty is altogether in
the pathos of it.” He is only softened by hard facts; by the
hard facts of life and death. The beliefs of the peasant are
amere tangle of weeds at the feet of the pessimist; it is only
the unbelief of the peasant, the disillusion and despair of tl-
E_easant, which remind the pessimist of dignity and warm

im with respect. There is nobility in the benighted dark-
ness of the hero; but there is no light or_enlightenment,
except from the atheism of the author. The poor man is
great in his sufferings; but not in anything for which he
suffered. His traditions are a tangle of weeds, but his sor-
rows are a crown of thorns. Only there is no nimbus round
the crown of thorns. There is no nimbus round anything.
The pessimist sees nothing but nakedness and a certain
grandeur in nakedness; and he sees the poor man as a man
naked in the winter wind. _ _

But the poor man does not see himself like that. He has
aways wrapped himsdf up in shreds and patches which,
whilé they were aswild as r?s were as emblematic as vest-
ments; rags of al colours that were worn even more for
decoration than for comfort. In other words, he has had a
meass of beliefs and half-beliefs, of ancestral ceremonies, of
preternatural cures and preternatural consolations. It is
amid this tangle of traditions that he has groped and not
merely in a bleak vacuum of negation; it isin this enchanted
forest that he has been lost so Tong, and not merely on the
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open moor; and it is in this rich confusion of mystical and
material ideas that the rura characters of Mary Webb walk
from the first page to the last.

Now Wemay well for the moment leave the controversy
open, as to whether these works make the rustic too trans-
cendental, or whether the works of the pessimists make him
too pessimistic. But something like a serious historical
answer can be found in the very existene of many of the
rustic fables, or even of the rustic names. It is very difficult
to believe that any |people so brutal, so bitter, so stupid and
stunted as the English rustics are sometimes epresented in
redlistic literature could ever have invented, or even habit-
ually used and lived in the atmosphere of such things as the
popular names for the country flowers, or the ordinary
place-names and topographical terms for the valleys and
streams of England. It looks rather like bad psychology to
believe that those who talked of traveller's joy were never
joe/ful, that those who burdened their tongues with the title
of love-lies-bleeding were never tender or romantic, or that
the man who thought of some common green growth as Our
Lady's bedstraw was incapable of chivalry or piety. The
characters in the romances of Mary Webb are the sort of
rustics who might have invented such names. The Golden
Arrow itself would be a name of exactly such a nature,
whether it were invented by the natives or invented by the
novelist. The legend of The Golden Arrow, which lovers
went wandering to find, 'and went with apple-blow scent
round 'em and a mort o' bees, and warmship, and wanted
nou%ht of any man,' is a myth bearing witness, as do all
myths and mythologies, to the ancient beauty for which
man was made, and which men are dW?/S unmaking. But
this mystical or mythological sense would not be genuine, if
it did not admit the presence of an evil as well as a good
that is beyond the measure of man. One of the things that
makes a myth so true is that it is always in black and white.
And o0 its mysticism is aways in black magic as well as
white magic. It is never merely optimistic, like a new re-
ligion made to order. And just as in Precious Bane, the old
necromancer was driven by an amost demoniac rage to
raise up the ghost of the Pagan Goddess, so in The Golden
Arrow a man is lured into the ancient and mazy dance of
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madness by that heathen spirit of fear which inhabits the
high places of the earth and the peaks where the brain grows
dizzy. These thingsin themselves might be as tragic as any-
thing in the redlistic tragedies; but-the point to seizeis the
presence of something positive and sacramental on the other
side; a heroism that is not negative but affirmative; a saint-
ship with the power to cast out demons; expressed in that
immemorial poplar notion of an antidote to a poison and
a counter-charm against a witch. _ .

The characterization in The Golden Arrow, if rather lessin
scope than than in Precious Bane, is sometimes even more
vivid withinitslimits. The difference between the two girls,
brought up under the same limitations, observing the same
gtrict rural conventions, feeling the same natural Instinctsin
two ways which are ten thousand miles apart, is very skil-
fully achieved within the unities of a single dialect and a
sngle scene. And through one of them there passes, once or
twice, like the noise and rushing of the Golden Arrow, that
indescribable exaltation and breathing of the very air of
better things, which, coming now and again in” human
books, can make literature more living than life.

G.” K. CHESTERTON.
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Chapter |

JOHN ARDEN'S stone cottage stood in the midst of the hill
plateau, higher than the streams began, shelterless to
the four winds. While waQngg dishes Deborah could see,
through the small, age-misted pane, counties and blue
ranges lying beneath the transparent or hazy ar in the
bright, unfading beauty of i“viokte nature. She would
gaze out between the low window-frame and the lank
geraniums, forgetti n? the half-dried china, when grey rain-
storms raced across from far Cader Idris, ignoring in their
majestic progress the humble, variegated e’olalns of grass and
gﬁam, breaking like a tide on the unyielding heather and
the staunch cottage. Beyond the kitchen and attached to
the house was the shippen, made of weather-boarding, each
ﬁlank overlapping the next. This was lichen-grey, like the
ouse, stone and wood having become worn as the hill-folk
themselves, browbeaten and mellowed by the tempestuous
E(/ears, yet tenacious, defying the storm. Sitting in the
itchen on a winter night, the Ardens could hear the con-
tented rattle of the two cow-chains from the shippen, the
%entle coughing and stamping of the folded sheep, while old
over lay with one ear pricked, and now and then a hill
pony - strayed from the rest - whickered through the howl-
|n%ferOC|ty of the ?de. '
ut now it wasJuly, and every day when Deborah set her
mother's milk-pails upside-down on the garden hedge to
sweeten, she stooped and smelt the late-blooming white
bush-roses. She was ¢ atherln% them in the honey-coloured
light of afternoon, while large black bees droned in the open
flowers and hovered inquiringly round the dose, shdl-
tinted buds. _
'Deborah!" celled Mrs. Arden from the kitchen, ' they're
coming. | see them down by the Batch Stone now. Eli's
walking as determined-angry as ever. Making up sins for
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othlecrj folks to repent of till he canna see anything in the
‘orld.’

'Danged if he innal' said John, going to the window and
breaking into the wholehearted laughter of an old man who
has never wilfully done wrong or consciously done right; for
he was lifted by his simple love of dl creatures as far above
right and wrong as his cottage was above the plain. His
brown, thin face ran into kindly smiles as easlly as a brook
runs in its accustomed bed. No one minded him laughing
at them when they saw the endless charity of his eyes, which
were &t in a network of finelines, arid were wistful with his
long gazing into oncoming storm and unattainable beauty
and the desperate eyes of his strayed and sick sheep.

'Put out a bit of honey, mother!" he called, as his wife st
out the old cups and saucers painted with dim and incor-
rigibly solemn birds, that made the dresser look like an
enchanted aviary.

'Ohl John, you spendthrift! And not but a pound or two
left of the last taking,” said Mrs. Arden. ‘It's only Eli and
Lil, after dl.

‘Well, mother,' said John, 'Eli's got no honey in his heart,
so he mun have some in his belly, whether or no!'

Deborah had gone out on to the green hill-track, mown
by the sheep until no millionaire's lawn could be smoother.
Folk to tea was a great event, for here it was only in the
summer that the hamlets could link hands over the ridges,
the white blossom flow up from the plains till it aimost met
on the summit, the farmer's wife on one side of the ridge
walk over to see her sigter on the other side.

'‘Well, Deborah!" said Eli, as she met them, 'l see you'm
going the broad road. Ribbons and fanglements! Ayel
The 'ooman of Babylon decked hersdlf for the young cap-
tains -

' think she looks very nice, father," said Lily, in the habit-
ually peevish tone of a snubbed child. She took stock of
Deborah jealously; detested her for having blue ribbon and
anormal father; and put an arm round her waist to disguis®
the fact and to see if Deborah had made her waist smaller by
tight-lacing. Deborah received the embrace with the un-
gl]mstionigﬁ gratitude and ineradicable reserve with which

e met demonstration. Without redlizing the fact, she
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didiked being touched; physica contact with anything
larger and less frail than a bee or raindroP worried her. At
night, when she and Joe and the old folk gathered round
the fire, she would draw her chair a little apart, unaware
that she did 0. Warm-hearted and without egoism, she
was yet one of the women who are always surrounded by a
kind of magic circle. The young men who leant on meadow
bridges - locally known as 'gaubies bridges - on a Sun-
day, when she paid a rare visit to the plain, did not cdl
after her; when Jo€s friends came in for the evening, she
thought they didiked her; she wished she were more like
Lily - who boxed their ears and had her feet heavily
stamped on under the table and once had an April-Fool
postcard with 'l love you' on it.

'l supposeit's because of Lily's golden hair,' she once said
to her mother wistfully. Her own was brown as a bark-
stack, and had the soft sheen of a wood-lark's wing or a
hill-foal's flank.

'No danger!" said her mother tartly. The more she loved
people the more tart she was, until her husband used to say
ruefully that he wished she was, a bit more calous-like to
him, for he felt like a pickled damson.

'What's a fellow want with nasty straw-hair for his cmJ
lun? You needna "O mother!" me; folks do have chillun -
as | know full well, as have ?]iyetheir first wash to a power
of 'em, and the lambs (poor things!) — not as | wash them,
being woolly, and I'd as soon bring alamb into the 'orld as
a child, for if they hanna %ot immortal souls they're more
affectionate than most that has - but as | was saying, chillun
there are, and married you'll be, and chiilun you'll have,
and they won't have straw thatch like Lily's, but nice cob-
coloured yeads with a polish on 'em! Dear 'eart, she's gone!'

As Deborah came with Eli and Lily aong the sward, all
the sheep, newly shorn and self-conscious, arranged them-
sves like a Bible picture, with the three figures as shep-
herds. The 'cade’ lambs, remembering Deborah's punctual
feedi gg, and feeling an aura of protection about her, pressed
round.

'Dirty beasts!' said Eli, sweepi n? them back with his stick.
'‘Not but what that black 'un will bring a good price come
Christmas.'
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'Dunna clout 'em, Eli!" came John's voice from the thres-
hold. 'I'd liefer the[v)'d come round me than find the pot of
gold under the rainbow. They be my friends, as you know
well, and they'm not speechless from emptiness of heart.
No, sorrowful and loving they be.

‘Meat, that's what they be’ sad Eli.

'Deb!" whispered Lily, 'isn't he an old beast? | hate him
ano're every day, and | wish | could get married - that |

o! ‘

‘Oh, Lily"

'Not that | Uke sheep myself,' Lily continued, 'soft things!
But as for him, he's aways growling and grudging and
taking on religious dl at once.' Her lips trembled. 'l hanna
got so much as a hit of ribbon, nor nothing," she said.

Deborah stooped and gathered a red rose - the only one.

There! that's nicer than ribbon, and Joe likes red," she
sad with a gmile.

Lily simpered.

'Where be Joe? she asked negligently, hiding her wear-
ing anxiety as to whether Joe would be present at tea or
not.

'Haying at the Shakeshafts, but it's so nigh that he comes
back to his tea now and agen.'

Colour came into Lily's pale face. Her eyes shone. She
was vital for the first time that afternoon.

'‘Can | come to your room and do my hair, Deb? she
asked. 'The curls do blow about so. | should think you're
glad egours is straight, and never blows out in curls?

Deborah was looking at a giant shadow - the astral body
of the gaunt Diafol ridge, blue-purple as aflower of hound's-
tongue - which stretched across the hammock-like valley
towards their own range at this time in the afternoon.

'‘Aye,' she said absently.

'Do you like these sausage-curls at the back, Deb? asked
Lily, thirsting for female praise, since the more nerve-
thrilling male was not obtainable.

'Aye,' said Deborah again.

Lily stamped.
~ 'You never looked, Deborah Arden! | suppose you're
jedlous.’

Deborah awakened from her dreams and smiled.
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'l was thinking that shadow was like a finder pointing
straight at you and me, Lil,' she said. 'A long finger as you
canna get away from. What does it token?

" Weddings I' said Lily, thinking of Joe and the under-
clothes she would buy in Silverton, and blushing at an im-
propriety that Deborah would not have seen.

'Maybe - or maybe summat darker," said Deborah.

'Oh, don't be so creepy and awful, Deb!" And Lily pulled
her blouse tighter to show the outline o' her figure better -
a very pretty, pigeon-like outline, so poor Joe thought later,
desperate at Lily's provocative hauteur.

'Deb!" shrieked Mrs. Ardenup the breakneck dairs, 'take
the tray and ring ur) Joe, there's a good girl.'

'Me too!" cried Lily, taking the largest tra%/.

So out ran the two maidens, their frocks flying, nimble
feet scudding over the springy turf, armed with green trays
painted with fat roses, beating on them like bacchanals with
pokers. They were quite grave and earnest, quite unaware
that they were quaint, beautiful, and the inevitable prey of
oncoming destiny.

A brown figure appeared far down a cwm of the steep
hillside, at first indistinguishable from the blurs that were
rocks and sheep, climbing the hot, dippery hill.

Lily watched with velled eagerness; leaning out to this
new force of manhood with no thought of it, but with the
complete absorption in her own small, superficial ego in
face of great primeval powers which makes a certain type of
woman the save of sex instead of the handmaid of love.
She was what is called a good girl, thinking no worse
thoughts than the crude ones of most farm women. She
was insatiably curious, and was willing to face the usual life
of the women among whom she lived in order to unravel
the mysteries of the Old Testament and other Sunday meat
of the congregation at her place of worship. She was full of
tremors and flushes - the livery of passion - yet incapable
of understanding passon's warm saf. She was ready to
give herself as a woman for the seke of various material

enefits, with a pathetic ignorance of her own unthinkable
worth as a human being. She was rapacious for the small-
change of sex, yet she would never be even dirred by the
agony of absence from the beloved.

G.A. 17 B



Deborah went indoors like a good sigter, and left Joe to
his fate.

In the calm, brown kitchen, , live with the ticking of the
grandfather clock, Mrs. Arden's alarum and John's turnip
watch - which, when wound, went stertorously for an hour
and then stopped - the three old folk, like wintered birds,
sat round the board in a kind of unconscious thankfulness
for mere life and absence of pain. Eli always had the robin
cup, the robin being the only bird that did not rouse him to
hoarse grumblings about pests and vermin. In the dim past
his mother had cgjoled and threatened him into a belief
that the robin was a sacred bird; so sacred it was. A robin
might perch on his spade while he stooped to shake potatoes
from the haulm, and he only gave it a crooked smile. Any
other bird he would have stoned. They drank from the
cups, where the gold was worn at the rim, with a kind of
economy of pleasure, as if they felt that the cup of life was
slowly emptying, the gold upon it growing faint.

'Honey, Eli? said John-. 'There's a bit of acid in to suit
your taste!' By such mild satire he comforted himsdf for
the heart-sickness often given him by Eli's treatment of
small creatures.

'Here's our Deb,' he said, with his unfailing delight in his
children. 'Where's Lily?

Mrs. Arden, ever ready to further the designs of nature,
kicked him under the table; he gazed at her with steadfast
inquiry till the truth slowly dawned on him, and the china
rattled to his delighted thump of the table.

'‘What, Joe? he asked, and let Eli into the secret in a
twinkling.

'‘Ay," sad Eli, with a kind of sour pride, unable to help
approving of success, though disapproving of youth, beauty
and love. 'Aye, shem aterror with the men, is Lilian. The
mother was the same.’ He always spoke of his late wife in
the detached manner of one alluding to a cow.

'‘Eh, well! The dead say nought,’ remarked Mrs. Arden,
who aways had a veiled hostility to Eli.

‘And that's a silence we al come to," said John pacifically.
'Poor Thomas o' Wood's End's gone, I'm told. You'll be
making a noration on his coffin, Eli, | suppose?

‘No. | bain't good enough for them seemingly," said Eli.
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'Some young chap's to come as is new in these parts. Fore-
man at the Lostwithin Spar Mine. Tongue hung on in the
middle. All faith and no works, and the women after 'un
like sheep at a gaéo. | shanna go.

'I'm going,’ said John. 'He was a good neighbour, was
Thomas. Stood godfather to our Deb, too, when mother
took an' got her named in Sepe Church.'

‘Wel!" said Mrs. Aiden oracularly, 'chapel | was reared
and chapel | am. But when it comes to weddings and
christenings, you want summat a bit older than chapd -
plenty of written words and an al-overish fueling to the
place and a good hig zinc-lined font. And is the new young
man married or single, Eli?

Eh* made no reply - a custom of his when a question bored
him, and one so well understood by his intimates that no
one dreamt of being offended.

As Deborah sat with the old people, she wondered if the
strange experience that had come to Joe and Lily would
ever come to her. Would she ever pluck bracken as rosil
and earnestly as Lily, waiting for a step - a voice? She felt
rather forlorn in the staid environment, rather homesick for
adventure, yet with the sense of somnolent peace that broods
over afternoon services.

Out in the sun Lily pulled to pieces the small, soft fingers
of the bracken with her back to the ascending Joe. A hawk
hovered overhead, and the snipe that had been bleating
ceased and became till. Up from the meadow Joe had |eft,
came faint shouts; microscopic figures moved there. Joe's
black hair was stuck with hay, which gave his steadfast face
an absurdly rakish air.

'Waiting for me, Lil? he asked, his delight overflowing.

'‘No danger!"

'Ohl" said Joe, crestfallen.

'What are you gallivanting here for, when they're hay-
ing? queried Lily, giving him a chance for a compliment.

'Me tea,' said Joe, truthfully but disastroudly.

Lily was silent, surveying his corduroyed and blue-shirted
figure with great disfavour.

As he had climbed the dope, there had flickered before
him, pale and shaken as the nodding blue heads of the
sheep's-hit scabious, a vision of firelight and smal faces,
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with Lily presiding over a giant tegpot. For Jo€s most
spiritual was to some eyes grosdy material. His winged
desires, his misty gropings after the beautiful were clothed
by him in the most concrete images. Therefore, because he
loved Lily so much, the teapot of the vision was large enough
for a school-treat, larger than any he had seen in the six-
penny bazaar windows last Michaelmas Fair, and the chil-
dren's faces were quite innumerable. But now, near enough
to touch that wonderful blouse of Lily's - a very transparent
green butter-muslin made in the latest fashion by Lily and
fastened with pins - now the vision went out like a lantern
when a blown bough smashes the glass.

‘Lil, will you come pleasuring along o' me to the Fair on
Lammas holiday? he asked humbly.

Lily disguised her thrill ofjoy.

"Fraid | canna,' she said.

'Oh, Lil' And I've saved five shillings on purpose.'

'If so be | came, would you buy me a blue bow?

I would that!" said the beaming Joe; 'a whacking big
‘'un!’

'Oh, not big - little and pretty. | don't like big things.'

*| beabit on the big side myself, Lil, but it ain't my fault,
and | met be able to keep folk from jostling you - being
broad like.'

'If | come,' said Lily, ‘will you bring Deb too?

'Deb? Lord o' mercy, | dunna want Deb.'

'It's not proper ‘ithout," said Lil.

Joe flushed redder than he aready was. The mere poss-
bility of a state of things that could be construed as im-
proper existing between himself and this mystery - this
radiant creature that had suddenly appeared out of the
chrysdlis of the Lil Huntbatch he had known al his life -
went to his head like home-brewed.

'‘A'right,” he said meekly.

‘And as Deb would be dull, when we went off together -'

'‘Aye,' said Joe with much relish.

'And as she dunna like the chaps about here much -'

‘I canna think why - good chaps they be, drawing a
straight furrow and handy with the sheep -'

‘A girl doesn't think much of that in the man she's going
to wed," said Lily loftily.
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'What does she think on? Chapel-going? I'll go to chapel
every week, Lil, if you like. | be more of an outside prop
than an inside pillar now, out -'

‘It doesn't matter to me if you never go,’ said Lily. 'But
as | said, as she doesn't like them, why not ask that new
chap that's come to Lostwithin yonder - a town chap and
very smart, they say. He's going to speak over Thomas o'
Wood's End come Sunday; you could ask him then.'

Joe pondered.

‘If I do, will you come to chapel aong o' me and walk
back arm-in-crook and promise faithful to come to the
Fair?

'If you like.'

‘What little smal arms you'm got, Lil! And shining
white, like a bit of spar. | wish -'

'What?' said Lily, trembling with curiosity and delight.

‘Ne'er mind," said Joe; 'come Sunday night, when we're
by the little 'ood and it's quiet, maybe I'll say. And now
Il go round by the back and wash me'

Lily went into the kitchen, thinking how rough Joe was -
better than her father, of course, but probably not as nice as
the new Lostwithin foreman, whom she had, with such
well-laid plans, arranged to captivate. John glanced up at
her and remembered his courting days. Mrs. Arden decided
to put off pig-killing till Joe should be 'called,’ in order to
have black pudding at the wedding. She dso considered
other abstruse questions. Deborah felt rather like Lily's
aunt, and was very motherly to her, retiring soon at an
urgent cal from Joe to see to the proper adjustment of his
best tie- no mere knot, but a matter of intricate folds of
crimson slk embellished with large horseshoes. All the
things Joe did and possessed were large.
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Chapter 2

GOING to church and chapel in the hills implies much more
initiative than it does in the plain, within sound of chiming
bells and#angllng public opinion. Very early on the hot
Sunday of the Oration John was about, milking the cows -
Bracken and Wlmb_erQ/_- dressing a sick sheeP and placing
at the back door his daily votive offering of sticks, water
from the cwm and vegetables for his wﬁes_cookmg.

'Be you going al in the heat, and it blowing up for tem-
pest, father? Deborah called from her little window, lean-
mgb_out in her straight calico nightdress - for no human
habitation, not even a bird's nest, commanded her eyrie.
f .;A¥Te,‘ said John; 'poor Thomas canna wait. | mun go or
al him/!

Thereis a curious half-superstitious, half-mystic sense in
the minds of some country-folk that the dead need sym-
athy - perhaps almost food and drink - more in the days
efore burial than in their lives.

'Is mother going? asked Deborah.

‘No. She's had a cal. _

Every one knew that when Mrs. Arden had a call it meant
a small, new force in the world; and &l knew the impossi-
bility of gauging its importance, feeling that in her hands
mi% t lie the fate of a great man - a Member of Parliament,
perhaps, or even a vicar. So a cal meant a hasty packing
of homely smples, linen, and perhaps a ﬁoa/l; then she
started on foot, or was driven bﬁ John with Whitefoot.

Til come then, father, sooner than let Y]ou go aone,’ said
Deborah. She combed and pinned up her wing-like hair
and took out her best frock - an old-fashioned purple de-
laine sprinkled with small pink poppies - and slipped it over
her head. She was transformed from a pleasant girl into an
arresting woman. The deep colour threw up into her grey
eyes shifting violet lights, gave her transparent skin an
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ethereal ook, burnished her hair. Dark colours were to her
what rainy weather is to hUls, bringing out the latent magic
and vitality. This morning her dress might have been cut
from the hills, their colours were so dlike. Alwaysdignified
in the unselfconscious manner of those wholive in the wilds,
Deborah was even queenly to-day in her straight, gathered
skirt and the bodice crossed on her breast. She put on an
apron and ran down.

'‘Mind you put a bit of mint along of the peas, Deb!' said
Mrs. Arden. 'I'll be back when | can.

Deborah saw her off with due solemnity, m her best bon-
net and Paisley shawl - rich with Venetian reds, old gold
and lavender. Joe and his bowler had disappeared. Some
hours later Deborah and her father set out along the green
track over the hilltop, past the little wood of tormented
larches and pines that sighed in the sillest weather. Here
the hill-ponies gathered in the innermost recesses by the
spring that came into the open as a small, vivacious brook.
They stamped and whisked at the flies, gazing without in-
terest or fear at the other children of the wild; and John
looked at them with the infinite compassion that he felt for
dl the beautiful, pitiful forms of life.

'What a queer day, father! - asif summat was foreboded,’
said Deborah.

'Aye, there's tempest brewing,'John replied meditatively;
' bright as it isl’

'It's always bright afore storm, father, isn't it?

'‘Aye. Why, Deb, how bright and spry you be yourself
to-day, dear heart! The young chaps'll be al of a pother.'

‘It's only my old gown.'

'‘Aye. But you'm like chapel on Christmas night - lit for
marvels.'

The tessellated plain, minute in pattern as an old mosaic,
seemed on this fervent day to be half-molten, ready to col-
lapse. The stable hills shook in the heat-haze like a drop-
scene just lifting upon reality. The ripening oat-fields, the
aready mellow wheat seemed like frail wafers prepared for
some divine bacchanalia. A broad pool far down among
black woods looked thick-golden, like metheglin in a small
ebony cup.

As they came to the northerly side of the tableland, Caer
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Caradoc loomed terrific, gashed with shadow, like a
wounded giant gathered for a spring. John dreamed upon
it al, leaning on his silken-grey staff of mountain ash.

'See you, Deb!" he said in the tranced voice in which he
spoke but seldom in ayear, at which times his listeners stood
silent - at gaze like the sheep before something undiscovered
- until he suddenly broke off, turned on his hed, and
wheeled manure or, dug the garden in silence for the rest of
the day. 'See you, Deb! The Flockmaster goes westering;
and the brown water and the blue wind above the cloud,
and the kestreL and you and me dl go after to the shi Fpen
with the starry door. Hear you, Deb, what a noise o' little
leaves clapping in the Far Coppy! 'Tis he, that shakes the
bits of leaves and the bits of worlds, and sends love like
forkit lightning - him as the stars fall before like white 'ool
at sheep-shearing. And al creatures cry out after him,
mournful, like the o'er-driven sheep that was used to go by
your grandfather's forge at Caereinion. And he cals 'em -
dl the white sinners and the stained mighty ones, and even
the little bluefishesin the hill streams. "Diadell!" he callsto
the hearts of them; and they follow - ne'er a one turns back
- %oing the dark way. But | see far off, as it met be yonder
where the dark cloud lifts, | see summat as there's no words
for, as makes it dl worth while. There's a name beyond all
names, and I'd lief you kept it in mind in the dark days as '11
come on you, Deb! For | see 'em coming like hawks from
the rocks. And though you be rent like a struck pine, Deb,
my lass, mind you of that name and you shdl be safe. Mind
you of Cariad - for that's how they name him in the singing
Welsh - Gariad, the Flockmaster, the won'erful one!'

He broke off.

'Deb!" he said confusedly, touching her arm like a child;
I mun bide a hit; I'm al of a tremble and a swesat like a
hag-ridden pony.’
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Chapter 3

POISED between the lowland and the heights and now cut
out sharply against the coal-black east, like a hot ember
in an oven, stood the red-brick chapel. Whatever beauty
flowered within to sweeten the stark ugliness of it - creeping
up the walls like swift summer vetches, reaching out deter-
mined tendrils towards the illimitable - none was visible
without. It stood in a yard of rank grass where Thomas o'
Wood's End lay in an é)é)en grave of baked earth. It was
squat, with round-topped windows too large and too many
for it, which caricatured those of Pisa Cathedral. Its paint
was of the depressing colour known among house-painters as
Pompeian red. The windows had black rep curtains and
frosted lower panes to defend the young women in the win-
dow pews from the row of eyes that came up above the win-
dow-slls at dusk like stars, when the unrighteous outside
stood on a ledge and pressed their faces to the glass. So the
chapel stood amid the piled and terraced hills like ajibe.
Above the door, with a nervous and pardonable shuffling of
responsibility (apparently by the architect) were the words,
This is the Lord's doing.'

Deborah and her father went in, he with the far look ill
in his eyes and his large hymn-book with the tunes in it
under his arm. To him the place was beautiful, painted in
the dim, gold-mixed colours of mysterious emotions, half-
redized adventures. On the machine-cut patterns of the
panes he had gazed while he dwelt upon the burning wheels
of EzekieFs Vision, the Riders of Revelation. The black cur-
tains had made a background for the cumulative tragedy of
the Gospel, Thejerry-built walls were gracious to him with
the promise of many mansions. When they prayed he was
aways a syllable behind the red, tasting each word, very
emphatic, very anxious not to stress his request for one per-
son more than for another. He sat now with his square
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high-crowned old bowler on his knees, his red handkerchief
spread on it, and the hymn-bcok open on the top, reading
"The King of Love my Shepherd is;' and seeing with avivid-
ness denied to the lettered and the leisured those illumined
pastures and unwrinkled waterswhere, ssmple arid wise, the
central figure of the Fourth Gospel presided.

. I?]eborah looked round surreptitiously and nudged her
ather.

"There's our Joe!' Whatever's come o'er him? Oh, | seel
There's Lil too.'

Joe was broadly radiant. In his buttonhole was an enor-
mous passion-flower, presumably bought for the occasion in
the Saturday market; Lily had another, which spread its
mystic tracery of purple rings, green and gold flames and
blue rays on her passionless breast with silent irony until it
withered and she threw it on the manure heap. Lily had
trimmed her hat with poppies and corn; one bunch had
come loose and drooped over her glinting hair - loose also,
and tinting her forehead with creamy gold. She aways
swayed when she sang, and to-day shelooked more reed-like
than ever. Asthefloweringrushinthe marsh withitsbrittle
beauty cries to be gathered, so she, with her undulating,
half-ripe corn and falling poppies, aroused in the back row
of youths such untranslatable emotions that they forgot to

lace the usua pins for the dairymaids from Long Acre

arm.

Thefirst hﬁmn was over, and still the preacher, who was
to conduct the service, had not come. Deborah wondered
idly what hewould belike and whether hewould eatjujubes
all the time, as the last visiting preacher did - a practice
which, while thejujube was new and ungovernable, resulted
in a private interview between himself and the Almighty,
since no one could hear what he said. She remembered
how, in an earnest moment, he swallowed one whole, and
how the horrified silence was only broken by the sullen blue-
bottles that could not understand the swi n? panes of thewin-
dows. There was silence now, with shuffling and coughs.

At last there came a sound ofguick steps; the door flew
open and a man entered - so tall that he dominated the
place. Hisruffled hair was as gold as Lily's; his excited blue
eyes, bright colour and radiant bearing were ludicrously un-
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suited to his black clothes. Out in the early shadows with a
fawn-skin slung from one shoulder, and aflute on which to
play short tearless melodies, his vitality would not have,-
seemed so unpardonable. He was up the chapel in three
strides, and the service had begun. After a time Deborah
found herself kneeling with crimson cheeks, no breath, and
the knowledge that she could not look at the preacher.

‘What's come o'er me? she whispered to herself. She
secretly mopped her face and the palms of her hands; this
was observed by Lily, who knelt very straight and gazed
through her fingers at things in general, but chiefly at the
apparition who was prayi n%for soberness and pardon in the
tones of alover serenading his mistress. When he began the
oration, he spoke of death as a child does - quite unable to
believe in his own skeleton, coolly sorry for those who were
weak enough to suffer such indignity. He was full of the elo-
quent comfort of one who has never seen the blank wall that
rises between the last tremor and the eternal stillness on the
beloved'sface. Hewas so sure of himself, God, and the small
shdll that was his creed, that Mrs. Thomas - who had felt
numb since the hollow on the other side of the bed had been
vacant - began to cry. Lily aso cried - from excitement,
and because Lucy Thruckton would insert her twelve stone
of good humour between Lily and the new preacher.

Deborah felt a gathering sense of desolation which, if she
had been able to analyse her emotions, she would have
known to arise fi om a new sense of dependency - a disturb-
ance of poise. Towards the end of the service the growling
in the east changed to a roar; rain came like a high tide on
the black windows; the young preacher stood in aflicker of
!jlghtnl ng as though he were haloed for glory or smitten for

loom.

After the service they al crowded into the porch and
waited for it to clear.

'‘Now, Joe!' whispered Lily, 'ask him!'

Joe looked reverently but mistrustfully at this new mani-
festation.

‘Migter!" he began. 'Lily wants to know -' He paused,
arrested by the rage in Lily's face. 'Leastways, / want to
know if you can come aong of us to Larnmas Fair and keep
our Deb company? 77



"The lad's gone kimet!" whispered John to Deborah, who
was twisting her fingersin dumb misery. The preacher was
surprised: but he was sufficiently educated to take a con-
sciousinterest in his new neighboursJ and he was town-bred,
and very excited about country life,

'l should like to, awfully," he said, with an enthusiasm
little to Joe's taste, 'if you'll introduce me to the lady.'

'‘Deb!' caled Joe across severd heads, in the voice with
which he 'Yo-ho'd' the cattle; 'this gent's coming aong of
us to Lammas Fair, so you needna be lonesome.' He felt
pleased. The task was over; the walk arm-in-crook was to
come. He wiped the perspiration of initiative from his fore-
head, unaware of a storm worse than the thunder which
Wag tl?' Ibreak on him from the united displeasure of Deborah
and Lily.

Deborah, so summoned, could do nothing but come for-
ward. With an effort she lifted her eyes to the preacher's
and spoke with dry lips the correct formula: 'Pleased to meet
you, I'm sure!’

He said nothing, but stood looking down at her with such
frank admiration as even a bridegroom in this countryside
does not vouchsafe to his bride; and with alight in his eyes
that would have been considered 'Most ondecent,' if the on-
lookers could have found a name for it. As it was, they
merely fidgeted, while Deborah and the preacher gazed at
one another and were intoxicated with ajoy new to her
though not unsampled by him.

" A fortnight come Tuesday you be at Lane End at ten
sharp,’ said Joe, quite carried away by his own savoirfaire.

Lily raged inwardly. She was hemmed in by Joe, who
could not be made to understand by al her whispers and
pinches that he was to introduce her. She trod on his toes
with concentrated rage; but his boots were proof against
anything lighter than the hoof of a carthorse. She peered
round Joe and saw Deborah as none had yet seen her - dis
solved in the first tremulous rose-tints of womanhood. She
dodged Joe's arm and saw Stephen Southernwood with an
expression no woman had yet called up in his face - homage
and demand in one. 'Cat!'" she whispered, surveying
Deborah again. She dug Joe in the ribs with her sharp little
elbow.
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Ow!' said Joe. L
~Meanwhile John surveyed the scene with impartial affec-
tion, arid the dairymaids 'murmured seductive “Don't-ee-
nowsl At last therain ceased as at a signal; steam rose in
the sudden yellow light; and they dl went home down
honeysuckle lanes, across the ridges and round the purple
hill-flanks to milk, make love and have their Sunday tea.
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Chapter 4

DEBORAH and her father returned through the hill gate,
going by tracks that ran above steep cwms where threads
of water made a small son% and the sheeﬁ clung half-way
up like white flies; past the high springs where water soaked
out among the mimulus to feed the rivers of the plain; up
dopes of trackless hills, through wet wimberries; across the
great plateaux - purple in the rainy light - that stretched in
confused vistas on every side, familiar to John as air to a
swalow. They passed the small, white sdgnpost that rose
from the midst of the westward tableland, as others rose
from various logt points in the vast expanses - shepherds
signposts, pointing vaguely down vague ways, sometimes
directin E)eople d|5ﬁa$|onately between two paths, as if it
matter ttle which they chose. This one was called the
Flockmaster's signpost, and stood in gallant isolation within
a kind of large crater, so that when you had read - 'Sepe' -
'‘Wood's End' - and paﬁd on, it immediately disappeared
like a ship behind the horizon. At times the sheep crowded
round it with stampings and jostling of woolly shoulders,
the ponies rubbed against it; cuckoos in the wild game of
mating would alight on it with an excited gobble and flash
away again. Legend said that somewhere here, long since,
the cuckoos met in circle before uttering a note in any field
or coppy, to allot the beats for the season. It was told with
apologetic laughter by the grandmother of a hill-commoner
that on a May night with a low moon you might see from
the Little Wood - lone on a ridge - the grey, gleaming ring
as from a stone thrown into water. Before the shadows
stretched themselves for dawn you might be aware of the
clap of wings;, might watch the long talls steer to the four
winds, might hear from orchards at the valey gates the
first warm linked notes that meant summer.

They walked in silence. John was quite unaware, now
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that his rare moment of vison had passed, of Deborah's
ﬁsychic existence. He was subject to the poet's reaction, and

e had no idea that anything had occurred except a storm
which might damage the wheat. They came to the dopes
of short grass from which the round yellow heartsease was
disapPearing like a currency withdrawn - as the old mint-
age of painless and raptureless peace was disappearing from
Deborah's being. At the first gate of John's diegpwalk the
land did away suddenly and revealed in terrific masses on
the murky west the long, manunothlike shape of Diafol
Mountain.

Therell be more thunder,” sad John; ‘it's brewing
yonder, it'll be round afore dawn.'

‘It's raining over the Devil's Chair now," said Deborah.

On the highest point of the bare, opposite ridge, now
curtained in driving storm-cloud, towered in gigantic aoof-
ness a mass of quartzite, blackened and hardened by un-
countable ages. In the plain this pile of rock and the rise
on which it stood above the rest of the hill-tops would have
constituted a hill in itself. The scattered rocks, the ragged
holly-brakes on the lower dopes were like smal carved
lions beside the black marble steps of a stupendous throne.
Nothing ever atered its look. Dawn quickened over it in
pearl and emerald; summer sent the armies of heather to
its very foot; snow rested there as doves nest in cliffs. It
remained inviolable, taciturn, evil. It glowered darkly on
the dawn; it came through the snow like jagged bones
through flesh; before its hardness even the venturesome
cranberries were discouraged. For miles around, in the
plains, the valleys, the mountain dwellings it was feared.
It drew the thunder, people said. Storms broke round it
suddenly out of a clear sky; it seemed almost as if it created
storm. No one cared to cross the range near it after dark -
when the black grouse laughed sardonicaly and the cry of
a Eass ng curlew shivered like broken glass. The sheep that
inhabited these hills would, so the shepherds said, cluster
suddenly and stampede for no reason, if they had grazed
too near it in the night. So the throne stood - black, massive,
untenanted, yet with a well-worn air. It had the look of a
chair from which the occupant has just risen, to which he
will shortly return. It was understood that only when
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vacant could the throne be seen. Whenever rain or drivin

degt or mist made a grey shechinah there people said,
‘There's harm brewing.” 'He's in his chair.’ Not that they
talked of it much; they simply felt it, as sheep fee the
coming of snow. _ _

'Ayel" said John, looking across the hammock-like valley;
'there's more to come. We'd best keep the cows in to-night,
Deb, safe at whome out of the storm.’ _

'‘Aye,' said Deborah heavily, like one recovering from an
anaesthetic; 'safe at whome out of the storm!’

Far dong the green path they saw the round form of Mrs.
Arden bouncing like a ball; and they could hear the faint,
tinny clamour of the tea-tray. Away behind them, against
the white sky, they saw the loitering figures of Joe and Lily.

'l thought you'd got struck!" shrieked Mrs. Arden as she
approached. She had been in the house for half an hour,
and loneliness was torture to her, as to al gregarious natures
whose way lies in hill-country.

'Both oin% well," she announced triumphantly; ‘only
most a pity the poor child's the very spit and image of his
father! They're saying down at Slepe as the berry-higgler's
coming Friday. | thought to go pic in? to-morrow, Deb, if
S0 be you'll come. There's a power of folk coming, greedy
as rooks in the fowl yard. We'd best be early if we want
Ie.nll
'Why, mother! What a pother you be in!" said John.

‘All right, I'll come, mother," Deborah murmuied, cheer-
ing up like a wet bee in sunshine under the reassuring in-
fluence of the commonplace. This atmosphere Mrs. Arden
took with her, as a snail takes its shell; through its homely
magic she combated the power of sickness and pain and
black terror in many a stuffy little bedroom.

‘The kettle's boiling and I've milked,” she announced,
‘and al's done, only to scald the teal And what was the
new chap like?

'‘No great shakes,' said John.

Deborah went upstairs to take off her best dress.

‘What ails our Deb? Mrs. Arden continued.

‘Nought as | know to.

'What's the chap like to look at?

'‘What chap?
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'‘Why, the preacher! Who ese? Don't | know the rest of
them back-'erts? .

‘Well, he's a likely lad enough.'

‘But to look at?

‘Long in the straw,' said John dowly, '‘and a yellow head,
like a bit of good wheat. And his tongue's hung on in the
middle, as EH said.'

'Oh!" remarked Mrs. Arden comprehensively.

'‘Where's our Joe? she added.

John winked.

'‘Bringing his girl along.'

‘Wel!' said Patty, 'Lily's a tidy girl enough, I've nought
agen her - barring Eli.'

Tak of the devill' said a sardonic voice at the door.
‘Where's my devoted darter?

‘Coming aong, Eli.

‘A good hiding! That's what she wants, to take the Owd
‘'un out of her. But I'm too kind to her,’ said Eli. 'Left the
milk in the pails, she did, out in the sun. Never so much as
put it in the dairy. Left it to sour.'

‘Laws me!' murmured Patty economically.

‘Well, welll We're only young once,' said John.

I'll learn her to be young!' Eli shouted savagely. Trapes-
ing along of your Joe and bedizening hersdlf like the whore
of Babylon.'

‘Now, Elil"

'And as if that's not enough there's my new shed, as cost
me five and thirty shillings, struck!

'You don't say! Anything killed?

"There wasn't nothing in it, or there would have been.'

‘Well, welll And you one of the saved an' dl!" John's
voice had a dash of irony in it, although he did not doubt
Eli's state of grace.

‘It inna me,' said Eli, 'it's the girl. It's a sign from the
Lord that she mun be chastened. God's will be done!' he
added pioudly, fixing a scarifying gaze on the truant Lily
as she came in.

'What about them sx quarts of milk you left to sour?
he asked.

‘There, there!l' said Mrs. Arden; 'dunna miscal a girl
before her chap, EH.
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Lily, flushed, terrified of Eli's bitter and silent rage, had
spirit enough to look at Joe witheringly and remark -

'He's not my chap. He's a great gauby.'

Xaws me!' said John helplesdy. 'Mother, | thought you
said-?

'Hush your noisel' snapped Mrs. Arden.

Deborah, softly laying away the gown that had clothed
her during an experience for which she found no name,
heard angry tones in the usualy quiet kitchen, harshness
in the Sunday peace.

‘Is that you, Lil? she called.

'Yes. Oh, Deb!" said Lily, coming up breathless and
raging; isn't Joe a great gomeril?

'‘But whatever put it into his head? asked Deborah.

'Oh, he asked me to go to Lammas Fair along of him,*
Lily explained cardesdy, 'and | thought you ought to have
a bit of a randy too, so | said to Joe to get the preacher to
keep you company.'

'While you went along of Joe?

Yes. Well, Joe is a softie! Saying | wanted the chap!’

'Saying | wanted him!' Deborah added, 'and | not so
much as set eyes on him.! She found hersdlf crimson.

'How you do feel the heat, Deb!" Lily's voice was rather
spiteful. 'Now | never colour up, not if it's ever so. Being
dimmer than you, | suppose. But the way he ups and says
it! And the girls from Long Acre drinking it al in like
brandy-cherries. And that fat Lucy!" Lily began to giggle.
'And Joe so pleased with himself- smiling al o'er! It took
me dal the way back to learn him what a softie he was/

'Poor Joe,' said Deborah.

'Lilian," Eli's voice came raspingly from below. "What
saith the Book of the tiring of hair and putting on of
apparel?

Lily knew what the rasp and the text meant, and she
trembled. Any bush in the rain.

‘Joe," she said, running down and smiling on that crushed
and sullen youth; ‘'would you like to come aong a bit of
the way?

Joe considered whether Lily with Eli attached was enough
to sacrifice his hurt pride for.

'No, | wunna,' he said flatly. He had meant so wel! He
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was quite sure that he had done wdl. What the tantrum
was about he had no idea. Deborah seemed angry with him
dso, for some of the conversation had floated down. He
was obstinately determined to be dignified. It was not sur-
prising that he could not understand what he had done, for
his crime in Deborah's eyes was that a strange man had
made her fed 'hot al o'er,’ and in Lily's that the sad
stranger had not fallen in love with her.

From the dresser the bird cups presided over the scene,
each one a little aslant as it hung by the handle, like a
speaker leaning to his audience.

‘Well, good-night both," sad John, as the ill-matched
couple went out; 'and God be with you,' he added, as if he
felt a need for some extra blessing.

‘And with this house, leastways this small cottage,’ sad
Eli with the acidity of raw does.

'‘Goodness gracious heart divel' cried Mrs. Arden, sitting
down in a heap on the cresking sofa. 'What's come o'er the
folk? Why, you make more ado, every man-jack except
father here, of going to meeting for an hour than Jane Cad-
wallader made of bearing a man childl Dunna fret, Joe!
Shelll be al right to-morrow-day. And Deb!" she raised her
voice and put a twist on it so that it might negotiate the
crooked stairs, 'what's come to you comes to dl, and if it
didna, you'd fret.'

Father and son looked at each other, mystified by the
subtleties of femininity,

'‘Well,' said John, 'I'm going to look the sheep and sec
what the storm's done for me. Coming, Joe? Coming,
Rover?

They tramped over the wimbemes, just losing their first
startlingly bright green. John pondered.

'If I was you, Joe, lad, 1'd go a bit of awalk round Bitter-
ley to-night. | dunnalike Eli's look! and she's a little small
thing - tongue or no tongue.'

'Oh, aye!' said Joe awkwardly; 'l thought to go. Be that
one of the last ot of lambs, dad?

An hour or two later, having criticized every sheep find-
able by Rover, they returned. John went in, grateful for
the rosy firelight on the tiles, for evenings are chill here even
in July. Joe stood lost in thought. Why should he go?
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Sullenness came over him. But her pretty arms, her little
ways, and Eli mad with her - and she had asked him so
ﬁleadlngly! Yes hed go! All in a moment he felt a need of

aste - wanted to be there at once. It was a good way to
BltterI%/ - through the Far Lessowes ann%_ llitop Road,
down Deadman's Lane and over Bitterl ill. Heran to
the stable, bridled Whitefoot, sprang on bareback and was
away with a rattle of stones amid a flying crowd of sheep
before the rest of the family got to the door. He galo
furiously over the rough tracks with a heavy feeling that he
could not understand, a sense that he must hasten more
than he had ever done in his life.



Chapter 5

BEFORE Eli and Lily had gone many step from the Ardens,
he turned stealthily to see if anyone was watching them.

Seeing that no one was, he stopped.

" ' al_<de them poppies and that good corn out of your hat,*
e sad.

'Oh, well,' sad Lily, with an attempt at lightness, 'they'm
dead, anyway.'

She took them out.

‘Stamp on 'm," said Eli.

'But - how soft!" Lily objected.

Eli seized her arm, twisting it dightly, and she trod on
theflowers. _

‘Never no more,’ said he. "Your hat's good enough for
such as you with no trimmin’. It did for your mother.
And you'm not as goood-loo_km'. Such afigure of fun as you
look - | marvel as Joe 'd think on you, with straws and old
dead flowers hanging round you, and your hair dl wispy,
and a smudge on your nose -'

Lily began to cry. _

'‘And that ondecent bodicel' he went on. 'You'm no
better than you should be, showing yourself half naked.'

Lily began to run, stopping her ears. Thiswasworse than
any of their homecomings, for her father had never before
had a barn struck, and she had never been quite so daring
in her attire. Eli's crafty face, with its downward seams
from the mouth and nose and the two long, yellow teeth
over the lower lip, was dark red with passion. His plain
living, hlslon%prayers, his loud confessions of sin, his harsh
treatment of himsdf and his unquestioning meekness to
the God he believed in (a vengeful, taloned replica of him-
selg? - al these things had to be paid for by some one. Lily
and the creatures at Bitterley Fields paid - Lily with some
judtice, for she was quite sdfish and very irritating, the
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creatures with none. A few timesin the year, when things
had gone wrong, the lust of torture came upon Eli, and the
contemplation of a deferred and somewhat problematical
torment of the wicked (i.e. the not-Eli) in hell-fire could not
dakeit. At these times he exhibited the subtlety of awoman
in finding weak points wherein to stick pins- a subtlety
inherited by Lily. The ironic remarks of everyday life - the
commonplaces of rudeness - gave place to a caustic finesse
which burnt like red-hot needles. He was at these times
amost an artist, since he was exercising his chief gift; the
secondary one of moneymaking was far below in intensity.

So they went, Lily running, sobbing, swaying, Eli follow-
ing with long strides and uplifted voice.

"When we get whome,' he said with rdish, 'there's them
sSx quarts o' sour milk. Waste not, want not! It mun be
done summat with. Afore you go to bed to-night, you mun
st it for milk cheese. Y ou mun scald the things, stretch the
mudlin, lade the milk, pressit. Afore that fetch the sticks,
cods and water, and boil it to scald with.'

"There's no mudin,' said Lily in the midst of sobs, rdlief
in her voice. She was tired out with excitement, and she
knew that the work would take hours to do.

'Your good old father's thought of that,’ sad Eli. 'A
father knoweth his own child. There's muslin on your back;
when we get in you'll rip it and make the cheeses in that.'

'l won't. So there!" said Lily, for the blouse was her new,
radiant, much-laboured-on treasure.

'Woe unto the disobedient children!" Eli intoned. 'l am
even as the other Eli. Yea For | have not corrected you,
and the Lord is angry with His servant for these things.
Youll take it off now!" He tore at a deeve.

Lily shrieked, striving to eude him.

'Folk 'll see me! Folk 'll see me!" she screamed. 'I'll be
disgraced.'

"You dunna mind having only a bit of mudin atwixt you
and disgrace, so you met as well be without.'

Lily's blouse was in ribbons. Her not very clean cdico
chemise, fastened with a large safety-pin, and her thin, bare
arms were reveded. Part of her hair had fallen loose. They
sood beneath a witan-tree on Bitterley Hill; for Lily's
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running had brought them nearly home. This little ash was
the only one that had weathered the northern storms; it was
stunted and berry less from excess of cold - like Lily's mind.

'Say you repent!’ said Eli, his eyes glittering with afrenzy
of half-satisfied passon. Lily leant against the frail tree in
utter abandonment.

'l repent,’ she said with weak bitterness.

'‘No. That wunna do. Kned down and say a prayer.'

Lily did so, repeating a sort of gabbled litany. If any
angel or devil peered from the cavernous air upon the pigmy
scene surprise must have been his prevailing emotion - sur-
rise a the infinite mgenwty of man, the ephemerd, in
inding new methods of torture for his fellows.

'‘And now," said Eli, 'you've said a deal about repenting,
now come on whome and let's see what you'll do.'

Bitterley Farm was a large, whitewashed huddle of build-
ings, with patches of damp on the walls. There were no
curtains and the upper windows were broken. There was
no garden except a potato patch and a few gooseberry
bushes. A spring soaked out close to the door and the cattle
had trodden it into a dough. The only beauty about the
farm was a huge willow, now fleecy with white seed. Its
Ion?, dim leaf-shadows wandered up and down the ugIP/
wadls untiringly, like the hands of a hypnotist tracing occult
sgns unknown to the human inteflect - but guessed at by
intuition. Even when its golden leaves lay like discarded
raiment at its feet and the sky was obliterated with flying
clouds it wove thin patterns in the sparse sunshine. It
crooned for Ssx months and cried aloud for S, saying aways
one thing. Perhaps the cuckoo on its top bough knew what
it said, and even the hens scratching among Its roots. Lily
had a vague sense that it meant something, wrote some
messege on the blesk walls. But Eli knew nothing of it.
On moonlit nights it sent a shadow to finger his harsh old
face in the cheerless room: but the dream that might have
come, tarried, and when he muttered in his deep it was of
vengeance, Eunishment and such grey negations - never of
the beauty that is God. To-night the caves clustered round
the door, eager for their evening meal. Inside, Lily nearly
fell over the two pails of milk - she was so blinded by tears.

'Bide where you be till | come back,’ sad Eli. Lily sa
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down on the floor between the pails, weary and sullen. Eli
went out to the barn and fetched the sheep-shears.

‘Now, take that bonnet off!" he ordered, returning. Lily
did so without comment, half dozing. Eli seized the long
golden cails, dl in a mass on Lily's shoulders, and before
Fc}he knew what was happening they lay on the floor by her

at.

There' said Eli. That's a temptation gone. Now do
the cheeses’ He turned on his hed, rather uneasy at the
blaze of hatred in her leaden face. He went into the parlour
and read the Bible as usual on Sunday nights. He was
shaking like a drunkard, and sweating. He read three
chapters instead of one, to Iull his uneasiness; then he knelt
and explained dl about it to his God - from his own point
of view. Then he fell adeep with his head on the Bible, and
was awakened by the sound of his rook-rifle to see Lily -
perfectly white, like a corpse - re-loading.

'So you'll shoot me, 'oot, Lilian? he said calmly.

She made no reply, intent on her work. He sat and
watched quizzicaly. He was not afraid of death. Neither
did it occur to him to question it. It was ordained. His God
had sad it. So be it. He had often shot a dog for not im-
plicitly obeying him. Well, now his master was killing him.
He faced Lily camly. For the first time in his life he felt
proud of her. To think of her doing such athing - that chit
of agirl! Sothey gazed at each other, akind of madness on
both of them. One of the dogs howled and Eli reached for it
with his foot under the table and kicked it. The room was
very dill, like a broken machine. Above the mantelpiece
hung, rather crookedly, a painted text - '‘Fear God." The
horsehair chairs stood inhospitably against thewall. A thick
file of accounts hung on a skewer beside a shelf containing
The Auctioneer, Old Moore and the Imprecatory Psalms. On the
floor, not yet swept up, were the snippings of Lily's green
blouse. She was ready. She straightened herself and lifted
the rifle to her shoulder. They gazed at each other stonily.
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Chapter 6

SUDDENLY there was a clatter of hoofs, a Voice shouting *Yo-
ho!" to the calves round the door, and Joe - crimson, breath-
less cheery from his mad ride - knocked the mud from his
boots and walked into the passage.

'Helll see your chemise' said Eli indifferently, when he
heard Joe first; Lily's eyes flickered. Sex, a surface thing
with her, but the strongest i nfluence she knew, awoke again
and overcame her madness. She fled through the door into
the box-staircase, taking therifle with her. Eli sat unmoved
as he had been throughout. Joe had meanwhile fallen over
the milk-pails and was in a sad plight for a knight-errant.
He opened the parlour door and came in accompanied by a
stream of milk.

'Where's Lil?7 he asked. ) o

‘You'rein my debt for al that good milk," said Eli. 'Even
unto the skirts of his raiment," he added, with sour amuse-
ment.

'Where's Lil?7 Joe repested.

‘Tittivating most likely.' _

‘There's no light upstairs,” said Joe.

Eli was surprised at his acuteness.

'Maybe she's gone to bed," he amended.

'Well, | want to see her,’

'What for?
~ 'Mr. Huntbatch! You're her dad, and so | try to be
jutiful,’ said Joe, with some dignity; 'but when | come to
%e”( hfer something - | tells her. | don't mouth it to other
ok first.

'What d'you want, then? Meto cal her ?' Eli began to
feel that Providence was not looking after him in its usual
efficient way.

‘Aye,' sad Jog; 'now.

Eli cdled up the stairs. There was no reply.
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‘Lil!" called Joe, and in his rough voice dwelt an amazing
tenderness.

There was a movement above, and Lily's voice, striving
to be as usual, replied, 'Coming.'

In afew minutes she came - tear-stained and limp, with-
out the rifle and in her working dress. At sight of her face
Joe opened his mouth to exclam ‘Laws me!* but closed it
again sharply, having suddenly grown from a hobbledehoy
to manhood. He stood looking from Lily to Eli with bent
brows.

Then he turned to Eli and told the only successful lie of his
life with the utmost frankness.

"They want to know," he said, nodding in the direction of
High Leasowes, 'if you can spare Lil to go hilling to-morrow.
Mother's agreed with the higgler for a big lot and we'm
shorthanded. | was to take Lil back to-night if so be shell
come.'

'Oh! you was, was you? Eli was at a loss for once. He
perfectly saw through Joe, and at last began to respect him
as amost an equal - though grudgingly. 'Well, o' course,
if your mother wants her - when the ladies ask -' he
began.

'Lil! Put your hat on and come along of me,' sad Joe.
'Your father says s0. You mun obey him." Sow satire
pointed the words.

They went out.

‘Jump up behind me,' saidJoe. 'And, Eli!" he caled back,
‘there's a bit of plaster gone from the wall just above your
chair. I'd seeto it if | was you.'

Lily clung to him like a frightened kitten.

'Quiet, now, little lass!'he said. 'l heerd the shot. Which
of you was it?

'Me,' said Lily faintly, and they were silent.

So they came over Bitterley, trotting down the moonlit
track through dark cloud-shadows to the Ardens door.
They passed the Batch Stone, a boundary mark intended to
be imperishable, but worn down by the rubbing of the cattle
againg it until the chiselled words were obliterated. So the
‘thou shalt nots of man are erased; only the great affirma-
tives stand unscarred, and it seems hardly worth while to
spend time on negations.
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Whitefoot made no sound on the turf. The grouse dept
in the deep, arched glooms of the heather forest. From the
spinney on theleft, just before they came out of Hilltop Road
into the western part of the Arden sheepwalk, there smote
across them atide of larch resin and a frothy scent from the
elder-trees that stood witchlike round the wood. Out in the
Far Leasowes - two large enclosures - there was a new tide
of fragrance. It came from the young bracken, wild thyme,
burnt grass, heather and cloudberry bushes. With them was
the austere fragrance drawn from the rock al day by the
sun, and now hanselled delicately by moonlight and dew.
The cattle crowded up, snuffing, very much at ease - like dl
animals and primitive people when nothing intervenes
between them and immensity. To the west immeasurably
lofty in the flat moonlight which washed dl unevenness
from the ridges, stood the Devil's Chair - silvered ebony.
From very far off, like the complaint of a denizen of some
other world, came the cry of a sheep somewhere in the com-
plex cwms or flats beyond the Little Wood.

Asthey neared the cottage a stout lamb with avery tightly
curled and close-fitting coat caracoled up with heavy mirth
and along-drawn deep bass 'baal’ It looked so absurd, with
its middle-aged figure, bulging forehead and awkward baby-
ishness, that Joe burst into a guffaw. He never, as a rule,
saw either humour or pathosin the things that were his daily
life. They were just 'ship,’ 'them seers’ 'old Whitefoot.'
But to-night he was strung to his highest pitch. His nerves
were at last existent; he had attained in minute measure the
sad distinction of the poet - who enjoys because he suffers.
The lamb grunted and made off at Joe's 'Haw-haw!'

Lily awoke from a half-doze, irritated.

‘Whatever be you laughing at, you great gom -' she be-
gan. No, she must not cal Joe a gomeril. This was a dif-
ferentJoe. Shewasfrightened of him. Also afaint and very
unusual sense of gratitude dwelt in her.

The great keen air, like an eagre, not coming in severa
breezes, but in one soundless and indivisible force, smote on
Lily's shorn head.

'Oh, Joe!' she whispered. 'l canna be seen! My hair -'

Joe pulled his red handkerchief from his pocket and tied
it under her chin.
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‘Theer! There's not a tidier wench in England,’ he said,
with an admiration that was balm to her. She closed her
eyes. Tears crept dowly down her cheeks.

Inside the house Mrs. Arden awoke.

'Somebody laughed out in the pasture, John," she said;
'maybe it's the Dark Riders! Put up a prayer.'

'‘Now, mother! you're too given up to them wold, un-
righteoustales!

'‘But thereissomeone. Harkye! They're taboring on the
door. Maybeit'sacdl for me.' Shewasup and at the win-
dow in a mordent, flinging on a skirt and shawl.

'Mother!" said Joe's voice, strained yet authoritative;
‘come down, 'oot.'

'What's come o'er the lad?

'Best go down, mother,' said John, beginning to dress,
" and a quiet tongue is the heder.'

Mrs. Arden went down.

'Here's Lil, mother; can she deep along of our Deb? asked
Joe.

Lily stood at the door, white, with the scarlet handker-
chief bound round her smal head, her dress only half fas-
tened in her haste. She blinked at the candle in a helpless
way, like a young barn-owl.

Mrs. Arden looked over her spectacles first at Lily with
solicitude, then at Joe with severe morality, tempered by
primitive charity.

‘Joe, lad,' she asked, 'is it -? Have you -?

‘No. Itinna, and | hanna,' snapped Joe crosdy. 'You're
alus harping on one string, mother.'

'Well, Joe,' said Mrs. Arden apologeticaly, 'if a shepherd
dunna mind his own sheepwalk, there's nonelll mind it for
him. But come you in, Lily, my dear.'

She raked the fire and threw dry wood on, then hung the
kettle over the blaze. The place was full of resinous fra-
grance and warm light. Joe surveyed the scene, standing
just outside the door with his head bent to look in, his broad
shoulders touching thejambs. He felt rather like he did on
Fair days, when the long tramp behind the sheep was over,
and they given up to their new owner, so that he could go,
untrammelled and lonely, about the fair. The pride of re-
sponsibility, the stress of a necessary and difficult job were
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gone. He was just Joe Arden again. He took Whitefoot
round to the stable.

'Well, Joe,' sad his father, matter-of-factly, 'what about a
bit of supper? ’

'I dunno as | want any, father.'

Deb appeared on the stairs with thelittle lamp that always
burned by her room at night - lit by her father.

'What's the matter? she asked.

'‘Nought," said Joe. 'Mother'll tell you,' he added, with
sublime faith.

Soon there was a comfortable scent of tea Rover had
never known such doings out of lambing time. He was not
pleased. The light from the is. 11¥2d. 'alabaster' lamp fell
gently on poor Lily, sipping thankfully from the best china.
Joe, embarrassed but not apologetic, consumed bread and
cheese with the enormous appetite of those that come from
spiritual heights. John talked of common things in reassur-
ing tones - not understanding the circumstances, but seeing
deeper, into the infinities. Deb, her straight hair falling in
sweet disarray over her old shawl, sat protectingly by Lily,
and Mrs. Arden, chatty, intent as afield-marshal deploying
before battle, poured tea and buttered bread with the thrill
of unusual excitement with which she met her many deep-
less nights - a thrill which quite made up for her quiet life
and her lost rest.

"There, Lil,' she said, 'don't you werret. Deb, you take
her up now, and to-morrow welll go hillin' and Lil "Il tell us
al about it.'

Her crushed curiosity spoke the 'dl' with relish.

Lil looked at Deb's long hair, remembered how she had
once despised it, and burst into a storm of sobs.

Joe looked round accusingly.

'Nay, nay,' said John, 'don't take on, little 'un, we'm al
friends here.'

‘Well, Mr. Arden," said Lil, gasping, 'and Joe and Mrs.
Arden' - (she left Deb out - her hair was so long, so heart-
breakingly intact) - 'I'm sure I'm very much obliged and -
and I'll never forget it. No, | won't that.'

Joe gazed at her over his large cup, with love, the white
everlasting that grows in smple places, flowering in his face.
He did not know that to such as Lily the snapping of flowers
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- even everlastings - was a matter of course. They were
things to pick, use, fling away: only blossoms, not necessary
to anyone, like vegetables and meat. So the gospe of the
grey- earted had sunk into Lily's soul, which was meant to

e a thing of colour and fragrance, but had been so frozen
and stunted that only a poor little empty crevasse remained.



Chapter 7

As the grandfather clock struck five with a chary expendi-
ture of energy, wheezing before each stroke, Mrs. Arden
opened the upper flap of the door, 'shoo'd’ the fowls, and
looked to see whether it was the man or the woman who
dood outside the ornate cardboard 'weather-house.'

‘A easdlty day, father!" she caled up; ‘the ‘ooman's out.'

Soon they had breakfast and set out with baskets and large
sunbonnets. John had gone with Joe to help in the hay, for
it was carrying day and the winrows must dl be spréad to
dry after the storm, then raked afresh.

John's own hay was not yet cut. The little crofts, perched
s0 high in the cold air and the clouds, ripened late.
~ Sometimes it was September before the hay was safely car-
ried; for it had to be done between storms, and storms were
many. John cut it with a scythe. Spare and tall in the clear
purple morning he would go UP and down with vigorous,
rhythmic movements, gravely followed by Rover; and a
shadow-man, a shadow-dog went after them, dark and vast
on the green field. Then Mrs. Arden and Deborah came and
tossed the grass with a merry talking.

On the day when it was ready to be 'lugged' Joe came
home early. A twill sheet on two poles, reminiscent of am-
bulance stretchers, was piled with hay, and carried by Joe
and John as carefully as if it were redly an invaid.

But if rain-clouds blew up - as they Igenerally did - the
dignified march changed to a mad rush; Rover, protestingly
exchanging his stroll for a trot, was half-buried in falling
hay; and, as Mrs. Arden sad, it was 'one pikel-full for the
rick and ten for the mixen, and such a mingicumumbus as
never was' They dl regarded 'lugging the hay' as a game
of hazard played against the forces of nature, and they
played with spirit. _

Deborah carried dinner in a basket, and Mrs. Arden bran-
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dished the inevitable kettle; for the best picking-ground was
a mile away, and they would spend their noon-spell by the
Little Wood.

'Real picker'sweather itis' said Mrs. Arden. 'Now we've
got a start of the rest, let's see if we can get a tuthree quarts
afore we have our vittels!'

She bobbed along rosily and somewhat breathlessly, be-
cause she talked incessantly, between the two enigmas who
vouchsafed few remarks. Her intuition had partialy un-
ravelled both enigmas, and she made the mistake of most
people with intuition - she pulled so hard at her thread that
she broke it.

'Well, Deb!' she said, after some talk of yesterday's chapel -
going; ‘'l wonder when Mr. Right's coming along for you,
and | wonder what helll be like - light-haired for sure, folks
alus like their opposites.’

Deborah had decided during the night that she would be
an old maid. To blush as she had done in chapel was, she
thought, 'ondecent.' If she blushed like that during a hand-
shake, what would it be in courting? Also with Lily tossing
beside her in the narrow bed - her cropped yelow head
overwhelmingly reminiscent of another - Deborah was sure
she 'couldn't abear' marriage.

'‘Dear to goodness!' she said to herself; 'how girlscan go in
for it al beats me, so it does!

She looked down at Mrs. Arden with some dignity and
some confusion.

‘I'll bide along of you and father and Joe,' she said loftily;
'I dunna like the men.'

'Hoity-toity! But Jo€ll not bide with us long. No dan-
ger!' Mrs. Arden turned her artillery on to Lily with some-
what obvious mechanism.

'Helll be wanting them fowls' feathers I've saved - plenty
of them there are, too, enough to make a nice fat double
feather-bed.'

Both girls looked haughtily into the distance.

'Praps he'll marry Lucy Thruckton,' Lily said patroniz-
ingly; 'she'd suit him right well, both being rather full in
habit.'

‘Lily Huntbatch!" Mrs. Arden spoke with asperity, drop-
ping her tact for frank curiosity. "You'm keeping a very ill
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tongue in your head about your doings last night - a very
gill tongue, you bel' She waited, but Lily said nothing.

'‘And it looks queer for a girl to come riding along of our
Joe in the black of night with a good whome and amiddling
good father yonder, and me thinking it was the Dark
Riders:

Silence. Mrs. Arden's charitable feelings had worn a
little thin, as such feelings will when the recipient seems not
only ungrateful, but unconscious of them. If Lily had
thrown herself on Mrs. Arden's mercy last night, and told
her that she and Joe had 'gone too far," Mrs. Arden would
have loved her - fought the world for her. But this cold
righteousness was irritating.

‘It's no good mumchancing like that, Lily!" she continued.
"You may aswell out with it soon as late. As for Joe - helll
look higher than Lucy Thruckton, I'se warrant; and maybe
higher than some others that'd make pretty bad wives for al
their yellow hair - leaving six quarts of milk to go sour!

At this point Lily's bonnet blew off and she stood revealed.

Mrs. Arden gasped. Lily began to cry. Deborah - who
had loyally promised not to breathe a word of it -whispered:

'How could it have come about?

‘There, there!' crooned the kind old weather-vane,
'dunnatakeon! It'll soongrow. But however did you come
to do it?

Lily wailed.

‘It won't grow for years and years! |'ve got to choose be-
tween being married looking like a ninepin in a veil, or
waiting till 1'm even older than Deb." The taunt was lost on
Deborah, because of her last night's resolve; but Mrs. Arden
crimsoned with anger.

'You ungrateful chit!" she cried roundly. 'Five and
twenty's young enough for anybody - dear me, it is. A
woman's bones aren't set proper afore that. It's mean little
brats of chillun yours 'll be if you wed this side of twenty-
fivel But you canna,’ she added, with a smack of the lips.
"Your hair won't be growed. As you said, you'll look like
a ninepin.'

The humour of this suddenly struck her. She doubled into
helpless laughter, slapping hersaf unmercifully as she always
did.
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'‘Mother, poor Lil's very miserable; | think you met give
her a bit of comfort.'

Deborah was mildly reproving; she felt sorry for Lily.
From her doof height - shewas at present icily self-fortified
against sex - Lily's obvious sex-enchainment was a most
pitiful thing. On account of it she forgave dl Lily's little
poisoned darts with large tolerance.

‘Well, I'm sorry if | was nasty,' said Mrs. Arden huffily.
‘But to say such things to Deb - and sheJoe's sister! And to
be so high and mighty with Joe, and never to give me a word
in answer! And you don't know your luck in getting Joe - a
good lad as ever stepped. All | can say is, as when your time
comes, Lily (as comeit will, ninepin or not), and you're cry-
ing and sobbing (as you will, for you cry for nought), you'll
be glad enough of me then, and of Joe too.'

‘| shan't. | shall hateJoe.' Lily wasfurious. 'Butitwon't
never be' she added hastily.

‘Well, time 'll show," said Mrs. Arden placably, feeling
that she had time, nature and Joe on her side. ‘And now if
we're going to get them old berries, we'd best get 'em.’

They had reached the highest level. The budding heather
was round them like a dull crimson sea, encroached upon by
patches of vivid wimberries flecked with leaves of ladybird
red. In the lustrous air al colours were intensified, and far
things came close.

The Devil's Chair loomed over them - for al the distance
between - like afist flourished in the face. It was dark as
purple nightshade. The cobalt shadows of clouds swept
across the hillsin stealthy majesty. From here there was no
view of plain or valley, the plateau stretched so far on every
side that it shut out everything but the distant hills. A
whimbrel cried overhead, shaking its sweet, long-drawn
whistleinto silver drops, like quicksilver thrown on marble.
The ponies drowsed in the swamps. Nothing stirred. They
picked for two hours, absorbed and perspiring. Then Mrs.
Arden, who had been covertly watching Lily as she ate
handful after handful, remarked with caustic humour -

"Y ou won't take many berries back for Joe's pie if you pick
dl the while into Eve's basket!”

The two young women were shocked. Like most country
girls they were prudish, somewhat in the manner of mediae-
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val nuns, with a very clear knowledge of life as it is and a
sense that only isolation and extreme care can save them
from theméée. Mrs. Arden'sfrequent allusions to her 'stum-
mick' always made Deborah blush. And once at a cattle
fair, when her mother had knowingly punched a cow in the
ribs and announced with bonhomie to the owner: 'She won't
be long!" Deborah had been overwhelmed with shame.

'Wéll, it must have gone twelve, | want my dinner/ said
Mrs. Arden. So they lit the fire and filled the kettle from a
wood-spring where rare ferns touched it daintily with supple
fingers. They sat down in the short shadow.

‘There's Mrs. Hotchkiss coming from Mellicot,” said Mrs.
Arden suddenly. 'Laws! Those boys do grow. And there's
Mrs. Palfrey. Fancy bringing that mite, Willie! It seems
only aday since | was going to and agen with him, and him
nigh dead of croup. And there's Lucy Thruckton, coming
like a deepy bumblebee from Wood's End way," she an-
nounced after a period of munching. She sprang up alertly.
‘Well! thank God for my good dinner, and I'm not going to
let that fat Lucy get all the beries' she said, 'so I'm off
again.'

The two girls stayed in the shade, chatting in a desultory
way. The pickers wandered to and fro, lost in distance, ap-
pearing out of hollows, passing round the white signpost like
dancers in some strange ritual. They stooped for the small,
purple fruit, wrapped in purple shadow themselves. Little
box-carts, trundled by urchins, began to fill with berries,
heaped in miniature replica of the hills Shadows began to
climb from the cwms, and clouds came faster. The signpost
- so lonely in its ring of worn turf- looked, with its out-
spread arms against the dim reaches of heather, like a cruci-
fix under the troubled sky. It stood with forlorn gallantry
between the coming storm and its prey. It would be lashed
by rain al night; lightning would play round it. The
pickers, as with some mysterious sense of kinship, circled
about it - so disconsolately consoling it seemed, so like their
own destinies. Deborah, looking at it, thought of what her
father had said about 'forkit lightning!" She wondered if she
would ever be lonesome as it was, set up for a sign, a mark
for the storm, pointing vaguely - whither?
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Chapter 8

SUDDENLY Mrs. Arden straightened herself, standigg at
aze. A stranger was coming over the hill. He stopped by
the signpost, seemed to make nothing of it, and came on to-
wards her. o
*Can you tell me the way to Lostwithin? he asked.
'$e you him as preached yesterday? parried Mrs. Arden.
) S.l

She was taking him in. 'A comely chap,’ she said men-
tally. He stood looking down at her amusedly, conscious of
his good looks. Even his 'up to date' blue suit did not spoil
his supple muscularity, though it was cut absurdly. He was
smoking a briar pipe of enormous proportions.

'Quite our Joe's sort!" commented Mrs. Arden.

- 'Joe's sort' was, of course, young manliness personified,
just as 'Delb's sort' was perfect maidenhood, and 'John's
sort' something that brought tears to her eyes when she sat
and thought her own thoughts in chapel.

'The signpost doesn't say much,’ he added.

'Oh, that!" she commented with much scorn. ‘Nobody
takes no notice of that. You canna go by signposses here,
you mun go the way the hills'll let you. But them '
she added, 'they do for the counting councils to be busy
about, Bgln’[l ng the names and that. Else who knows what
they'd be doing? - for a more mischievous set of men there
never wasl Besdes, poor things, they want to seem to be
doing something for their money like other folks.'

He laughed. _

The two girls by the wood jumped, looked and sat mute,
expectant.

And the way -? he reminded her.

She had made a resolve. _

‘Now, it being so hot," she said persuasively, ‘what'd you
say to a cup of tea?
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‘Wel, I'm sure I'm much obliged, but -'

'‘Come you on," sad she, with authority. 'Come you on
and st you down.'

'Well, to goodness!" breathed Deborah. 'Mather's bring-
in%_him here.' _

ily skilfully made the most of her front hair under the
bonnet. She would see if she couldn't cut Deb out, although
her curls were gone.

'‘Gawldl" shrieked Mrs. Arden, while yet a long way off;
‘heré's some one as you both knows.'

For the second time Deborah's eyes met those of the
strange. .

'Lily," said Mrs. Arden, 'run and get some sticks while |
fetch the water, there's a good girl.’

She hustled Lily into the wood.

'And so I've got my second chance' said Stephen
Southernwood.

Deborah was silent.

'l never saw a soul except you in chapel,’ he continued.

Deborah twisted her apron into a rope.

'My name's Stephen; might | ask yours?

He had more ease of manner than anyone she knew,
although he had not attained the absence of self-conscious-
ness which the Lord of the Manor down at Slepe had gained
(not without tears) at Eton, and which Joe had always pos-
sessed as a birthright. At present he was going through a
strange experience; he was meeting his primitive sdf for the
first time. It was a very shadowy sdf so far: but it was some-
thing quite different from 'the nice young man' who had
caused such a stir among the ladylike drapery assistants in
Silverton.

What had caused the change he did not know; was it the
hills, the storm, the clear, still face beneath the darkened
chapel window? Since yesterday Deborah's face - vital, yet
unawakened - had come before him in flashes, vivid and
transient. This transience had stirred desire in him; he was
ever for the flegting rainbows of life, and what was denied he
must possess. Her evident capacity for large life fascinated
him, and the vell of deep that was upon her fired him to a
wakening onslaught like the sun's upon a dim country.
Life ceased to appear as a neat, correctly docketed arrange-
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ment of a little football, a little Huxley (to improve the
mind), alittle Sherlock Holmes (relaxation), alittle religion
(respectability). How it did appear he would have been
ashamed to say. The drapery assistants had made him feel
smoothly romantic. They themselves were smooth in man-
ner, and they saw to it that in their presence life had no
rough edges.” The utmost propriety, the utmost glossing of
factswas necessary in order to pass muster with them.

were cool, collected, conventional. He suddenly hated them
and their smoothness. They had smoothed him aso as a
rolling-pin smcothes dough.” They had deferred this curious,
electric, mad meetlng? with himsdf. He had sampled the
pleasure of a kiss fairly often; but his world had | far
removed from the forcible kises of desre, the indecent
snatching of the starvmc? for bread, the hot strg‘%gle for
existence. He had been detached and impersonal about the
great facts 6f life; now they were hot and clamorous in his
ears. He looked swiftly a Deborah, and immediately dl
that he had ever read about the embraces of lovers cameinto
his mind as a poignant, personal matter. She turned her
head away, for the look in his eyes was like a strong clasp
of her. His thoughts galloped. " He dragged at the reins,
intuitively feeling such thoughtsto beindecent in Deborah's
presence: but they were not to be stopped. They rushed on
through the whole of human experience; it lay open to him
as the countryside below did - vast, delicate, savage. Kiss-
ing ceased to be a game. It was a key to intenser life. The
act of speech wasno longer merely for courtesies, expressons
of opinion, pleasantries.” It was for demandingjoy from the
world, surrender fromwomen. The hearth-fire, little houses,
night, took upon them the magic that they wear for lovers.
For thefirst timein hislife he realized Degth - the murderer
of ecstasy. Rapture, relentlessness, force - these ceased to be
words. They were manhood; they were himself. Tears,
tenderness, pain - these were woman; these the woman who
loved him would be and suffer in the glory of surrender, in
the birth-pang. All these things - dim and half understood
- flashed through his protesting mind, while Deborah s,
congtrained and afraid to look round, gazing into the melt-
ing distance. A voice far down in Stephen's being answered
the whimbrel that caled above. It summoned Deborah
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Beremptorily; it shouted defiance at the hills, the world
eyond, the intangible and therefore terrible depths of blue
ar. Out of the muddle of haf-understood ideas, small
wishes and conventions that had conceadled Stephen South-
ernwood from himself sprang a creature direct and impul-
sive as the old gods- who took their way unknown and
unhindered, claiming with a nod the love and tears of the
witless daughters of men, themselves recking nothing of a
love that is pain, only knowing a swift aesire, shattering to
the desired.  So he entered into half his heritage - the physi-
cal glory of man. The other half was so far urdreamed of.

'Why do you look away dl the time? he asked.

She turned her head with an effort.

‘Where d'you live? was the next question, direct to rude-
ness. Yet she felt a delicious homage in it.

She nodded sideways.

‘Upper Leasurs!

'‘Can | come to Upper Leasurs?

'‘Aye - no.'

He laughed.

‘You funny little girl I

She had never been called little. She was indignant for a
moment. Then she found it sweet. She felt happy and
humble-minded as she did when they sang in chapel of sin
and forgiveness.

I tel you what," said Stephen, 'l shal come to Upper
Leasurs and the rest of 'em whether you say | can or not.'

Deborah's apron was a long, cressed rag.

'You've not told me your name yet!'

‘Deborah.’

'Shall we go for a trall in al that green and red stuff,
Deborah? What's it called?

‘Wimberry wires!'

‘When they cdl us we won't go.’

'Mother ‘Il holla till we do,’ said Deborah, matter-of-
factly. But she went with him. For the first time in her life
the heather was only a carpet, the sky only a roof. She
walked between them in a shaken world, to a sound of
shaken music. The whimbrel's cry fell there like broken

lass, and in her soul the crystal of her pride shivered into
ragments.
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Lily, who had been listening behind a stunted may-tree,
stamped with rage, and was what Mrs. Arden cdled
‘almighty imperent!’

‘Why should | cdl them, Lily Huntbatch?

It looks bad.'

‘Not as bad as you looked, in the dark of night, along of
our Joe, with your dress only half done up.'

Lily was silent, but she thought ecstatically how she
would try and capture Stephen, throw Joe over and be
quits with Mrs. Arden.

'Here they be, friendly as calves o'er a gate/ said Mrs.
Arden, forgetting her annoyance.

'He's a dea taller than Joe' said Lily; 'head and
shoulders.'

‘That he's not! Joe'd be above hisear. I've notched him
and Deb year by year on the door, and | know.'

Lily watched Stephen.

"The chief among ten thousand!' she murmured, with the
cheap emotion of her kind- often mistaken for love,
altruism, religious fervour.

"You're the chief of dl gomerils, Lily!" said Mrs. Arden.
Then she surveyed Deborah.

Took for matrimony,’ was her comment.

‘I think it's very vulgar,” Lily remarked, 'to talk about
marrying and kids all the time like some do. | can't see
why a chap can't tak to a girl without such things being
thought of.'

'No more do I. Only they dunna, you least of al. And
asfor vulgar, if such things be vulgar, then you and me and
the greatest in the land, aye! even the ministers of God's
vulgar - for they're ah' the signs that such things came to
pass. And come to that," she added, rising to metaphysi-
cad heights; 'come to that you'd call the Lord Himself
vulgar, you wicked girl! For didn't He plan it al out from
the first kiss to the last christening? Answer me that, Lil
Huntbatch!"

She gathered breath as Deborah and Stephen came up.

This is Lily Huntbatch, that's walking out with our Joe,
she announced.

The look Lily gave her was venomous.

‘Do you like walking out, g/IGiss Huntbatch?



'Depends who with.! Her bewildering smile was logt; he
was looking at Deborah.

'Your safety-pin's undone, Deb," she snapped, 'and your
belt's crooked.'

'Here's Lucy - after some tea, | suppose,' said Mrs.
Arden. 'She's terrible earnest for victuals, Mr. Southern-
wood, and she does credit to 'em.’

Lucy bore down on them.

‘Well, you are hot,' said Lily, welcoming a victim for her
anger.

‘I be that.'

'‘And red in the face.

‘I alus am.'

'Your hat's all collywessen.'

‘It do get liLe that.'

‘And your brooch is coming off.’

'If | loses 'im, | loes 'im," said Lucy calmly.

Lily gaveit up. If Lucy was too inert to mind about her
brooch, given her by her only admirer at the age of twelve,
with 'Mizpah' on its moonlike surface, she was invulnerable.

‘There, Lucy, my dear, you shall have a nice cup of tea’
Mrs. Arden spoke protectingly.

'Thank you kindly," Lucy replied, rapaciously and grate-
fully. 'I'm sure I'mready for bucketsfull; the sweat'spoured
off me till | feel right thin.'

At this remark Stephen was seized with uncontrollable
laughter.

'‘And he stuffed his handkerchief into his mouth," Mrs.
Arden recounted to John afterwards, 'and he rocks to and
agen like me with the calic. | never seed anyone laugh like
what he did. Eh! | like good laughers. 1ll they may do,
but they're not bad-hearted - not if they laugh till it hurts
‘em. And then Deb started to laugh, and | couldna help
but join, and Lil - as had been sitting al the while like an
owl with the face-ache - began to say "hee-hee!" very
mincing-like, and poor Lucy (never knowing what it was al
about) opened her mouth and bellowed, and the old whim-
brels set up a din of laughing round about. You never
heMard such anoisein your life, father 1 and then dl of a sud-
den the thunder came on and we were all in a pretty taking.
And Stephen (he says I'm to call him by his given-name)
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remembered as he ought to have been at Lostwithin hours
ago. Hed stayed the night a& Wood's End aong of the
storm. And'he ran one way and we the other, and poor
Lucy went lolloping whome, frittened to death. Deborah
went awful quiet when it came on to thunder; and she says
"Good evening" very iff to Stephen, as if she'd minded
something agen him; and when we were coming back she
says, "Mother, there's summat foreboded." '

'Aye, she said that yesterday.'

'Well, better go the way of 'ooman, whatsoever's fore-
boded,’ said Mrs. Arden. 'Why, goodness There's Eli
rapesing through al thisrain. He'scomefor Lil, sureto be'
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Chapter 9

ELI had passed a very irksome and busy day; for he man-
aged to get a reat%rgal of work out ofs{il_,ayeckless as she
was, He had been ob||1ged to strain the milk, light the fire
and get his own breskrast. He had forgotten to feed the
young turkeys, and three of them had dpassonately and
poetically died - to spite him, as he said. The cow Lily
always milked had kicked him, objecting to his hard hands.
He had cut himself while peeling potatoes. Altogether he
emerged from hissingle-handed contest withinanimate mat-
ter and what he caled 'brute beasteses somewhat battered.
Also he had been again troubled with a curious sense of
admiration for Lily, realizing that if she had spirit enough
to behave as she did last night, she could do most things that
she chose. _

'She could make a darned sight better butter nor what
she does,’ he grumbled, 'if she could shoot her feyther.'
~ He had felt rather startled on coming down in the morn-
ing to see the long %olde_n locks on the floor.

I've bin a fool,” he said. "When'll she cotch a husband

now as she's nothing to take the eye? o

Altogether it appeared to him that it would be aforgiving
and dignified thing to go and fetch her back again.

‘The Sﬁrodlgal daughter!" he thought, with a wry smile.
'Well, she wunna get much but husks at John's. Poor as a
winter feldefar! No yead for business. Keeps that great
strapping girl of his eating her head off at whome and doin
nought. Work 'em and marry 'em, | ssys. Keep “em har
at it and they unna kick.' _ _
g Hle suddenly remembered that Lily had kicked, and was

iSpleased.

'Gerrup!® he shouted at old Speedwell, his brown pony,
now sprinkled with white. She moved away dowly, and he
threw a stone after her.
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‘Worth twenty women, that hoss is’ he murmured -
apparently to the Almighty, to whom he spoke frequently
and familiarly.

‘Never say die, her won't.'

He threw another stone. He could not throw at the
Almighty or Lily, and he had a need to throw. Yet he was
fond of Speedwell in his knotty and sapless way.

He put on his old round felt hat, very high and pointed
in the crown and broad in the brim, and st out. He felt
that he was under an obligation to Mrs. Arden for Lily's
board and lodging for the night. This hurt his pride. 'And
me with al that money!" he said. A present was the thing:
but what present? He did not intend to give anything for
which he had, or might have, any use, nor anything for
which he could possibly get any money. It was very awk-
ward: everything he saw was of use, or might be. The goose-
berries were over-ripe; but Lily could make a pie - the
Ardens should not have them. There were some chickens
with the gapes; but he could, no doubt, cure them. No:
he would keep the chickens. But he must take something.
He looked round the parlour. His eye fell on the MS
volume of imprecatory psalms- copied out by Lily on
Sundays during her childhood under Eli's tight-mouthed
supervision. Yes, he would take that. He came out, and
tumbled over the prostrate bodies of the three dead turkeys.
He would take them too.

'May as well be handsome while you're at it,’ he said.
‘They can make a pie. It won't be no worse than young
rook pie, and that great gawk Joe 'ull be glad of summat to
fill his belly.'

So he set out with the psams under his arm and the
turkeys bunched in his hand.

‘Summat for you, missig' he said grandly, as Patty came
to the door. 'Take 'em! A free gift they be- free as the
Lord's pardon. And | want that darter of mine. The pro-
diga darter, she is, and her loving father's come dl the
way to fetch her. Say she's to look sharp.'

It was late, and supper was laid. Joe and his father had
just come in, and were washing in the back kitchen. Lily
was in Deborah's room, reading an old fashion paper. She
sprang up when she heard her father's voice, looking wildly
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round for a way of escape. Mrs. Arden caled her. Lily put
on Deborah's sun-bonnet - a blue one that suited her;
looked in the glass, decided that she was not attractive
enough for her object, and turned in the collar and a little
of the front of her dress to show her white throat. Then she
very softly climbed out of the low window, and dropped on
the turf.

‘Joe!' she whispered through the back door when John
had gone to speak to Eli.

'‘Aye?

‘Don't let him take me, Joe - not to-night !

'Right you are.’

'And, Joe-'

'‘Aye?

‘Will you come out along the hill a bit when he's gone?

I will that!" said Joe.

‘When be she coming? asked Eli from the door. 'Supper?
No. | wunna take any victuas off you, poor things!'

Mrs. Arden sniffed.

'Say she's to come this instant minute,' said Eli.

Joe loomed over him.

‘A word with you, Eli,’ he said.

'Hark at our Joe cdling him Eli!'" said Mrs. Arden to-
Deborah. 'Did you ever hear the like? It's always been
"Mr. Huntbatch" afore.

'‘What is it now? asked Eli crustily, moving off with Joe.

'She's not coming to-night.'

‘Well, of dl the imperencel She's got to come!’

'Not to-night.'

'And what good'll she be in the market when she's bided
two nights aong of you? snarled Eli.

Joe's hand was heavy on his collar.

‘None of that, Eli!' he said.

'‘Loose me be! And what'll she please to do after to-night?

'I dunno.'

‘Will she come whome to her loving feyther?

‘| shouldna think so.

‘What, then?

‘Mayhappen shell marry me - if shelll take me!'

'‘Oho! And what'll you give me to make up for the lose
of my dairymaid?
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I've nought to give'

'Oh, yes, you have - you've got bone and muscle, and
you can ride. If | give my loving consent to this here 'oly
estate, will you give your written word to round up my
sheep when | ask you?

‘Maybe that'd be every night,’ said Joe drily.

'Only now and agen,' Eli reassured him; 'and a bit of
help at sheep-shearing.'

'Well, | dunna mind that; but nought in writing. And
I don't know if shell take me yet.'

'Ho! Listen what I'm going to tell you. Shell drop into
yer arms like a blighted apple. Anything to get away from
her devoted parent.'

'‘But dl as | do for you is done on one condition," said
Joe; 'you say nought about last night.'

‘Well, | dunno as | want to.

'On your word of honour? continued Joe. 'No, that's no
good - on your credit as a moneyed man.'

I swear!" sad Eli solemnly.
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Chapter 10

WHEN he hadgone Lily crept out of her niding-place in the
wood-house and met Joe on the hill. She had no idea that
he was going to ask her to marry him, arid so, by the irony
of things, she spent more time and energy luring him on
than she had ever spent over anything.

‘My, Lil' You do look pretty. Why don't you dlus turn
your dress in?

Lily smiled.

‘What was it you was going to say about my arms on
Sunday, Joe?

'‘As | wanted to touch 'em.

'‘Well —you can.' .

Joe's hand went gingerly up and down one arm.

'D'you like me, Joe?

‘Like you? Oh, laws!'

'Well, then, would you like to - put your arm round me?

'Let's sit down, Lil." Joe was quite overcome. He had
always thought ‘askin' to wed' was as difficult as catching
sparrows in open weather. And now here was Fate playing
into his hands. It seemed too good to be true.

'Shall | be on your knee, Joe7 asked Lily confidingly.

Joe had the sensation of home-brewed very strongly. He
was conscious that he must not have much more of this
heady delight.

'You are big!" Lily'sflattery was obvious, but sufficiently
subtle for Joe.

‘You're a bit of honeg, that's what!" said Joe rapturously.

'Like to kiss me, Joe:

There was a short silence.

'You don't like kissng, | can see' Lily commented
disappointedly.

‘Not like it? Joe gasPed.

'Wdll, you kiss as soft as a hen pecking bread.'
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1" llshow ‘'ee if | like it.'

'Oh, dear! You've knocked my bonnet off. My hair!"

‘It's dl right - al curly like a young lamb, and shining.'

This was sweet to Lily as homage to a king dethroned.
She leant back against his shoulder. He kissed her again.
They were in the Little Wood. Her eyes sought his be-
witchingly as shelay in apparent abandonment to the sweet-
ness of the kiss. She was wondering how many more hints
she must give him before he would spesk. Joe kissed her
throat. Then he put her on the ground roughly.

‘We'd best go whome,' he said.

'‘Why? She was petulant, not having as yet attained her
object.

‘I want to do right by you, Lil; and you're so - | canna
remember ought when you're like you be to-night.'

'How d'you mean, "right" by me?

Joe took a deep breath.

‘I mean will you wed me, Lil, my dear?

'Well! Why ever couldn't he say that before? thought
Lily. She smiled.

I might.'

'‘Soon?

‘Maybe.'

‘Come on whome, Lil. The devil'sin thislittle old wood.'

He walked furiously down the track, Lily half-running,
not understanding the fires she had kindled so carefully.

‘When? asked Joe, dackening speed as they neared home.

'l dunno.'

‘Next week?

‘Well -

'‘Saturday next as ever is?

'Oh, Joe!

'Saturday it is, then! And no more Little Wood till then.
For you're like home-biewed, Lil.' He gazed at her in
puzzled and admiring wonder.

‘And you remember as it means no going back to your
feyther if you marry me quick. See?

Lily did see- had seen dl aong with a clearness that
would have startled Joe.

‘There's a cottage at Sepe, not set; I'll take it. We only
want a few chairs and a table and a mangle to begin with,
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and a double bed - He stopped. 'My tongue's hung on io
the middle, he muttered.

There was a short slence.

'l dunno asiit can be Saturday, after dl,' sad Lily at last.

In Deborah's small, whitewashed room with 'God is
Love over the mantelpiece and a bunch of mimulus in the
window, the two girls tossed dl night.

‘What a craking them two keep up, like cdves in a
str calfskit!" Joe thought. An intolerable sweetness came
over him as he let his deepy thoughts wander on to next
Saturday.

"There's surely no harm in thinking of it now, it being dl
settled up,' he reasoned; 'besides, | mun get used toit, or I'll
never remember al the things I've got to remember I’

'Hark a those girls!' said Mrs. Arden to John. 'They're
both in love.

‘Or it met be heat lumps,' John suggested.

'‘Dear sakes, what a man!'

Mrs. Arden would have her romance.

Le@/ was faced by the necessity of a decision - a thing she
hated. There were three ways open to her, and she must
traverse one of them, since she could not stay where she was.
All were equally detestable to her. She could go home, be a
dairymaid, or become the mother of Joe's children. She
writhed at the idea of physical endurance. She did not love,
and it is love that makes dl pain, dl privation, a crown of
everlastings. The lover knows that the reward is greater
than the hardship. To Lily, who had never cared for any
creature, it was not so. She had always supposed that some
time she would have children: but now that the vague
future had come near it was a different matter. So much
for Joe, then. But could she go home? No. The dairymaid's
situation remained.

'Notif | know it!" shesaid. 'Work, work, day in, day out.'
She came back to Joe. An idea struck her. With a pathetic
mingling of naiveté and selfishness she decided that she and
Joe could be 'brother and sister.’ As she had not divined
anything of Joe's nature or his dreams - for intuitions do not
come to the self-centred - this resolve was not so heartless
as it seemed.
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Having come to a satisfactory decision, Lily curled up to
deep like a kitten.

Deborah half awoke.

'He's coming to High Leasurs,’ she thought, 'to sse me!
Me! Not Lily." She was astonished at his blindness - Lily
was so pretty. She was glad with a boundlessjoy. Already
on the horizon of her life flickered the immortal fires, dart-
ing strange rays, changing the world.

'Stephen . . . Scephen Southernwood!" A dart of pride
ran through her as she remembered that Lily had not lured
his eyes from her once.

'Stephen!’ she said aoud, half aseep.

'Keep your silly names to yourself, can't you? grumbled
Lily. But Deborah was adeep.

‘Stephen,’ she murmured again.

'Oh!" cried Lily, much irritated. 'Joe! Joe! Joe! then, if
it's got to be said!" She cried from sheer vexation.



Chapter 11

"Y ouR Jo€'s gone off his chump, seemingly!" said Mr. Shake-
shaft to John. 'Down at that cottage, day in, day out -
missing good wages dl for a wench. How bim the mighty
falen!

‘They've kept company a goodish while,' said John,
primed by Patty, who did not want it to seem 'a wedding
as had to be." 'It's not a sudden-thought-of thing,' he added
anxiously. 'Don't go for to think that.'

‘Whoever did think it? said Mrs. Shakeshaft.

'What's Deb say to it?

'Oh, Deb!" John smiled broadly. 'Well, Deb, you see -
Deb's in - oh, | wunna to say!

Down a Sepe the small, empty cottage echoed. Joe
whitewashed, hammered, forked the garden, brought home
a small recalcitrant pig, and finally went to Silverton and
bought the furniturewith hismodest savings. Lily wentwith
him, and they took the road past Bitterley, stopping to inter-
view Eli.

'‘Well,' said he, 'l give you the blessing of the Lord freely -
freely. But I've nought ese to give. Stll, you wunna lack.
He feedeth the young ravens that cal upon Him. Get out,
youfowls ! - dways running after mefor sharps!’ Joehoped
that he and Lily would not be kept as short as Eli's fowls.
Lily went indoors, and came out with a smal parcel - the
severed locks. Mrs. Arden, confronted with a sobbing Lily
who could only gjaculate 'Ninepins!' - had set her wits to
work, and remembered the ladies papers in the Peoples
Dining Saloon at Silverton market.

'Why, Lil,' shesaid, it'sasclear ascider! You goinaong
of Joe when he goes after the furniture, and you take in your
hair and get a switch made. It's quite the thing. The adver-
tisements say no lady should be without one. Then you just

67



pin it in among them curls, and cail it round, and there you
are.’

Lily, having got her parcel, sat hersdlf to work on her
father's pride, and finally squeezed thirty shillings out of
him. Her smal, rather forlorn heart was quite lit up by the
joy of the shopping in store.

A ready-made white dress, a vell, a piece of artificia or-
ange blossom, cotton gloves and the long-desired set of rib-
bon-trimmed undergarments - all these were at last stowed
away in the trap, whileJoe wandered fromjeweller's tojew-
dler's, looking at such amultiplicity of rings that he became
hopelesdy confused.

‘Whoa there, lad!" he apostrophized himself loudly, to the
astonishment of the passers-by. 'Where'sthat little small one
that | seed but now?

Finally they went to choosethefurnitureinawhirl of haste
and embarrassment, while a cool and dispassionate shop as-
Sistant Kawned and wondered when it would be closing-time.
Then they had tea. Joe's Tea and ham for two' was full of
the tones of love, pride and ecstasy: but Lily was surrepti-
tiougl(}/ absorbed in her ribbons, and thewaitress, like Galio,
‘cared for none of these things.'

The ostler at the 'Drover's Rest' had a good dedl to say as
he piled things into the trap and let down the back to accom-
modate the iron bedstead.

'You're lugging home the furniture and the girl and dl,
seemingly,’ he said, surveying Joe's best cap with a piece of
honeysuckle stuck in at theside. 'But | hanna seen the pram
yet - no, | hanna.'

His face was convulsed with wrinkles of laughter. Joe
looked at Lily out of the corner of his eye as they drove out
of the cobbled yard. Thiswas'Somethinglike!'hefelt. Such
thgrgjgs were the small-change of the marriage festival, and
made him realize his fortune.

'Funny chap, eh, Lil? he ventured.

'l don't like that sort of fun.'

Of course not," said Joe, much dashed.
They spoke of where the flé%niture would stand, and won'



dered if the weather would 'keep up,' as they jogged home.
They went through the great, golden plain of corn, set with
jade-green meadows of aftermath, blue-green turnips and
the black-green secrecy of woods. They had to pass through
four little villages besides Slepe in the long twelve miles of
quiet road. At each one, as evening drew on, the young men
leaned against a wall or over a bridge, smoking, the day's
work done, and setting up ahearty cheer when the trap hove
in sight. |

'Oh, dear!" said Lily. 'l feel dl of a shake, like Quaker's
grass.'

'‘Well," Joe replied, with what was meant for comfort, 'it's
nothing at all to what getting marriedis. But never you fret,
Lil - it'll be o'er, soon or late, and you and me al by our
lonesome in that there little place for good and al.'

'‘Look at them Wyandottes over therel' said Lily hastily.
Joe was momentarily interested, and they fell back upon
dight things until the long climb from Slepe began. Then
Joe sad -

‘I think you met let me kiss you now.'

'A'right.’

'And I'm going to put my arm round you too, tight. For
welll be man and wife the day after to-morrow.'

They came silently up the steep, half-obliterated track in
the heather. Joe was quiet and soberly happy, Lily trepi-
dant, very curious as to the new Joe who was appearing; she
kept at arm'slength the picture of the future, as conjured by
Mrs. Arden's remarks. Mentally slipshod, she had none of
therare, sad, godlike faculty for seeing the end of athing in
its inception. Deborah possessed it in large measure.



Chapter 12

THE wedding-eve came on with unhurrying promptitude,
and Joe's last preparations were made before noon. He lit
the fire, put the kettle on the pothook and laid the tea with
the new china. He surveyed it dl with a man's unbounded
ride in domestic work, remarklnE,_ '[t do looksummat odd!"
efelt that it wasworthy even of Lily. He ate his bread and
cheese, washed and waited. Lily wastodipaway intheearly
afternoon and come to see hiswork. He sat on the doorstep,
and the honeysuckleround the porch dggf)ped itslimp, spent
flowers about him - with the one broad petal lolling back
like the tongue of afaery hound in age-long chase of a death-
less quarrK. The scent was thick in the garden, in the dusty
lane, in the house. Joe drowsed and knew that whatever
happened to him in the future he would not grumble - not
evenifhediedintheworkhouse, for thiswaiting was sweeter
than the honeysuckle. The dense thickets of delight before
him - thickets with no notice-board up, to which even the
church pointed him on with kindly finger; the little faces (he
rose here, and went to look again at the large brown tea-pot,
marked 2s. 5%d. cash); the years to come, with more and
more of the tonic sweetness of nature in the little house d
by day - al these shone before him in summer colours. He
thought of to-morrow, with the gay walk to church, thewalk
back, the homely tea at Upper Leasowes, the loving compre-
hension that meant home for him. For it seemed to him that
there was nothing about his thoughts unknown to hisfather;
nothing about his hopes and fears with which Deborah did
not sympathize; nothing about his bodily welfare that his
mother did not forestall.” All these emotions were quite dim
and unexgreﬁed; but they were none the less rea to him.
Then he thought how, when the rooks began to go homeand
the shadows to steal out of the hollows, and the first star sat
like abird on one arm of the [7)8\/|I's Chair, he would cease to



be only 'the lad,' and 'our Joe,' and 'owd Joe of Upper Lea
aurs! Hewould be awoman's dl in al, and on his strength
of hand and clearness of eye would depend two fates - per-
haps many fates. They would walk down the path, ‘just ordi-
nary,' they would come to the village, pass beyond it, pass
the wicket. He would shut the door.

‘Joe Arden,' he apostrophized himself, 'you mun mind to
give Lily a cup of tea, and you mun mind to leave her to
settle a bit while you go and see to the pig. For even a cat
wants to look about a bit in a new whome, and she's got a
vast of strangeness afore her.'

He thought of Lily, and as he pondered on how his future
peace and his to-morrow's rapture depended solely on her,
were bought entirely at her cost, the sharp sweetness of hu-
man life - in which pain is the honeysuckle round the door
- came over him in a rush.

‘Such alittle small thing as she be," he thought. 'l canria
make out why she took me. Women be won'erful.’

But, seeing that she had taken him, it never occurred to
him to doubt for a second that shewould sit down meekly in
the shadow of the honeysuckle and be al a wife should.

The gate clicked and she was there. She had never looked
so frail, so provocative; she had never been more purposeful
or less desirous of admiration. They went in. Lily was gen-
uinely pleased; after the rambling ruin at home, impossible
to keep in order even for more industrious hands than hers,
the compact, neat little home was delightful. She thought
how easy the work would be. She was not meant for the
hardy magnificence of manual labour. She should have be-
longed to the professional or tradesman's class, had a small
‘genera’ to bully, arid been able to say with pride to her
friends, 'Oh, no, | never do any work, but | know how it
should be done." But here she felt a decided impetus in the
direction of domesticity, because for the first time it was pic-
turesque; for the first time she saw hersdlf in a romantic set-
ting of shelves, cupboards, clean paint and flowers. She had
a vision of the vicar's wife aluding to her as 'Joe Arden's
pretty wife who makes such good jelly.'

'It's real nice, Joe - dear.'

There was quite a little rill of affection in her voice. She
had never been loved, and his deep thought for her, so quiet
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and unceasing, had touched her. It had wakened - as the
prince did in the fairy tale - somewhere amid the dragon-
like scales of her egotism avery sleepy, very illusive princess,
who might, if dl went well, st Up and rub her eyes and
become a queen.

They looked at the pig, the geraniums, the apple-tree.
They had tea for 'he first time out of the cups that had gold
on their rims. It seemed to Joe that a flaming mist hovered
in the kitchen. He bethought him of his responsibility as
head of the house. He could no longer sitinsilence and leave
his father to do the honours and 'make things go.! No. The
radiant, regrettable fact was that his father would not be
here; he must crack the jokes and quote the wise old saws.

'Lil,' he said archly. 'What'll your name be this time to-
morrow day?

‘Lilian Arden,' she replied, assweetly asasmall bird chirp-
ing.
'What else?

'Mrs'

'‘Aye. That means as | needna be feared of the little old

Lily puzzled over what he meant, till he suggested that
they should come and see therest. Up in the low-celled bed-
room she understood.

'‘Oh, Joe! Oh, dear Joe!' she sobbed. 'l canna- | darena’

'What's come o'er you, Lil? What's frit you? Joe was
quite dazed. Into the sunny room a shade had come, deep
as the thunder-cloud shadows on the hills. He sat down gin-
gerly on the bed, patient, mystified.

I canna tell you - | cannal' said poor Lily. 'And oh!
what a dear little room and all - and roses on thejug! Oh,
deer - it's cruel hard.'

She ran to the window and knelt by the sll.

'I wish | was Deb,' she wailed. 'Deb's such an everyday
sort. She never thinks of things like what | do. And so she
dunna mind. She said to me on'y to-day as | was a lucky
girl - and so | am, only - only -'

‘It's al ajumblement to me, what you're saying, Lil - like
them anthems when they try who'll sing fastest. You tell me
straight out, and it'll be clear as the Christmas star.'
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Lily knew it would not. Even her own mind was not clear.
Fear struggled there with curiosity, and fatalism brooded
over dl; she was like a clock without a mainspring, like a
road with no signpost. Love would have taken away all need
of thought, dl curiosity, dl fear. Where it led would not
have mattered. The ways of lovers are many as the sheep-
tracks on the mountains; but they dl lead into the shadow-
blue distance; into beauty; into rest; into stress and blessed
grief and godlike laughter.

'Well? Joe spoke with benevolent patience and large
comfort. His benevolence, which took away the fire from
his face for awhile and left it as it was when he warmed the
half-frozen January lambs, encouraged her.

She rose and came towards him, and for the first time in
her life real feeling, not overlaid by any pretence, was in her
face. She sank by him on the floor.

‘I canna go through,' she sobbed, ‘it's - your mother said
- about - this time next year.'

Joe understood.

"There, therel' he said, 'don't you werrit, my dear. Things
just comes, you know. We'mjust got to keep loving and read
the Book a bit and it's all easy.'

‘Not for me!' In her voice was the primeva cry of woman
when sex comes upon her without the nimbus of love.

‘No, | know. And I'm main sorry. And I'll do dl | can
to be agood chap, Lil. | swear | will. I'll cook for you and
wash for you, and | wish | could do al for you; but | canna/
he sad sadly.

‘Joel' Shetrembled. 'Gouldn'twebejust brother and sister?

Joe stood up.

'‘Daze my 'ounds - no!" he shouted.

He knew nothing of other ways of love than his own - he
never dreamed that lovers could be at once spiritual, pas-
sionate and childless.

‘No!" he repeated tensely. ‘All or nothing, Lil.

Lily sobbed.

'Oh! | dunna want to be married and have chillun, and
I dunna want to give up this nice little cottage and the veil
- and al,’ she moaned.

Down below, transfixed with wonder, Mrs. Arden stood
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with the little last gifts she had brought. She turned and
crept out by the back way. They must never know what she
had heard.

As she climbed home, like a very stout bluebottle in her
print dress, she panted: 'Well, Joe mun find his own road
now. Poor Lil - it's bad to be like that, well, well!’

She surveyed the landscape - huge, primeval, towered
over by vast, fawn-coloured clouds which, in spite of its
hugeness, were much too big for it.

'So long as they're fond on each other,' she murmured, as
the swallows darted by with excited little snatches of song,
‘nought matters. Not trouble, nor sickness, nor chillun, nor
the lack of 'em.

And with this speech, surprisingly tolerant considering her
profession, she nodded at immensity asif she knew a thing or
two not altogether to its credit.

Three hours later, out on the hill at the Leasowes, Joe
waited for Lily.

‘Well," he asked, 'have you reckoned it al up?

'I canna reckon anything.'

‘Well, what's the word - al or nought?

'Oh! It canna be nought, Joe'

‘All then?

'l Spose 0.

'And the berries are worth the picking?

There was anxiety in his voice. Tor certain sure?

I spose .

'‘Gome thy way in, then," shouted Joe uproariously, for |
want my supper summat cruel, being that uneasy. Mother!
Mother! give us a bit of summat to eat, and give Lil a drop
of cider. Sit by me, Lil,' he added, holding her hand under
the table. 'I'll do my best to suit you, Lil," he whispered,
‘and you shall set the pace’

Then silence fell between them, while Deborah machined
the seams of Mrs. Arden's wedding-dress, and Mrs. Arden
explained that it had to be 'loosed out.'

'For | never wore it atween the wedding and the christen-
ing,’ she explained, 'and so it didna need altering.'

She saw Lily bite her lip.
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'Lil, my dear,’ she sad, filled with a large and beautiful
pity, 'l hanna given you much yet, and | was thinking may-
be you'd like a tuthree of the bird cups. Now you just take
your pick.'

So she gave her treasure without a second thought.

Lily'seyesfilled with tears; her tired facelit up. Somehow
to-night Mrs. Arden, whom she had never liked very much,
was more protecting than Joe. She went to her and leaned
on her chair, looking across at Joe's face - ill a little stern
from the conflict and the possibility of losing her - and anew
sense of pride in him sang like afinch in her heart. But to-
night Mrs. Arden, with her large charity, asking nothing,
giving dl; John, with his glance from which the hardness of
youth had long passed; and Deborah, with her unruffled vir-
ginal absorption in the outside of the ceremony, were more
comforting to Lily than al the length and breadth of Joe's
love, dl the mingled wine of passion. She chose the cups
with childish delight, and as Mrs. Arden wrapped each one
up, a second spark shone in Lily's heart, and she kissed the
old woman of her own accord.
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Chapter 13

THE day had come, clear and multiple-tinted, full of the
sound of bees in the heather, and crickets at their endless
spinning. Deborah was gathering her three tall liliesin the
dew, with the pathetic generosity of sensitive temperaments
that deny themselves a cherished beauty for the sake of a
recipient who does not even se it.

'‘Dear Joe!' she thought; 'dear Lil! they'll only be married
once; let them have the best of everything.'

Then, in a more mundane mood, she reflected humor-
oudy that she would now have her bed and her favourite
blue sun-bonnet to herself, and no Lily to dog her footsteps
when Stephen came.

She took the lilies upstairs.

‘Just right for you, Lil, she smiled.

'Does my hair look all right? asked Lily absorbedly.

'‘Aye. Not a soul would know.'

Joe, on his way downstairs, knocked loudly and asked if
he could come in.

‘No! No!' they shrieked with much laughter. 'Get off
with youl!

'Well, you come out then, Lily, and gie's a look at you.
There's some one coming over the hill from Lostwithin way,
Deb; best hurry up with your own tittivating.'

Lily came out. If she was never to have another triumph
she had one now. Joe gazed at her with a long, humble,
adoring look and said nothing at all. So much can a few
shillings do for a woman!

Deborah, fastening her own dress at the back with great
difficulty, had the air of alittle girl who is showing off adall,
until she suddenly felt in theway and closed her door gently.

The lilies lay caressingly on Lily's arm; her white frock
fell softly about her; the veil flowed from her small, corn-
coloured head. It was a pity the lilies in her heart had not
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been tended. She flushed under Jo€'s ook, and her eyes
were like chicory-flowers.

'L’LI!‘ said Joe softly, 'be you quite sure about what | asked
you?

Lily pouted.

'I'm not going to be asked questions on my wedding-day,’
shesaid. 'Maybeit won't be for you to say "dl or nought,"”
so grand and solemn, Mister Joe! but to take what you can
get.” She ran downstairs with a delicious consciousness of
power. As she stood in the doorway athirst for admiration,
Stihen came chip She %ave him a long, dow smile and
wished she could change bridegrooms; but his eyes were on
Deborah, who came down in her delaine gown.

Tor goodness sake, somebody fasten me!  1'm squeedged
I?"S ahcuckoo in a sparrow's nest!" cried Mrs. Arden from the

itchen.

They started for church in great mirth, after an earnest
discussion between Mrs. Arden and Deborah about the oven
damper. They were accompanied by al the lambs - stout,
close-curled, ego-centric - but this escort fell away by twos
and threes.

'Our Joe looks grand!  Such aman and all, the very moral
of his father!" Mrs. Arden whispered to John.

'‘Now, mother! There's the making of a better man than
me in him.'

'And young Stephen?' queried Patty; for in spiritual mat-
tersr,1 and in the winding of the clock John spoke with supreme
authority.

'‘Well, he's got a goodish way to go; and it's a dark road
to the heart of God when you grope by other men's lights;
P_ut atAong last he'll be afine chap - if he comes through - a

ine chap.’

Tvetaken a disike to the marriage service,' Stephen was
saying to Deborah. 'l can't stand being tied to anything,
can you?

'So long as you're tied where you want to be' sad De-
borah impersonaly, 'l don't see as it matters. You'd stay
there anyway.'

‘But who knows where he does want to be? he asked rest-

lesdy.
' ¥1e wings of a dove,'John murmured; he was watching
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apigeon againgt the dark profundities of the hills, and look-
ing with tenderness on the four who had life to face: 'The
wings of a dove, to fleeaway and be at rest/ But he meant
something quite different from the smooth longing in con-

regationa singing - something vast and dark as the hills
themsalves and as dl-satisfying.

'Yon's the Devil's Chair, Stephen!" said Deborah. 'Some
say the ghosses go Thomasing there, to choose 'em a king.
But they canna see him as they choose, for the mist; and the
tale goes that when the ghosses seewho's king it'll be the end
of the 'orld." ,

h_‘l shall go to the Devil's Chair,' said Stephen, 'and find
im.'
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Chapter 14

WHEN they reached home again two wedding-guests were
gtting on the wall - Eli and Lucy Thruckton.

'As the hlymn sayd Eli remarked, ‘child and parent meet
again. Well, welll 'Now | suppose you'll be setdng to in the
manner of Genesis with the multiplication table, though
there's fools enough and to spare as it is'

Joe and Lily went in hurriedly. .

"John," he continued, 'those calves you bought ook mighty
bad. You're essy took in!'

Johnwasruffled. Hewasvery sensitive about his business
faculty, not having any. He aso went in.

Tatty," said Eli, 'I've brought these two fowls to grace
the groaning board. They're no good for market, being of
the black-fleshed kind.' _ _

Mrs. Arden was put out a having more cooking to do
when everything was ready. She thanked him somewhat
hastily and took the lean little birds indoors.

'Well, Deborah!" The incorrigible old man turned to her
next. 'Well! You're peart enough to-day, but what saith
the Book of them that laugh? What did the daughter o
Babylon become? _

St'Al‘rI]d who have we here? He nodded mockingly to
en.

' very_siII}/, iealous old man' remarked he succinctly,
and went in, followed by Lucy. .

'He's stuck as many hard words into me while you was at
church as cloves in a Christmas apple,’ observed Lucy.

_Eli turned to Rover, who watched him kindly but with
dignity, as well-treated animals who have an assured pos-
tion always do. . _ o

'If you was my dog," he said, Td give you a good hiding!"

Then he went in and sat down sourly to wait for tea

Lucy had brought alarge red flannel pin-cushion made by
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hersdf in the form of a very fat heart, fastened with coloured
pins, with alarge 'L. A." dso in pins.

Joe took upon himsdf to thank her, speaking of putting
it 'on our chessun-drawers," at which Lily blushed and whis-
pered to Deborah - '

'Where shall | look?

‘At Joe,' replied Deoorah amusedly.

Mrs. Arden dearly loved a festivity. Howers, pretty col-
ours, 'company manners - these were dear to her asland to
asdlor. She saw much of the dark side of lifein her nursing
of labourers’ wives, women on lost hillsides, wandering gip-
des She sat how in the shady room with the window open
on the purple outside, pouring tea from the bright pewter
pot and pressing food on every one until Lucy sad -

'Wdl, I'm as full as a tick!"

Whereat the young menroared, and Lily murmured, "V ul-
gar thing! :

After this the young ones wandered about the hill, and
Stephen and Deborah strayed away. The plateau was
drenched in gold light, splashed with grape-coloured
shadow. A few berrypickers came and went on the skyline.

'Deborah,’ said Stephen, 'd'you know that you are most
awfully pretty?

'Oh, no! I've only got straight hair, not wavy like Lily's.

Is it long?

'‘Pretty fair. What be you doing?

‘Just feeling it.’

'Oh, you munna! Eh, dear! It's adl coming down!'

He laughed, holding up a handful of hairpins.

'Suppose they see!’ she cried.

'‘Come to the wood, then.'

'I don't like to.'

'Comel’

She went. Her hair fell in long, smooth tresses, touched
with copper here and there by the sun. She was very much
confused.

‘I've never done such a thing!" she said.

'you haven't let it down, / have. And you're the prettiest
girl in the world.'

‘Oh! what ever be you doing?
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He had picked up along strand, putting it to his lips.

'Oh! you munna!" Deborah's vocabulary seemed to con-
sist of exclamatory negatives.

'Why not? asked Stephen.

'It's not right'

'‘Everything's right if we love each other,' said Stephen,
expressing a truth by accident.

Deborah was overwhelmed.

'Y ou do love me, don't you, Deborah? | love you madly'
he sad boyishly. He stooped and kissed her.

‘I don't know.'

'‘Well, think! Quick! I've never seen anyone a hit like
you, and | want you, Deb!

He flung himself at her feet on the pine-needles, and lay
looking up at her - flushed, triumphant, admiring.

"Now!" he said, 'l shan't give you these pins back till you
sy, (1) Ifyou'll come to Lammas Fair. (2) Ifyoull cometo
what-d'you-call-'em's chair. (3) If you'll st on my knee
now.'

‘Wel!' was dl she could say. Such awooing was different
from anything she had ever dreamed of. Where were the
conventions of the countryside, the ‘waking-out,’ the
gradual intimacy, the dow ritual of embraces? Once more
she had a sense of insecurity, lack of poise. He was like a
storm. He got up as suddenly as he had lain down, and sat
by her on the log.

‘Well, are you going to promise, or shdl | chuck 'em in
the stream?

'Oh, dunnal Father and mother'll think I'm soflighty if |
go back with my hair down. And I'll never hear thelast of it
from Eli.

"Then promise!l’

This new sdf was a pleasant person, he found, abeit
queer. His pulse was hammering; he was more excited than
he had ever been.

‘There goes onel' he said.

Deborah was distressed. Lammas Fair was dl right; but
she had a superstitious fear of the Devil's Chair, and as for
sitting on his knee - why! they had only met four times.
How could she?

"There goes another.'
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I Il come to Lammas Fair.'

'Yesl Goon!'

'‘Not the rest.

‘There go two more, then. Only five left.'

'Oh! it won't gick up with less it's so heavy!

‘Well, then -'

‘I'll come to the Devil's Chair.'

Til save you the trouble of the last,’ said Stephen. And
behold! she was on his knee.

'‘Will you come and live with me, Deb, right away, so that
| can always pull your hair down and kiss you?

‘I mun think," she said tremulously; 'l mun be away from
you and think along while. For there's more to it than pull-
ing hair down, Stephen, and kissing.'

I know," said Stephen, his face on fire.

But Deborah was not thinking of passion - the existence
of which she barely guessed. She was thinking of the de-
mands of alove that should possess her wholelife, wondering
if she dared enter upon it.

Flushed, confused, but firm, she emerged from the wood,
doing up her hair as best she could.

‘Wel!l" said Lily, superior in her dignity as a married
woman, 'l think Deb's carrying on awful. Look at her hairi
Anyone can see as he undid it, look at his face.'

'l undo yours to-night," Joe remarked, and Lily's new-
found dignity collapsed.

'Let's have asong!" suggested Mrs. Arden when they went
in; 'what d'you say, Lucy?

Lucy never gave an opinion of any kind. She cdled it
'useless argufying.'

‘Let'sl' said Stephen enthusiastically.

So they sang gleestill supper, while Eli sat with hismouth
tightly shut, silent and sardonic. After supper, at which the
fowls appeared velled in sauce, John proposed a hymn or
two. It grew late, and Joe nudged Lily.

‘Just one more!' she pleaded.

‘Let it be the Golden Arrow,' John suggested. ‘It's an old
song, Stephen, and it's about an old ancient custom. In
time gone by the lads and wenches in these parts was used to
go about Easter and look fogéhe golden arrow. It met be



along of them getting sdly-blossom for Pam Sunday as the
story came; but howsoever, they was used to go. And it
was sad that if two as were walking out found the arrow
they'd cling to it fast though it met wound them sore. And
it was sad that there'd be a charm on ‘em, and sorrow, and
a vast ofjo%/. And nought could part 'em, neither in the
flower of life nor in the brown winrow. And the tale goes
that once long ago two found it in the sally-thickets down
yonder. And they came through Slepe singing, and with
such a scent of apple-blow about 'em as never was - though
apple-blow time was a full month off; and such a power of
honeybees about 'em as you only see in summer-time. And
they went like folks that want nought of any man, walking
fast and looking far. And never a soul saw them after.'

'‘Good riddance to bad rubbish!" said Eli, very bored.

'‘But every ﬁear John continued, 'when the ghosses go to
the Didafol, them as found the arrow come two by two,
merry as whimbrels in a fine June. And every time S.
Thomas comes round, there's a tuthree more of 'em, for
there's allus somefindsthe arrow in the worst years. There's
a good few old women as come firgt, in the tale; like wold
ancient brown trees they be, groping and muttering6 some
saying, "Accorns for the pig, faggots for the fire; but we
missed summat." And some saying, "We lived ‘ard; we
supped sorrow; we died repeated; but we'm lonegly." Then
they al set up acry like a yew-tree on awindy night: "Out
o' mind! Out o' mind!" Then the ghosses stir like poplars,
al grey and misty-like in a ring round the Chair, and
there's no sound but sobbing.'

'‘An owd ewe with a hiccough, more like,' said Hli.

'‘Maybe there's more than the sound of sheep coughing on
a wide mountain, so close under the power of the Lord,
John replied. 'Howsoever, in a bit there's a noise of singing,
and in come the lovers, very gladsome, standing among the
grey 'uns with a rosy light on 'em. And they one and al
speak for the Flockmaster to be king - him as lights shep-
herds whome and carries the dropped foas.

‘What | alus say and aluswill,’ sad Mrs. Arden, 'is that
them grey ghosses as died respected are more to my liking
than a gang of unruly folk with apple-blow, sheeding petals
al oe the place for Lord-knows-who to clean up.’



‘Apple-blow,” remarked Eli in a heartbroken tone, 'as met
have st into cooking apples at seven shilling the pot.'
Lucy, who had been opening and shutting her mouth in a
lethargic effort to spesk, began in her circumstantial way -

‘My Aunt Martha says as when she was a gurld -'

‘Time out 0' mind, sad Eli neatly.

- there was used to be a waggon wi' three carthorses to
Iug 'un as went up a valey over yonder on Pam SundaK
when folk went after the arrow. And whatever d'you thin
was in it, Mr. Southernwood?

Stephen was duly expectant.

'Sugar-plums’ sad Lucy ecdtaticaly. 'Sugar-plums and
oranges full to the top. Eh! | wish they did it now!

‘Now, folks," sad John, 'take parts and tune up.'

"We have sought it, we have sought the golden arrow -'

They sang to a grave and wistful air with aliltin it that
gnrsltched the words. Joe kept up the bass with great in-
ustry.
hngNslgoa' sad hisfather, 'you din like a cuckoo on the
chimney!
'Letest/he lad be, father,’ whispered Patty; 'dunna you
know the proverb -

"Sng loud whenyou'm wed,
Tou'll sing soft enow on your jeath-bed"?'

Lily'sclear soprano rose above therest. Shewas so happy
and excited that she sang with more emotion than Deborah,
who felt the symbolism while Lily felt nothing. She was so

leased to be admired in her new dress that she had quite
forgotten herfears. Shewent down the hill with Joe, chatter-
ing like a cricket. _

Early on Monday I'll be here,' said Stephen to Deborah
at the gate, 'and on Monday | want your answer.'

'nglattalnsgver? ith a d d

‘About living with me always, ev and every -
yete}r His nevg of had nearlfllysa'd %ht?y‘No bacﬁ%g
out!

‘That's not in my line' she sad rather haughtily.
~ Thank you for me," Lucy Thruckton was saying earnestly;
'it's been grand - tea and sugfer. Good night, al"



Well," growled Eli, 'l never saw such peoplel Wasting
good victuals and drink to persuade four young fools to do
what they're only too ready to do without!' _

He dammed the gate and departed in the deepenin
shadows - a hunched and grudging little figurein the fran
and splendid hills.
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Chapter 15

JOE and Lily ran down the path like children.

Below, in a purple cup brimming with golden moonlight
and covered by a lid of sky-jewelled like the cover of a
wassall-cup - lay the small, huddled village of Slepe.  The
church tower - grey, square, knowing al winds, dl rains,
dl snows, and regarding them but as the beating of small
birds against its massive walls - rose out of a tall rookery. A
farm or two, the vicarage, the school where Deborah and
Joe learnt dl their less useful knowledge, the post office and
afew cottages - these were dl the human outposts between
the egot?; valey and the lonely hills. When Joe and Ltlalc}/
reached the bottom of the cup they saw that even the bed-
room windows were dl dark; they heard cows breathin
inimically behind hedges, while the stream (broad here wit
a sheen as of tapestry mirrored in armour) spoke with bated
breath to the rook-burdened elms. They felt like con-
spirators. . _

'If the dog a Low Levels barks, | shall skrike, sad

Lily.

1yhey crept by the church. The clock ticked with loud,
measured sounds over the intense rich quiet. _

‘lsn'tit arandy? sad Lily. 'It feelsjust asif we was doing
wrong.'

‘Aye.’ _ _

Joe spokewith relish, then added, 'But we're not; for we're
taking the bitter along with the sweet. It's folks that want
dl de and no work that do wrong.' .

'Eh, dear-a-me! Why did you go for to damp it al?

Lily beiran to cry under the sense of reaction, the remem-
brance of yesterday and the knowledge that she could not -
as she had aways dreamed - take her hair down and stand
like a hair-oil advertisement before her bridegroom, but
must surreptitioudy and mglggously take it off.



She hated her father; she mistrusted God; she edged away
from Joe.

The soft night, like a moth, flitted on over the bloom and
dust of the world.

"There now, Lil, don't take on,' said Joe. They came into
the precincts of the honeysuckle. Joe unlocked the door.

‘Laws! the old fire's out. Ne'er mind, Lil. You see how
quick I'll start it and get you a cup o' tea.

Lily sat by the stainless new kitchen-table in the dark and
sobbed. The pig outside set up a yel for supper. Joe went
to the back door. i

'Hold your row," he shouted. Then he poured such a
generous libation of paraffin on the embers that there was a
terrific roar. He was feeling very much of a householder,
and very full of admiration for his father in bearing up so
well for so many years.

‘Now, Lil,’ he said, 'look's a blaze! kettle will boil in no
time.'

Lily was dlightly consoled. She lingered over the teg,
crumbling cake, drinking cup after cup, until Joe suggested
that it was time to turn in. He locked up and lit the candle.
Lily did not move.

‘I'm comfor'ble here. Canna | bide here?

‘No," Joe answered shortly. He, too, was tired, and it
seemed so unlike his dreams.

'‘Gome on this minute, Lil!"

She went.

Upstairs a bat flew round and round the room. Reality
came upon Lily unbearably. She remembered the funeral
of a girl friend and her baby.

'Oh, there's a bit-bat!" she wailed. 'lt's a dgn, Joe
I'm feared. Leave me go down to the kitchen; | want to go
on as | be. Why should | dave and get ugly and sickly for
the sake of brats | dunriawant? What's the good? What was
1 born for? Look how father treats me. | want to enjoy my-
sef. | dunna want to do things nor put up wi' things - not
for you nor anybody. Oh, why did | ever take you, Joe
Arden? Arid me so young and al, and you so set!

She flung her cotton gloves on the chest of drawers and
threw Lucy's pin-cushion out of the window.

The shepherd's vast, vicarigus sorrow came like a cloud



over the midsummer passion in Joe's face. He looked more
like his father than ever.

‘Now, now!" he whispered. 'You're tired, little 'un. See
here, let's get these fanglements off and this pretty hair
down -

'Off,' said Lily hystericaly.

‘And then you'll have a good long deep, and be right as a
trivet.'

He helped her as his mother might have done, with the
sxless solicitude that love brings when the beloved cries
from the dark. He patted her as he did the lambs.

"There!' lie said, 'now for that pretty night-gownd.
Where is it?

"Top of my box." Lily spoke with smal sobs.

"That'sit! Now you go to deep. Well have arare day to-
morrow.'

'Sit by me!' implored Lily, 'and dunna let the bit-bats
come.'

This confidence in him was the sweetest thing life had yet
given him. Sitting on Lily's box through the long hourswith
the small, ringed hand in his he was content. He watched
Lily's face growing clearer as dawn came up in pearl armour
from beyond the ranges. The honeysuckle scent surged in
at the lattice; his arm grew stiffer.

'It'd be a poor thing if | couldna watch with her one
hour,' he murmured, unconsciously scriptural.

‘I mind what father said, and what | never saw till now -
for I'm a gawk, and that's the truth - "If there's anyone in
the 'orld besides Him that first said it as can say - thisis my
body, broken for you - it's awoman to the man she's set her
heart on." '

Joe was unaware that Lily had barely begun to cultivate a
heart.
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Chapter 16

WELL, | wonder what they're doing down a Sepe’' sad
Mrs. Arden, as they sat down to breakfast on Monday morn-
ing. 'My word, Deb! You be togged up - you've waved
your hair!’

Deborah blushed.

‘I won't say as it dunnasuit you. You look real nice - not
like yourself at all,' she added with maternal candour. 'But
I do wonder if they're hitting it off dl right down there.'

'Well, mother," said John dowly, 'since we can't know why
do you werrit?

'Hark a him! "We can't know!" ' Mrs. Arden spoke
tartly, for shefelt flat after the festive week-end, and irritated
at dl the accumulated washing-up with no Deborah to help
her. John's placidity brought down a storm on him.

'Hark at him! "We can't know!" Speak for your own
ignorant sdf, John, as can't see a thing nearer than the
colour on the farthest-off hills, and that's not real, for it goes
when you corne up to them. Don't speak for me, as maybe
knows a tuthree things you dunna!’

She snapped her lips and thought of Friday at Sepe.

John rnet this squarely, as he met al storms.

'‘Well, well, mother,' he said, 'if | help you to dry them
plates by and by, no doubt my ignorance'll mend. Rover!’

Hewas gone - straight, lean, dreaming on the far heights.
The sheep, on their lawns near by, left their grazing to fol-
low, pattering after him with an increasing sound as stiay
onesjoined the flock, until he walked in muffled thunder of
little feet and looked from a distance like one pursued by
large snowflakes.

‘Well, mother, I'll be going now," said Deborah.

Mrs. Arden looked at her face - lit, as John would have
said, for marvels. She felt a crisis in the air.

'Deb,' she said, bringing f@n her store the best wisdom



that she had, as she would have brought her cranberry jelly,
‘dunna give till you're asked - aye, asked many and many a
time - and then only through the gold ring, and chary-like.'

Deborah went out, overwhelmed that her secret had been
discovered - ashamed, ecstatic, with a stress of joy in the
high places of her being like the galloping of the ponies on
the high sky-line. She had no more of the recommended
chariness in her than there was in the bloom of the hills, the
burning sunlight, the eternal song of the rock-springs that
never failed.

She reached the signpost an hour too soon and sat down
beneath its white arms, merged in rolling seas of heather.

Down a Slepe, just as she reached the signpost, Joe
awoke, filled with a great new sense of well-being.

‘Lil"" he whispered; 'it's gone seven. WEelIl be late!"

Lily slept on. Joe looked at her pale face, blue under the
eyes, at the brown lashes ill bright with half-dried tears.
He looked at the lilies in the jug - the tallest of them was
snapped, and rested its faded head on the soap-dish. Hefelt
that he was to blame for it. If he had known the word, he
would have caled himself an iconoclast. He crept softly
downstairs and lit thefire, pottering up and down with cups
and bread-and-butter till the kettle boiled.

'I didn't ought to wake her, and sheworn out,' he thought.
'‘All my fault too. But there! Deb'll be that cut up if were
not up to time,’

He hesitated.

‘My lad!" he adjured himsalf, 'turn your back to the storm.
For if Lil was tetchy yesterday, when 1I'd sat up al night
along of her, what'll she be now? He heaved a sigh of fore-
boding. But he had much to learn. On Lily's tired face,
when he apologetically woke her, broke a smile so bewilder-
ing that he blinked.

‘Why, Lil!"

She continued to look at him softly.

‘Lil,’ he said, 'd' you fed bad?

'‘No, Joe'

'‘Be you deepy?

'‘No, Joe!'



‘Be you wishing you was back along of Eli?

'‘No.'

'‘What then, Lil?

I dunno.' .

'‘Well," said Joe, basking in the unexpected warmth and
doubting the great doctrine of retributive reward and
punishment; 'well, all | can say is, whatever you're thinking,
it suits you, Lil. And now here's your breakfast, and then
we must be off. And weve got a whole day,’ he added
delightedly, 'a whole day afore us!'

‘I wish we needn't go,” said Lil.

‘Not go? Why to goodness not?

‘I - don't know what to talk about to Deb," Lil replied.
'Girls' talk is so dull.'

Joe laughed till the teacups rattled in their saucers. And
by nine oclock (when they should have been two miles
away) they started.
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Chapter 17

UNDER the white cross on the hill sat Deborah and Stephen,
he was voluble, she was silent.

‘Wdll, if you won't, you won't,' he was saying. 'But why
you consider it wrong for me to kiss your arm when I've
kissed %our mouth, Lord onI%/ knows.'

He threw stickscrosdy at ahuge green caterpillar crowned
with gold that was crawling in the short grass.

‘Dunna hurt it, Stephen!"

Stephen saw his chance.

I'll stamp on it, if you don't let me kiss your arm.’

'Oh, well -

Deborah spoke wearily.

'Oh, stop! There's Joe and Lil. .

‘Hullo, Joe!' shouted Stephen. 'What's that about the
newly wed?

Joe sang out the rest of the couplet with enjoyment to the
discomfiture of Deb and Lily.

They took their way through the solitudes, where innu-
merabl e sheep-tracks crossed and recrossed, Joe leading un-
erringly. The two girls dropped behind.

'‘Well, Lil?

'Well, Deb?

Sheep cried through the clear air; the two young men
tramped in front - full of the pride of life, whistling, mimick-
ing the sheep - quelled, when they paused for the girls, by a
'‘Get aong, do"

'‘Well, Lil? said Deb again, after along silence. She said
it pleadingly, insistently. She was like one that sets out on a
longjourney, and waylaysother travellersto ask for short cuts.

'Well? echoed Lily, blandly and with an aggravating pre-
tence of denseness. She remembered Deb's quiet scorn of
her ‘carryings on.' She was enjoying hersdf.

Deborah sighed.
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'I thought/ she said sadly, 'as being friends and that, and
me lending you my blue bonnet, and being Joe's sister and
al - you'd have told me -'

'Well, Deb," Lily replied, with icy superiority, ©I never
thought you was one of them prying, curious girls.'

'Oh, no!' cried Deb hurriedly, 'only -'

'What?

'You know I've thought time and agen of being an old
maid.'

Lily laughed.

'‘Well, shall | or no?

'You softiel’

'‘But | want to decide, Lil"'

'He'll decide,' answered Lily concisaly.

'Oh!’

‘You needn't worry your head.'

‘'Ohl’

‘All that'll be left to you is-'

'What? Let's sit down, Lil.'

"You'll? know all in good time," said Lily.

'Are you two coming, or are we to come and fetch you?
shouted Stephen.

‘Coming," cried two voices hastily.

‘Now then," said Stephen; 'you old married folk trot on in
front.'

‘I like that!" chuckled Joe. 'And what about you?

‘We follow at our leisure/ replied Stephen.

‘I bet you do.'

They had begun to descend. The interminable, winding
valleys lay beneath in broadening vistas. Their steep sides
were clad in amethyst, blue, gold, amber, crimson, copper
- infinite colours, overlaid by the violet gauze of cloud
shadows. All down their way stood foxgloves, and Stephen
fitted aflower on each of Deborah'sfingers. With them went
astream, rocking on its swift waters theyellow cradlesof the
mimulus, wheretiny shadows dept. Thehills closed inround
them; the far prospect was gone, then the near view, then the
ramparts in front; finally nothing remained but their own
narrow way - multi-coloured, cricket-haunted, with a roof
of blue sky laid across the hills above like a sheet of paper.
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'‘Deb,’ said Stephen, 'let's sit down. | want to talk to you.'

The atmosphere of joy round Joe was too much for him.
He pulled the mimulus to pieces.

'Deb, | want to ask you abigthing." Sheshut her eyes, and
thesunfell on her camface asit fallson afield of ripe wheat.

'I want to ask you, Deb,' he went on, his voice trembling
a little with suspense and eagerness, 'if you'd live with me
without -' He paused. The enormity of the thing in her
eyes and in the eyes of her people suddenly appeared to him;
but he was not of the kind to hesitate.

'Without'marriage,' he finished.

Deborah lay back, motionless.

'You see' he went on, very anxious to explain, 'it's such
a mockery to me now, this last week - al that. | don't be-
lieve in it, and it seems such rot. And | aways did hate
fuss and promises and to be tied down.'

His eyes took their restless look. 'Sooner than that, 1'd
shoot myself!" he added, with the rash certainty of one who
had never touched a gun.

'If you'll take me, Deb, | swear to you here and now that
you'll never repent it. I'll love you far more than wives are
loved, and be faithful to you for ever and ever - what the
hel's that?

A loud, raucous, mocking laugh, rather like Eli's, had
rung out far above them.

'Only the grouse,' said Deborah.

'What a din! It startled me!

He was rather ashamed of his superstitious fear.

'Well, what do you say, Deborah?

'Oh, | dunna know. It's all dark, Stephen.'

‘But it's no different really. If people love each other,
they stay together, whether they're married or not. If they
don't, they don't.'

Deborah saw that clearly. What she did not see was his
temperament - his way of shifting as the wind does before
a stormy night, of striking out wildly, here - there - like a
giant in the making; of dashing after every butterfly of a
new idea as a poet does in his crude youth.

'Oh," said Deb hopelesdly; it couldna be. There's father
and mother -

'What do they matter, if you've got me?
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Hestood there in stately youth, like asapling by the water.

‘And Joe -'

'What does Joe matter? He's got his own boat to steer.'

'Hed liefer see me dead.

‘Why?

'‘Well, about here, you see, we set a lot of store by mar-
riage. Wed, and grey'swhite. Dunnawed, andwhite's black.'

' Of course, if you think more of Joe than me -'

'Oh, you know | dunna.'

‘Well, then!'

It was his own incorrigible reasoning. -

'‘And the neighbours - Mrs. Shakeshaft and al -'

‘Well go off together, and let them say their silly say.'

'‘And Eli -

Her face grew quite rigid as she thought of his creaking
voice upbraiding her, calling her a sinner.

'Damn Eli!"

‘And -' Deborah took her courageinboth hands - 'and me.'

'You? he questioned.

'‘Aye, me. I'm like other women, and | want what they
want - a ring, and to be "Mrs" '

Her lip trembled.

'Well,' he said with young egotism, 'if I'm not enough to
make up for that, I'm sorry.'

He turned away.

'‘Oh, dunna go, Stephen - dunna! Let me think a bit!"

'I don't like half-hearted givers,' said Stephen coldly, for
he was very eager and her hesitation tortured him.

I'm not, I'm not!" cried Deborah, deeply hurt - for
generosity was her strongest instinct. She stood up, very
straight and gracious in the blue delaine. The tower-like
hillsdes became a mere background for her, the colours
grouped themselves behind her like meek waiting-maids.
She stood like the goddess of somerich land. Her eyes were
tender, agonized and haughty.

'Stephen,’ she said, as he looked at her with bent head
and both hands out towards her; 'Stephen, 1'm no niggard.
If I give, | give wi'out stint and of the best I've got. But the
heartbreak and the sorrow as you're bringing on them |
love, is dmost more than | can bear. Do you love me true,
Stephen Southernwood?
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'Y es, Deborah.'

‘Will you love me on to the last turning and the end of
the road?

Yes' he said rather impatiently.

‘Do you want me so bad that you're lost without me?

There was a note of wistfulness in her voice.

'Of course. Oh, Deborah, say yed!'

'Stephen,’ she said, with her father's unhurried utterance;
‘are you certain sure?

'‘Before God, | am!' he cried - with truth, for he was at
that moment!" But he did not realize that he was dynamic,
while she was static, and that the crash of such tempera-
ments is wilder than the crash of worlds.

"Then, Stephen,' she said, with aclear look at him, stand-
ing in a pool of shadow; ‘then - you can ask me'

He flung himself at her feet.

'Will you be my sweetheart, Deborah Arden, and my
mate, and the love of my life?

She put out a hesitating hand and touched his hair, damp
on his forehead.

'What a lad you are!' she murmured, motherly.

'‘Answer, Deb!' he said passionately.

'‘Aye. I'll be your sweetheart,' she said softly, 'and your
mate, till | liein the daisies, and the love of your life, while
life lagts!

A wandering seed of thistledown drifted slowly across the
cwm, very high up, from one steep to another without de-
scending, asif it walked on an aery bridge to an aery destiny.

‘And now," Deborah said, ‘let's go on to the others, for
I've no more to give and no more to say for a while.'

'‘But, Deb! | wasjust going to kiss you.'

'Not now - not just after that. I'd as lief kiss in church.
It's a new road we've started on, Stephen,' she added, with
the sense of desolation creeping over her again; 'a new road,
and it may be a waidy one. Never loose my hand, lad!

‘Never! Not for al the old devils up yonder,” sad
Stephen, nodding in the direction of the Devil's Chair -
hidden from them now, but set high above the country like
a black pearl in a troubled sea of mist, for the thunder had
come round and muttered in the west. The grouse laughed
agan.
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Chapter 18

'Yo-Ho!" came Jo€'s voice from far down the path. "Wdll,
you laggards!’ he bawled, as they came up.

The path's so twisty,’ said Stephen.

"The path's straight enow." Joe looked at Stephen con-
templatively. 'Theres nought wrong with the path," he
added, 'but maybe you're a twisty walker, Southernwood.'

Deborah sighed.

Asthe last valley widened and the hills swung back, they
heard the distant, plaintive music of the merry-go-round at
Shepwardine - like a bee in ajam-pot. They came down
the quaint street, by the old market, where fruit was set out
so temptingly that Joe bought two enormous melons, which
he carried under his arms. The street was full of country-
folk, interspersed with visitors who hoped to attain the peace
of the countryside without its toil. Strings of hill-ponies
went by, droves of bullocks, sheep with red letters on their
shorn bodies.

Joe steered for the merry* go-round, and Deborah saw
above the crowd, aboveJoe, above everything in the world,
she thought, Stephen's bright head and keen face, eager for
oy.

: yGood morning, Mrs. Arden!" sad Lucy Thruckton
primly. She was sitting on the grass with a bottle of ginger-
beer

‘Hullo, Joe!' shouted various friends. One irrepressible
from beyond L ostwithin, seeing the melons, called out -

'So you've brought the twins!’

'If you be market-peart, Charlie Camlin, you needna
blazon it.'

'‘Be you coming, Lucy? asked Deborah, as they took their
segts on the merry-go-round.

‘No. I'm thinking it's a toil of a pleasure '
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Deborah thought that many pleasures were like that.

Eli came up. He was here to look for a housekeeper, and
had been treated with contumely by two ladies upon stating
his terms. He was annoyed.

"Turn ye, turn ye!' he intoned, coming up to themjust as
the hobby-horses started.

‘We bel' said Joe, amazed at his own wit; 'as fast as ever
we can.'

Therewas aroar. They began to move to the tune of'Oh,
where is my lad to-night?

Eli stumped off.

Stephen's eyes were ablaze. He loved quick motion,
music, colour. He had an arm round Deborah, and the
more excited he was, the more like iron it grew.

'Oh, Stephen!' she pleaded; 'loose me go!'

But he was beside himself with excitement, the fulfil-
ment of his emotional and poetic love of beauty, and crude
life

‘I won't, he said.

'Oh, do 'ee, Stephen! You're hurting me.'

The merry-go-round was in full swing, racing madly, the
music at its loudest and quickest.

He bent down.

‘Deb," he shouted, with his mouth close to her ear, his
eyes holding hers, dominant, flashing blue fire;, 'Deb -
when?

'You're hurting me, Stephen.'

"Then, say!"

'Oh, Stephen - and you said you were fond of me!

' tell you it's because I'm fond of you.' He spoke in a
hard voice, holding her tighter. Hislogic seemed unanswer-
able to him. He was without Joe's dumb apology for the
ways of nature. His arm never slackened, though the tune
did. He had no idea where he was, he was so intent on his
desire.

'‘Say when!' he repeated.

‘I dunna know what you mean.'

"That's alig!'

He jumped from the roundabout before it stopped, and
disappeared. %



Deborah felt faint. She had no compass to help her in
this extraordinarily stormy sea, and she was frightened.

Lily immediately aleged that she felt faint, too.

'Dear skes, what a gawk | am!" said Joe. 'I'd never
ought to have let you go on.'

'By the faintness o' young women,' said the roundabout
proprietor with cameraderie, 'the chapels is filled.'

He nudged Joe in the ribs.

‘Some folks have no manners,' said Lily.

Lucy Thruckton gaped in happy bepuzzlement.

Lily was annoyed at her air of being above dl these
things, possessed of herself done.

'‘Lucy,” she asked swestly, 'should you like a lover?

‘Aye.

'And a wedding-ring?

'‘Aye.’

'‘And a veil?

‘Aye.’

'And a cow to give you quarts and quarts of milk?

‘Aye’

'And children to do the work for you?

‘Aye’

'Well," said Lily, with a foxlike snap of her small teeth,
'you won't never have none of them - so there, you fat
thing!'

Deborah sat drearily with Lucy, while Lily and Joe wan-
dered about. At last she saw Stephen in the distance. He
was coming towards her. Both his handswere full of roses -
such roses as she had never possessed, for it was cold on the
hills. He must have spent half a week's pay on them, she
thought, horrified. He flung them - crimson, honey-
coloured, pink - into her lap and himsaf on the ground.

I'm a beast,' he said; 'a frightful beast! | won't do it
again, Deb - I'll be a good boy.'

He looked up with humility in his eyes.

She found the humility delicious.

"There, there!' she said. 'It's al right. Only do get up,’
she added, surveying him with almost jealous pride; ‘folks
are staring.'

He got up.
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'And now,' he said, selecting a fat, red rose and present-
ing it to Lucy with akindly little amile, 'here's one for Miss
Thruckton.'

He had noticed Lucy's clouded face; perceptiveness was
one of his gifts. He could not bear that anyone'sjoy should
be dimmed. Joy was s0 fleeting, he felt, so easily missed,
and night came down so fast on the Fair.

They went home through the dusk. Before they reached
the little wood, the sky was seeded over with dim stars
like pearls. Stephen smoked, bit his pipe-stem, kicked at
boulders anoVwas silent. He had constituted himsdlf the
gaoler of his desires and he did not like the post. Deborah
made little attempts at conversation; but they were both
beyond such palliatives of a criss. They had come to the
point where emotions are crude and huge - like a naked
land of beetling rock. They reached the place of Deborah's
morning promise. Joe and Lily were ahead, Deborah
looked up and smiled, forgetting in her joy the pain that
went with it.

'It's the secret cwm,' she said, 'where the arrow was.'

The smile, so sweetly lavish in the faint light, was too
much for Stephen. He caught her hands.

‘I want that kiss.'

I'd liefer not.'

‘Wéll, of dl the -! D'you love me?

'‘Aye, Stephen. | love you true'

'WEell, then! | kissed you in the little wood. Didn't you
like it?

‘Not dl that. It made me fee queer-like'

Stephen was exasperated.

'‘Look here' he said, 'well have this out. D'you know
what marriage means?

‘I'd liefer not talk of such things yet.'

'Oh! Wéll, | choose to, so | shall. Do you know what it
means?

‘Aye.’

‘Wéll, living with me will be the same!

‘Aye’

'So if you can't even do with kissing -'

Deborah was in despair. She had her code, she had
summed up life; marriage and dl its cares, griefs and joys
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came into her sum of things. But passion was new, terrible.
She had not realized the feelings involved in it. She had
thought of hersdf as a wife, with the same emoctions, the
same poise, as she had in her maidenhood. To many women
marriage is only this. It is merely a physical change im-
pinging on their ordinary nature, leaving their mentality
untouched, their self-possession intact. They are not burnt
by even the red fire of physical passion - far less by the
white fire of love. For this last Deborah was prepared; she
had felt its touch without shrinking. But when Stephen
kissed her in the wood, a new sdf awoke in her. She was
horrified; she needed time to fuse the two fires, to realize
that in unity they were both pure. She gazed into the dusk
with averted head. Stephen ill had her hands.

'How did you fedl when | kissed you?

'Canna we go on, Stephen?

‘Not till you say how you felt.'

'Fainty-like.’

‘What else? The merciless catechism went on.

'‘And - asif | was - no better than | should be," she whis-
pered, too honest to prevaricate, too genuinely simple to
realize the provocativeness of her words.

Stephen bit his lip.

'‘And yet you didn't like it?

'No.'

'Wedll, it's time you learnt to. So I'll take what I've a
right to.' )

She held hersdlf stiffly under his kisses, then drooped in
spite of hersalf with the sweetness of them.

'Now,' he sad, 'you shal go on.'

He walked with his arm round her.

'When can | come and fetch you? he asked, with the
wooer's instinct to seize the moment of weakness.

'Oh, Stephen, dunna ask me yet! leave me a bit!"

'Why?

To get them used to it a whome - and to get used to it
for mysdf.

Suddenly indignation awoke in her. She disengaged his
arm and confronted him, dignified and determined.

‘If you dunna do as | ask - aye, do it quick and eager -
you dunna love me, Stepher?L.mAnd if you dunna love me -



beyond kissing and that - there's no right road for us but
the parted road. I'll do without a ring and a bdl, I'll bear
with the black looks of al and the troubl e of them at whome.
Aye -' she gave a little sob - 'I'll give up the name of wife
for you, Stephen, if you say so. But -' a scarlet flush surged
over her - 'go to an unhallowed bed | won't. I'd liefer die.
Love halows dl,' she added softly - 'the kind of love that
gives, and asks nought.'

Stephen looked at her ashamedly.

‘But | can't give up - | can't go against nature,' he said
helplesdy.

'I know you canna,' said Deborah. She was dowly, but
surely, attaining the new balance which she needed, the
larger wisdom.

'I know you canna,' she repeated. 'I'm not the woman to
wed a man that could. Only' - she sought about for an
illustration - 'only you'd ought to feel like mother and
father feel to me, and like the flockmaster would feel to the
lambs, as wel as what you feel as my man.'

Stephen laughed to hide his awkwardness.

‘A regular family party!" he said.

Deborah frowned. Then she forgave his flippancy and
smiled.

'‘Aye,' she said. 'And when you fed like al of them -'

‘Well, what?

I'll maybe give in about kissing.'

'I feel like them al now," said Stephen, 'and more.'

‘Then you'll do what | ask you," replied Deborah com-
posedly, 'and leave me be'

‘All right. But | want my answer. When can | come and
fetch you? Will you tell me on Sunday, when we go to the
Devil's Chair?

Deborah pondered.

'Aye,' she promised. 'Come Sunday, I'll say.'

They went on up the cwm, parting at the signpost. The
Devil's Chair loomed across the valley, blotting Hesperus
from the glimmering sky.
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Chapter 19

WHEN Deborah got home her father was lighting the lamp
outside her door. In spite of Mrs. Arden's remonstrances
he had always done this since Deborah fell down the sharply
turned stairs as a child. Punctually, like a sunset bell or
a watch light, it shone at nightfal; equally punctuall
Mrs. Arden’s voice was vigorously raised about 'spendthrift
ways' The Iamg_ comforted Deborah now. o

e followed him about dumbly dl the week, finding his
cdm strengthening. _

'Deb's mased, | think," said Mrs. Arden to John. 'She
doesn't do a hand's turn for me. | shall give her a bit of
my mind.’ S

Never cut love, mother," he replied, in his wistful way.

~On Saturday night Deborah suggested that they should

sing 'Lead, Kindl Ly\|/|ght!l So she and John sang it in the
scented night, while Mrs. Arden - who called it 'that miser-
able, miauling thing," and disapproved of hymns on a week-
da>4_- washed up remongtratingly in the back kitchen.

'The light leads through queer ways, Deb, time and agen,’
said John; 'bogs and suchlike. But it takes you somewhere
a long last. [t's no marsh-fire.'

August had come on the land like a flame. Only primary
colours were left. Day by day the Devil's Chair shook in
the heat haze as though it would fall. Opposite, by the
Little Wood on the Wilderhope range, the shepherd's sign-
post, blistered in the sun, confronted it whit J Between
the ranges lay the valley, shadowed alternately by each.
All round was the restless plain. _

On Sunday Deborah had the basket packed, with matches
for Stephen’s pipe, when he came to the door. o

'So You'_ve come dl theway only to go back to Lostwithin
agan! sad Mrs. Arden. 18



‘It's worth the walk." Stephen looked at Deborah -
flushed and radiant.

'So you're off picnicking.' John spoke meditatively. He
never treated trifles lightly, because he saw their hidden
meanings.

'A wild-goose chase | call it.'! Mre. Arden surveyed them
amusedly, but indulgently.

John looked steadfastly at Stephen.

'She's dl we have now the lad's gone,' he said.

Stephen fidgeted.

'‘Ayel We miss the lad." Mrs. Arden shook her head as
she packed the breakfast things on the tray. 'He says to me,
"I'll be up every day, mother!" But | knew he never would.
It's not in nature.'

'‘Shal | carry that tray? asked Stephen; 'it's heavy for
you.'

'I've carried more than that in my time, thank you al
the same, lad, or where would your sweetheart be?

'Now, mother!" John cautioned.

Stephen looked round to see if Deborah minded: but she
was in the garden, leaning on the gate, gazing at the sign-
post far aong the hill.

'‘Well, well be off now," said Stephen, taking command
with his usua decison. They started; John and Patty
waved to them from the gate.

‘Dunna be late, they called.

It was all unbearable to Deborah.

'‘Hark at the pigeons breaking their hearts in the wood,'
she sighed, as they descended into the valley. 'How can |
tdl 'em a whome, Stephen?

‘Lord! you'd think it was a black crime.’

'So it be to mother. Maybe not so much to father. He
es out an' beyond things.'

They walked apart. Stephen was genuinely repentant,
ashamed of his new sdf. Deborah was withdrawn in the
gloom of foreboding. He did not touch her; his look was
comradely. They talked about trees and birds, and the
changing seasons that she knew like a rosary. She became
more at esse.

Stephen was a strange anomaly.

He was too perceptive for a ploughman, too vital for a
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gentleman. His mind was a present a confused mass of
other people's principles, non-principles, creeds, negations:
but beneath them lurked a poet.

They began to climb towards the Chair.

Your old fellow's damned hard to get at, Deb!' Stephen
mopped his face.

He gave her his arm up the steepest part, and was im-
mediately overwhelmed with longing to kiss her.

Deborah stopped.

'‘Can we go back, please, Stephen? I've ne€pr been here
afore, and | don't like it.'

The Chair had begun to loom large on the sky.

'‘Rather not,’” said Stephen.

'Pleasel’ She was sweetly feminine in her manner of ask-
ing. She was one of the women who depend on their own
charm and dignity for what they want from their men - not
needing legidation. She was not often refused.

‘All right. But I'm beastly disappointed.’

Stephen turned round with depressed shoulders and a
most forlorn expression.

Deborah felt selfish.

'WEe'l go on, if so be you want to,' she said.

So on they went.

On the cold northern dopes round the Chair the heather
was hardly inbud. Cranberry buds of most waxen whiteness
hung against the rock like tears. Not a creature was visible,
Stephen climbed out of the shadow beneath the throne on
to its jagged masses, and caled to Deborah to follow.

'‘Oh! No-no- no, Stephen.'

'‘Don't be silly.

It's black harm for us both.’

'‘Now what harm can come to us, when we love each
other s0?

His words dropped into the silence and were swallowed.
In the intense quiescence of the place one might amost have
imagined mockery.

'‘Now, Deb! See how good I've been! I've never once
taken my rights as your lover.'

'Rights? said Deborah faintly. She had aways belonged
to hersdf completely, alwayis%bem reserved, poised like a



windhover. She looked up a him, standing on the top of
the Chair with a kind of easy mastery about him. Was it a
symbol? Gould he shidd her from harm, as he said? He
was very strong. She supposed he could.

She climbed up; he stretched his hand out.

'Hold hard on to me,' he said cheerfully, '‘and you'll be
as right as right.'

'I alus will," she answered.

The stone under his foot dipped, and he fell on to the fiat
rocks that made the seat of the Chair. She swayed, but
recovered by loosing his hand. He laughed; but to her it
was a portent, and she would stay there no more.

They wandered down the northward dope, where a row
of blasted trees stood like a broken-toothed comb. Beneath
them was a partialy ruined cottage.

'We might live here if it was repaired,’ said he, de-
lightedly, 'as Lostwithin is only just down there - it would
be nothing of a walk.'

Deborah shuddered.

They had their meal, and lingered in the shade until a
little breeze sprang up.

His mood had changed.

'May | put my arm round you, dear? he asked.

‘Aye’

'Do you like it there?

She smiled.

'Maybe, Stephen.'

'Very much?

‘Aye.’

‘Then may | kiss you?

Deborah gave him her lips. He kissed her throat, pulling
her blue bow aside.

'‘No,' she said flatly.

'Only just under the bow!

'Not till wem wed. Oh, dear! | forgot.'

She gazed at him in distress.

'WEll count that were wed now, Deb/

'Oh, no! things must be done decent.'

She had an innate mistrust of the swift gratification of
wishes.
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‘Wdll, | can't wait for ever, Deb!'

He had quite forgotten that he had only known her for
afortnight.

'We must decide things, you know," he reasoned.

‘Not yet awhile.

'Yes, to-night. On the wav hoioe!'

'You're so hasty, Stephen.’

‘Well, would you be pleased if | wasn't? | shouldn't be if
you weren't so pretty, Deb!" His arm tightened.

‘No, Stephen.’

'I'll'be good dl the way home, and talk about silly birds
and things,' he said, laughing.

‘Well go back now, then.'

He strove very hard to come up to her demure standard
al the way; but his eyes were so pleading, he helped her
over diles so carefully and brought her flowers with such a
depressed look that she felt as if she had done wrong.

He was silent most of the way.

As they ixeared High Leasowes, he said -

‘Well?

‘What?

‘When is it to be? When will you come?

‘I dunna know.'

'l can't go on over yonder without you. | shall chuck it
and come and live a Sepe!

'‘But you canna leave your work!'

'Oh, hang the work!'

'‘But look 'ee, Stephen! I've got to tell father and mother,
and | dunna know how to.'

‘But as you must, it may as well be soon as late.

‘Aye.’

'Well then, when?

They reached the door. Pinned to it was a paper.
Written on thisin Mrs. Arden's large hand was 'Had a call
to Black Gwm. Father will wait to bring me back in the
morning. Go to Jo€'s if lonesome.’

Deborah had a swift intuition. She snatched the paper
from the door, and crumpled it in her hand.

'I've seen it,’ said Stephen, 'over your shoulder.'

They looked at one another, while the light dipped from
the valeys.
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Chapter 20

ARE you going to ask me to stay to supper, Deborah? he
sad steadily.

'If you've, a mind to.' o ,

The surge of joy and foreboding in her heart neargl stifled
her. She turned with relief to make up the fire and lay the
table. He ran to-and-fro in his shirt-sleeves, fetching things
for her. Hebrought cod and made his face black. Thenhis
collar came undone. _

Therel'; said he, 'that's how | look at the mine.'

She looked at him admiringly. How young he was to be
aforeman! How tal hewas! What away he had with him!

They laughed about his black face. _

'Y ou can wash you in the back kitchen, while | go up and
domy hair,' she said. Half-way upstairs she stopped. There
was the lamp, lit. It must have been lit hours zﬁo, ready
for her. It was like a glance from her father. And she had
to tell him-!' The price was too great, she felt. Yet how
could she ﬂlve Stephen up? It never occurred to either of
them that he might have sacrificed his principle - or whim.
At present his opinions, though short-lived, possessed him
entirely. It did not occur to him that Deborah was sacrific-
ing dl - he, nothing.

A A]}ter supper they talked softly, he on the hearthrug at
er feet.

1" 11 get you awindow-full of geraniums,' he said, ‘for our
cottage. And well have red tiles, like these, and a chiming
clock, and a roaring fire. . _

Deborah forgot, in the warm picture, the darker sde of
her love-story. _ _ _

'‘And an arm-chair for the maister,’ she said.

'Oh, ¥0u darling! But | shdl want to sit at your feet.'

'You'll soon tire o' that," said Deborah, amused.

It was strange to see him t?SrSe, S0 bright and eager, when



she was used to her father and mother and Joe, with their
quiet ways and sober |ooks.

'I've got something for you/ he said. He opened a little
box, and there lay a ring.

Tor me?

Yes, | didn't see why you shouldn't have your ring.'

'But how did you get it?

'‘Walked to Silverton.'

‘Walked dl that waidy road?

Yes, for you. And now, when can | put it on? | shall
make you a vow when | do.'

'Oh, | dunna know.'

The look she was beginning to know came into his face.

‘Let it be here and now,' he said.

‘No, no.'

'‘Deborah, | might die to-morrow. | might get crushed
in the mine.! He spoke without the least abatement of
vitality.

'Oh, hush!" she moaned.

'‘And think how you'd fed.'

'Don't 'eel’

'Well, then' - it was the inevitable, unanswerable argu-
ment.

He took her hand, which hung limp by her side, and put
the ring on her finger.

'‘Deborah Arden,' he said, 'with this ring | plight you my
troth for ever. | worship you body and soul. Amen. Now,
Deborah, | shall consider you my wife.'

The years to come, with their mighty, hollow thunder,
beat upon Deborah's brain. The past, with its round com-
pleteness of kindly intercourse, rippled behind her like a
lilied lake. Only the present she could not realize. He was
the present. He was the future dso - eternity. Should she
grudge him a golden hour? She thrilled to fed his arm
round her, hard as it had been at the Fair. What a man he
was! - her man. What a lad! - hers.

The wind rose and fingered the windows, trying the door,
feeling for a crevice.
‘The time's so short for enjoying ourselves, Deb.'
‘I know it be'
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The more she hesitated, the more unbearable he found

an><( hesitation. _ _
ou don't care about me a hit!" he cried at last. 'You
don't know what love is. I'd better go.’

'Maybe you better had,” said Deborah sorrowfully.

She went to the stairs door and opened it.

'Look at that lamp!' she said. 'Lit for me, nights - never
a one missed for three-and-twenty years. And you say |
dunna know what love id Can you say you've done as
much for me?

I will do as much - more!’

'‘Maybe.' ) _

'Well, | must say!" Hewasin atowering rage. The more
he longed for Deborah, the more angry he became. He
flung hescoaton.

'‘Good night!" he said hitterly. 'Now you can go to Joe's.

She suddenly had a vision of him [ying somewhere at
Lostwithin - sifent, with shut eyes, never to ask her any-
thing again. Suppose such a thing happened! Such things
did. There he was now - aive, loving her, wanting her -
now, to-night. Any other night might be too late. She
clung to the door. Her hands were cold, her lipsdry. Life
would be no good to her without him. And here they were,
warmly shut in together from the world.

It's asif it was to be,' she thought. And now - she was
sending him away.

He turned at the gate with a tragic look. _

'We might have S0 happy!" he said accusingly.

She ran to the gate. _ o
_'Oh, come back!" she cried, sobbing and pulling his deeve
like a child; 'come back into the-warm, and don't 'ee talk
in that awful way about dying.' _

She clung to his coat. It was the only way to fight the
horror that had come on her at his words. She pulled him
in and shut the door. _

'And now,' he said, smiling at her in complete uncon-
stiousness of the agony of mind he had given her, ‘come
and gt on my knee!' ) _

She sat on the arm of his chair.

'‘Why, Deb! Your hand's trembling.'
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'Oh, no! I'm never one to tremble’ said Deb; 'l can
skim as clean as anybody.'

'I'm a beast. Oh, Deb, forgive me! But you're always
forgiving me' he added, hitting his forehead with the un-
merciful thoroughness of an actor - but without affectation,
for it was natural to him to make his emotions pictorial.

'Of course | be,' said Deborah.

His young self-absorption was pierced for a moment,
like thick woods by early sunlight. He looked up at her
solemnly.

'‘Deb!" he said, and there was a kind of dull'terror in his
voice - 'Deb! If ever you stop forgiving me, | shall be done
for. Never stop forgiving me, Deb! Stick to me, Deb!'

He besought her like a child in the dark.

‘I will that!" said Deborah, with her warm, maternal smile.

From without, somewhere on the empty table-land, came
a long, shuddering cry; in its trembling ferocity it was like
the curse of a hag.

'It's only the owls saying "Wheat als you?' ' said Deborah.

‘I don't care about these old hills of yours as much as |
did," he said uneasily; 'you've got such damned funny birds
here!'

But Deborah was ill following her previous train of
thought.

'I couldna stop forgiving of you,' she said softly, 'it's so
mortal sweet - unless you stopped wanting me to.'

‘That | never shdl,’ he answered with certainty, and
nestled his head against her arm.

'You're tired,’ said Deborah.

'Oh, no! I'm never tired.'

But his flush betrayed him.

'It's time you went to deep,’ said Deborah, motherliness
driving out dl other feelings. Her tenderness, the vague,
illimitable love in her - vague as rings in water, widening
eterndly - touched a chord in him that had never yet
sounded. Within the rather tinny, meaningless music of his
untried youth this hint of manhood struck out a presage of
grandeur. It was Deborah's justification for her sacrifice.

He stood up, his arm among the brass candlesticks and
pewter pots on the high mantelpiece.
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'Deborah/ he said, in a voice that enraged him by the
way it went up and down. 'Deborah! Il deep out in the
shippen to-night. Rover and the cows are good enough
company for me,' he added, with a little forced laugh.

He turned impetuously to the door - dreadfully disgp-
{Jﬁmted that he should fed so flat after doing so great a

ing.

'B%a_stly dde’ he cogitated, as he surveyed the inside of
the shippen with great disfavour; 'beml(}/ gde doing the
decent thing. Here! get out, you old dunderhead!" he apos-
trophized Wimberry; "put your fat sdf between me and the
door, for the Lord's sake - or out | shall 30. Ouf! What a
stench! . . . And Deb never said a word!'

Deborah had not been able to say aword. She had never
seen him look so splendid. He seemed to tower in the little
place. It was her nature to see the beloved's small, plain
doings as noble. For her, when Stephen was most mun-
dane, a nimbus was about his head. When he was angry -
when he was cold and sdifish - till more in those mad mo-
ments at the Fair and on the way home, when he was
masterful with a cruelty that was (though she would not
confess it) intoxicating as the first mad autumn winds to
her, at dl these times she determinedly saw in him only the
greatness. Now in these few moments there had really been
only greatness. A profundity she had not dreamed of, had
not asked for, had shown in him. It was like commg_ to a
sudden splendid valley, full of deep colours, after walking a
bare hillsde. Renunciation was to him like stopping a
runaway cart downhill. She dimly felt that he was not
made for it. She rocked hersdlf softly in the firelight.

'Glor%_ and honour and ﬁower,' e murmured. 'Ayel
them's his by rights. And he does so midike the smdl o
cows' She smiled at this in spite of herself.

'And for me,' she thought, 'Deborah Arden of the Upper
Leasurs, with straight hair and no book-learning, he's gone
to the shippen aong of the cows

She thought of a carol about 'a kingly stranger' and a
dable. There seemed to her nothing incongruous in assodi-
ating him with it.

'‘And it inria as if he only wanted to stay adong of me a
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bit' she thought, with a lift of the head. 'No! He wanted
to stay more than anything in the ‘orld.'

Colour surged over her. Her hand was on the little bow
at her neck. 'l wouldna let him touch it this afternoon,’ she
murmured in a sudden confusion of pride and trembling.
She hummed to hersdlf the roundabout air - 'Oh, where is
my lad to-night?

A great rattling of cow-chains from the shippen set her
smiling.

"There's alus summat doing where he be' she thought.

Then she went down, with John's little lamp in her hand,
into the dark warm night, and stood with in the shippen
door.

'If so be you're tired of Rover and the cows,' she said

with a touch of dignity, 'you're very kindly welcome - to
bid wi' me!
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Chapter 21

THE hours flitted over the grey cottage and the shadowy
hills - sllent as the bats that hung at dawn from the beams
of the shippen. Out of the east, from beyond the signpost,
came day like an iridescent dove. Out of the west came
storm like a hawk. Just at dawn the storm broke over the
Chalr and swooped across the valley, lashing the cottage.

*Gi' me a bit of comfort, Stephen/ whispered Deborah.

‘Aren't you happﬁ my little love?

‘Aye. But them that's happy wants comfort most. Them
that's got nou ht canna lose it.'

'l know, D

It was his own intolerable nightmare now, this mist that
might come across the flowery way at any moment, with its
impalpable, inevitable 'no more.’

‘Tired? he asked anxioudy, as Joe had asked Lily. For
to the comely and the awkward, the poet and the plodder,
come the same unheralded majesty and frenzy, the same
sweet backwash of tenderness and penitence. And Deborah
replied as Lily had, aswomen in the primeva forest replied,
with a weary, ecstatic, bewildering smile. Only her smile
was to Lily's what hill breezes are to the spent air of the

lain.
P '‘And you have to go to work through this!' she said later.

She was making him some tea. When he went away he
turned up his collar and faced the storm joyously.

‘Thise'venlng?1 he called, Til come and help in the telling.'

He squared his shoulders and tramped on, singing every
song he knew, accompanied by a rush of wings that rose up
before his coming and fled through the rain on either sde
V\iith flapping and whirring and the long-drawn query of
plovers.

He passed close to the Devil's Chair, entering the cloud
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that was round it, dose and clammy. From near by a covey
of grouse rose with their quacking laugh. _
'‘Damn those birds!' he said, feeling hemmed in and
pursued by something invishble.
He began to run, slent and shivering, down the northerly
dope to Lostwithin.

At ten Mrs. Arden got home. _

'Well, Deb!' she caled, with her usual assumption that
the world waited for her news with bated breath; 'both do-
ing grand, and dl over nicely afore the doctor came’

e sat down beaming by the kitchen fire. o

'Bless the girl! No more notice took than if | sad "tis
raining!" It's time, Deb Arden,' she sent her voice into the
receses of the back kitchen, 'it's high time you gave over
thinking there's nought in the ‘'orld but flowers and birds
and such. It's time you was serious like Joe's Lily, and saw
as there's only three things as matters to a good ‘ooman -
the bride-bed, the child-bed, and the death-bed.’

Deborah went slently to her room and drew out from
under her pillow a pearl ring. 'Pearls for tears, she sad.
Then she stroked the pillow.” She was one of the women
who see on to the end of things, to whom the commonplace
is transparent as glass - revealing the interior of life. She
saw, with avividness that would have surprised her mother,
the philosophy of her last sentence. On her pillow she saw
the shifting shadows of the future; round her little bed she
heard the years rustle like falling leaves. 1t was no longer a
mere part of her furniture; it was an apocaypse of Tove.
The night just gone had set about it an immorta radiance
for her. She shut her eyes and saw a day to come when a
PI”O\N should be pressed by asmall head beside hers. Shesaw
urther - saw her own facequiet on the hard pillow of death.

I be ready, Stephen,' she whispered; 'ready for dl. I'D
go with you gladsome in wet weather or in shiny; and lie
quiet in the daises knowing we loved true!

'‘Deborah!’ came Mrs. Arden's voice

She went down. _

'What an old fire! It must have been dight hours, Deb.
Whatever for?
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'l thought to set the bread to rise’

‘That's a good girl. Has it ris?

'| forgot it after dl, mother.'

John came in, shaking the rain from his coat.

There must have been a gad-fly in the shippen last night,’
he said, 'for the mingicumumbus the cows have got the
straw in is a disgrace to any cow.’

The da?/1 dragged on for Deborah, while her mother lay
down in her room and John chopped wood outside. The
rain was a steel wall between her and Stephen. Would he
come this evening? Surely not, through this. Surely yes!

In the bleakness of absence one rapture filled her - she
had done dl she could for him. Nothing could take that
away. She had loved him, given him of her best. So the
ultimate bitterness of parting was not hers;, she had the
peace of those who know, when the beloved is gone, that
they spent themselves and crumbled the stuff of their being
for him while he was there.

All Stephen's sweet words, his stormy kisses, the pride of
her womanhood in being desired so much by such a man -
desired so that he forgot to consider her, she reflected trium-
ﬁhantly - these things were small beside the fact that she

ad made him happy. She had stood in the immortal com-
pany of those that have it in their power to giveljoy and do
not miss their chance, crowning the beloved early with un-
tarnished gold and morning flowers.

'‘What dse matters? she thought.
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Chapter 22

THEY were ditting over tea in the fresh evening, when a
shadow fell across the floor and Stephen stood on the
threshold. _

'Well, Stephen," said John; 'a cup of tea?

'l I\(NI”, thanks, Mr. Arden, for | didn't wait for any after
work.'

Mrs. Arden became conscious of 'summat in the air.' A
man did not go without his tea for nothing.

Deborah |ooked imploringly at Stephen.

‘You begin,’ she sad. . _

‘Mr. and Mrs. Arden,’ said Stephen impetuously, Tve
come to ask for Deborah. Only we don't want to be mar-
ried, because' - the objection seemed rather foolish when
John was looking a him so earnestly; he therefore em-
phasized it more - 'because | don't approve of it.’

'You bad, wicked, né'er-do-weel of a fellow!" cried Mrs.
Arden, in arush of fury - 'to try and take my girl's good
name off her!' _

And she boxed his ears. _

John, for dl his trouble, smiled. Deborah was frozen
with wrath and distress. _

'‘Mother," said John, 'be silent! Leave the lad to say his
say. Now, Stephen.'

Stephen had remained commendably self-possessed,
though flushed. _ _

'Mr. Arden,' he said, 'though we shan't be married, |
swear to you that it will bejust the same.’

‘John was gazing away through the window to the far
distance beyond it, into things that are not of this world.

‘Il love her, sad Stephen impulsively, ‘with my whole
soul -

John looked at him.

'‘And body -
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Mrs. Arden blinked interestedly.

'‘And | will love her till death.'

Deborah's eyes had never left him.

Feding them dl so focused on him, he was embarrassed.
He clinched the matter.

'I love her better than myself,’ he finished.

‘Well, then, you're different from most of'em," Mrs. Arden
burst out, ‘or where'd the chillun be?

Stephen frowned.

'‘Mother!" said John sternly, 'thisis not a timefor such talk.'
Deborah, what do you say to this?

'I say as | love him and I'll follow him through the ‘'orld.’

'Not without aring, Deb? cried Mrs. Arden, horrified.
‘A ring hallows dl. Not without the ring and the bel and
the register, Deborah! Not while | live!'

Mother!" said John, in mild rebuke. 'Well, Deb?

‘Whatever Stephen do say.'

'And you'll give dl for nought? cried Mrs. Arden.

'He's chosen me out of the 'orld, said Deborah, with
pride. 'Nought ese matters.'

Stephen looked at her. Mrs. Arden intercepted the look
and at once became preternaturally silent.

'Father,' she aid afterwards, 'it's no manner of use. She's
hisn.'

'So long as we're dl in dl to each other, it'sjust the same/
said Stephen.

'So long' John assented.

Stephen didliked his look of kindly pity more than Mrs.
Arden's scolding.

'‘Marriage makes things no better, if you're sick of each
other," he continued.

‘Never a bit.'

'‘Well, then, Mr. Arden -'

'‘But/ queried John, with his straight, keen glance, 'are
you sure you're man enough to keep awoman safe, Stephen,
my lad? It's along road and a winding, and shell be foot-
sore, time and agen.'

John was thinking of the lambs he carried - four or five
sometimes, when they went longjourneys - with their smal,
palpitating bodies and their pathetic eyes.

‘Are you man enough to carry her, though you'm weary,
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Stephen, and tramp on, though al the powers of darkness be
agen you, and smile at her still, when you're nigh done your-
saf? Think, lad!’

I am," replied Stephen, without a moment's hesitation.

‘Think what you could give up for her, Stephen.'

‘Everything.'

'Health and happiness?

'Yes - but there's no need.

'Your longing after her?

'Of course not. | love her too much.'

John smiled sadly.

"Your principles, Stephen? He said it with a kind of for-
lorn humour. 'Your principles about not marrying, eh?

'‘No. | mean yes - if she asked it.'

'She never will,' said John. He turned to Deborah. "Well,
may God be with you and light your candle, Deborah, my
child - this night and all.'

It amost seemed as if he fell back upon God to light it
now that he could no longer do so himself. It was his silent
comment upon Stephen.

'And when did you think of- going? he asked Deborah.

She looked at Stephen.

‘I've got a cottage,’ he said. 'The one by the Chair -
there's no other empty. The landlord's begun the repairs
to-day. He seemed pleased to let it - and surprised. It'll be
ready next week, Deborah — when will you come?

'When you come for me, Stephen.'

‘Well," Mrs. Arden broke out, tried beyond bearing; 'a
more miserable business | never see! Nojokes, no walking
out, no asking in church, no best dress, no party, no wed-
ding, no cooking till you'm dl in a sweat, no nothing!" She
threw her apron over her head, and cried loudly.

'‘And what poor Joe'll think, and what he'll say, and what
hell do, and what Lily 'll say, and al their chillun, when
they come (as they will, right as right, in spite of what | over-
heard unwilling and not eavesdropping at al), I'm sure |
dunna know!" she cried in crescendo.

'What Joe and Jo€'s great-grandchildren will think," said
John, with awry amile, 'is one of the great quantity of things
that dunna matter, mother.'
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Chapter 23

STEPHEN daved at the cottage, asJoe had daved at his. He
wasin afrenzy of eagerness, tenderness. Beneath other emo-
tionswastheflame of desirewhich burns all obstaclesfrom a
young man's path and takes him and the woman he lovesfor
its fuel - licking up in its course tears and pity and fulfilling
the unseen purposes of God.

Deborah and Lily - different as they were - both looked
for it in their lover's eyes, wept when they found it; treas
ured it beyond thejoys of heaven. Thiskinshipjust at first
was stronger even than Lily's sense of superiority and res-
pectability. Though she had a good deal to say when Joe
told her the news, when she saw Deborah she made a great
effort and was silent. She had only been married a week,
and she was gtill primaeval, asabrideisonce, agreat woman
always.

She and Joe had come up to tea on Sunday, the day before
Deborah’'s departure.

'‘Well, Joe, lad!' said his mother; 'you'm twice the man
you was'

She looked at Lily with approval, seeing that the measure
of Joe's well-being was aso the measure of Lily's lassitude.
She saw a new, minute line on Lily's forehead, and, as
her manner was, to show her sympathy for Lily, she rated
Joe.

'What's the good of standing there grinning like a turmit-
lantern? she cried, 'when you ought to be down on your
bended knees, thanking me and Lily for making you what
you are - not as you're much at the best of times!' she added,
with intense pride in her eyes. "You seem to think," she con-
tinued, glad to find an outlet for her anger against the absent
Stephen, 'you seem to think, as you stand there with' your
long, usdess legs and your twelve stone six of do-naught, as
you made the ‘orld and dl in it in seven days, like the Lord
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Almighty. Instead of which thereyou lay in that wold cradl€'
no bigger than the dally in the tub, and if it hadna been for
me, where'd you have been? And now it's not enough but
Lily must give up her days to feeding of you, and her nights
of nice deep as wel. I'm ashamed of you, Joe Arden!

'Well, mother,' said Joe, with adow smile, when the storm
abated; ‘it do sound awful, | know. I'm fair ashamed to be
that sort of chap. But | didna make things how they be, and
there it is'

John came in with his brushing-hook and hedging-gloves.

'‘Goodness me, mother, what a craking you do keep up!'
he said; 'like a bird-frightener and a dozen of corncrakes dl
at once. | could hear you in the far leasowes.

Mrs. Arden was ill indignant at his command of silence
with regard to Deborah's concerns.

'If you listened to my craking a bit more than you do,
John, it'd be better for us all,' she said. 'Lily, you go up and
lie down awhile, and Deb 'll come and have a chat.'

Deborah and Lily gazed out of the window. There was a
new freemasonry between them.

'Who's been dropping a tie-clip under your chessun
drawers, Deborah? asked Lily. 'Jo€'s got hisn. I'd put it
away, if | was you.'

‘I didna know it was there, Lil.'

'Where be al your pride now, Deb Arden, and your high
and mighty ways to me about my bits of carrying on? But
there- | won't go on a you. Can | lie on your bed? D'you
mind how we knocked about, them nights last week, Deb?
My! what a time ago! It's to-morrow you go, inna it?

'‘Aye’

'Make the most of to-night, then," said Lily.

There was so much wistfulness mixed with Deborah's con-
fusion that Lily heroically reserved dl her criticism for a
future time.

‘Joe's in an awful taking about it,’ she confided to De-
borah. 'He says helll give Stephen one for himsdf, when he
ses him. I'd warn Stephen.'

'Oh, he won't be afeard.’

‘Joe's awful strong.'

‘I never did admire them lamp-post fellows.

Mrs. Arden came in.
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Teds ready,’ she said, 'and father and me want you to
open your present, Deb.'

Downstairs was a large box, containing a tea-set.

Besideit, with - 'From Father' - very firmly written on its
white paper, was a large brass lamp with a rose-coloured
shade.

Tea was a somewhat strained meal, Joe bdng sullen.

Finally he burst out-

‘Well, Deb, | didna think you'd do such a thing. All the
fellows are grinning behind my back - wish | met catch 'em
at it. You needna bring the chap to my house.'

‘Joe, Joe!' said his father; 'never cut love, lad!"

"Y ou're welcome to bring him to my house, Deb,’ said Lily.

Joe was much put out, and muttered, 'l shall have a few
words to say to you, by and by.'

'You can say 'em and welcome!' Lily replied pertly, for it
was a long time before they would go home, and she lived
for the present. 'You can say 'em and welcome, so long's
you dunna say 'em with your mouth full.'

'I'm glad you've met your match, Joe,' Mrs. Arden said,
when the laughter subsided.

Joe good-humouredly passed his cup for more tea, for
Lily's laughter rang little bells in his heart.

Deborah looked round them al wistfully. They seemed
too small and bounded for her needs.

'Father, can | look the sheep along of you? she asked.

'Surely you can, my dear.'

They went out into the cool colours of evening.

"There's a sheep gone astray over yonder,' Deborah said
absently; 'hark at her crying.'

She was not thinking of the sheep, but of the ridge on the
west, where Stephen was making ready for her.

'‘Aye, Deb,' sad her father, answering her thought and
not her words; 'helll be putting a tuthree last touches now,
no danger, so as to come for you bright and early.'

‘Thank you kindly for the lamp, father,' she said, 'and for
al.

‘It's nought, it's nought, my dear.'

From the house Lily's voice rang out in "The Golden
Arrow," with Joe's bass, humming like a huge bee, and Mrs.
Arden's cracked but enthusiastic treble.

122



Deborah and John looked at each other with the wordless
glance that defies fate, _

Above them in the invisble heather the top of the Sgn-
post caught a last sun-ray.
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Chapter 24

THERE was no room for grief in Deborah's heart next morn-
ing. The first mad gale of early autumn set the ponies gal-
loping over the hill-tops; the sky was like a garden of lilies
and delphiniums; she knew that Stephen was coming to her
with long strides - coming to fetch her, to rule her days, to
depend on her for his comforts, to kiss her again.

"Here he comes/ said John, who had been staring mourn-
fully out of the window since he got up hours ago.

Stephen kicked the wicket open.

'Agrand day, Mr. Arden! | say, may | call you father now?

‘Aye, lad.

Patty heard him.

'I'd liefer you called me by my marriage name, seeing as
I'm no relation - not so much as mother-in-law - on account
of stuff and nonsense in folks' brains, that stops 'em being
married right and proper." She nodded with staccato em-
phasis.

'Right you are!' said he affably.

‘What about Deborah's things? Shall | bring them with
Whitefoot? John asked, wistfully aware that Stephen was
now the first authority for the disposal of Deborah's things.

'Oh, | can carry them," said Stephen, and shouldered the
box.

‘But you'll come with Whitefoot, and bring me the lamp
and the tea-set, father, wunna you? said Deborah. 'To-
night?

‘Not to-night,” John answered, to Stephen's relief; 'may-
happen to-morrow.'

‘Gome and send us, father!" said Deborah.

‘Just a few steps, then.'

At the last gate of his sheepwalk he stopped.

‘Well, wdl - you'll be wanting to get dong home and
make her a dish of tea, Stephen.’
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With this long-planned hint he turned homewards.

When he got in, Patty was rocking to and fro, wailing,
with her apron over her head.

'Why, mother, whatever's took you?

'It's the chillun,’ cried Mrs. Arden. 'lI'd never gid 'em
a thought before, poor mites. The chillun, the poor little
things asll be baseborn!" she sobbed.

'Mercy me, mother! | never thought of that. | was so
busy thinking of our Deb. What a fool | be!'

"Y ou be, John.'

‘What'll we do, mother?

'‘Do? Why, make him marry her, of course.

'How?

‘A word here and a word there, and a good yammering
time and agen, and Lil and Joe can say summat, and you
can put in aword, solemn-like. And Eli!" She suddenly had
an inspiration. 'Aye, Eli! Let Eli go adong and mouth his
old tex's - maybe they'll do some good for once.'

‘But Stephen 'l be neither to hold nor to bind, and that'll
vex Deb.'

‘Well, and ain't that better than the other thing? The lot
of a love-child inna roses!

John pondered. He could not see his way at all clearly.

'Well,' he said at lagt, 'it's more in your line than mine,
mother. You'd best go about it asyou think right and proper.'

There's a sensible man!'

Stephen and Deborah went through the deep lanes, where
the air was heavy with meadow-sweet, breast high in the
ditches, curd-white, like garlands for an elfin bridal. In a
little spinney Stephen paused.

'‘Gome, | must kiss you.'

They lingered a long while.

At last she said, 'Shan't we be getting on, Stephen? I'm
fair longing to see the cottage.'

'Yes, yes! | cankissyou then asmuch as| like. Comeon!

He went so fast that she was amost running.

'Oh, stop, Stephen - please!’

'‘Come on!' he cried. Til help you.'

He pulled her up the hill by her wrist till it ached; then
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Llung his arm round her waist at the top, and ran down the
ope.

She laughed.

'Oh, Stephen, you be hurryful!'

They came to the cottage, standing wide-eyed, facing the
Devil's Chair. The dark paint over the upper windows was
like raised eyebrows. Over the lower windows and the door
he had painted a broad red band, barred with white - To
liven it up,’ he said. No other cottage was in sight.

Stephen set the box down. It had bruised his shoulder,
but he was unaware of the fact.

‘Now then, Deb! Here's the garden. | planted dl those
things. Here's the kitchen.'

‘Eh, how nice!’

She wanted to examine everything, but he hurried on.

'Her€e's the parlour.'

'Oh, Stephen! How pretty! Andisthat your harmonium?

'Yes - for you to learn to play. Come on - upstairs now.
Here's our room.'

Deborah stood mute - so beautiful it seemed to her. The
walls were pink; in the window stood a geranium; on the
bed was a rose-patterned counterpane.

'‘And you've thought of it dl and doneit dl in these few
days- | canna think how!

'No deep!" he said, with satisfaction at the effect of his
words.

"Y ou mun sleep well to-night,’ she said, inamaternal way.

'We, Deborah.'

‘We!

"This may as well be supper,' he said, as they sat at teain
the parlour. 'Gracious me, if she hasn't got that aggravating
bow on again!

He pulled it off.

‘I be so untidy without it, Stephen.'

‘Who cares?

'Oh, Stephen - dunna pull my hair down! | did it so
careful. Eh, dear! some one's sure to come!

‘Never a soul!

They pondered on that.
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'Stephen!”

‘Well?

'I canna sit in the window like this'

'You can if | say 0.

'I'm going to tidy me.'

'Right!" said Stephen unexpectedly.

‘And, Stephen -'

‘What?

Tin so awful tired with the walk, and - last Sunday -°

‘Well?

'And | was wondering -'

‘Well, what a time you take!'

‘If you'd do summat for me, seeing as | came out to the
shippen for you.'

'‘Out with it, then!

Stephen spoke irritably. He was tired, excited, on fire
and Deborah seemed so unimpassioned.

'Oh, I'll tel you after,’ she said, surprised at her own
temerity and suddenly terrified at the knowledge that her
whole life was irremediably his.

‘All right - go on then, and I'll lock up.'

'It's not but half-past seven yet! | was only going to tidy
me.'

'Well, you needn't bother to.'

‘But | want to wash up.'

‘I don't.'

She was dismayed at his curtness. She heard him fasten-
ing the door.

‘Locked in wi' lovel' she whispered. Suddenly, in the
midst of al her joy, she began to cry. She was very tired.
She had been too excited to eat, and the parting with her
father had worn her.

'What in hell's the matter now? asked Stephen, comingin.
He spoke with the entire lack of sentiment that passion brings.

'Oh, Stephen, I'm so tired.'

'So am |,' he said, seeing whither her pleading tended.

‘I lost a lot of deep last week.'

'So did I

'Oh, canna you e, Stephen?

'See what?

'What I'm asking.'

127



He flew into a rage.

'| suppose you want me to go out to the shippen again. A
fine sort of bride you are! | love you a great deal too much
to do anything of the kind.'

She accepted this without comment.

‘Dunna hold me so tight, Stephen, please! | canna get my
breath.’

'I can't help that.'

"Your arm's so hard.'

She had sad this before; she tried to remember when.
Suddenly it came to her, and with it came the vision of Ste-
phen's face at the Fair, perfectly hard, his eyeslooking into
hers as they were now.

‘I suppose hell be sorry to-morrow,' she thought, 'and
bring me flowers, like then.'

She gasped for breath.

'‘Oh, Stephen!”

He kissed her on the mouth, effectually stopping speech
and breath. He took no notice of her pallor.

At last she fainted.

When she came round, he was bathing her face miserably,
cursing himself under his breath. She smiled at him.

'‘Don't, Deb!"

'What?

'Don't smile at me!'

He was inconsolable. He would not share the unthink-
ably black tea that he made her. He stormed at himself,
tramping the room.

‘I'm not fit - your father was right - I'm a brute.'

Now that his arm was not round her, Deborah forgot
everything but pride that he loved her.

'I'd not have you different,’ she said.

‘Don't, Deb! | shall be the same again! | can't stay in.
Il go for a walk in the dark.'

'‘Duma go!"

A flicker of laughter came into her eyes.

'Pick up my things, do!" she said.

Her hat, coat and bow, which he had flung on the floor,
were reduced to a crushed and trampled ruin.

'I'll get you some more, Deb. [I'll wak to Silverton and
buy them. | won't get any baccy for sx months, and then
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| shan't have wasted any money, he added, with ferocity
towards himself. 'Now, Deb - finish your teal Back soon.'

'Where be you going?

I don't know.'

The old restlessness was in his voice.

'‘Bain't you tired?

‘No.'

'‘But, Stephen -'

She looked round the room.

‘It be your room as well as mine.'

'I don't deserve to share it.'

'There-there!"

'I never listened to you.'

‘Ne'er mind.'

A sound outside arrested them. It grew on the air like an
incoming tide. It was under their window. He looked out.

'It's a lot of sheep,’ he said, 'coming from by the Devil's
Chair, running away from something. They've gone down
the hill now, into the mist.'

‘It's from the Chair as they're running. Folk say they're
often like that.'

‘What rot!"

He had forgotten his penitence.

In the morning, Deborah was too tired to get up. Stephen
had gone before she woke. She lay watching the Chair dl
day while he was at work. She looked at the white clouds
drifting behind it, driven on to vague destinies. She thought
of the sheep last night, driven by vague terror. She thought
of hersdlf - weary, beseeching the man she loved for rest and
being unheard. She felt like the clouds - the sheep.

'Having no shephered,’ she murmured.

A picture rose before her of the white signpost and her
father - very careful, very absorbed - carrying a newborn
lamb and encouraging the mother to follow. She fell asleep
and dreamt that it was Stephen and not her father who
carried the lamb.

She awoke to hear Stephen calling her. Hewasin a quiet
mood, feeling the reaction from yesterday. They strolled on
the hill after tea in the clear blue air of a stainless evening.
Afterwards she had her first lesson on the harmonium.
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Chapter 25

'Now then! Work the pedas, puli out a stop, press the notes
and then play." _ .

Deborah was in despair. She did not even know what
stops were, and did not like to ask. _ _

'Oh, there's some one at the door!" She got up with relief,
and went to open it. o

'Behold, | stand at the door and knock!® said Eli - quite
unconscious of any blasphemy.

'It's Eli,” sad Deborah, pale with fear.

"When you've enjoyed your new character as much as you
want to,' sang out Stephen, in great spirits, ‘walk in, old
party!’ ,

Ell came in.

‘Thou art the man!" said he.

Stephen was amused.

‘The woman has tempted thee' he went on. 'Flee from
this place!’ _

‘Not much! Have some wedding cake?

Stephen spoke with irritating pleasantness.

'I'will neither eat bread nor drink wine until | have turned
the hearts of this people!

‘Your loss' Stephen retorted.

Eli was annoyed. Religion was his hobby, and he was
much in earnest about it. He was accustomed to see people
quail before his utterances. Deborah did quail, as he was
pleasurably aware. Not so Stephen.

He surveyed Stephen, hafin and half out of the only easy
chair, looking particularly lithe and pleasant in his working
corduroys and blue shirt with the deeves rolled up. His arr
of youth and well-being made Eli very wrathful. He de-
tested youth. _ _ _

He began to speak in a creaking, lugubrious tone.

Stephen lit a pipe.
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‘When them there bones o' yours be layin' in the soggin*
wet ground -'

Deborah moaned.

'You'd be the death of any religion,” Stephen remarked.

'And them two eyes with pennies on 'em —'

'Here, dry up!"

Stephen was angry.

'And nought but a poor, white skellington left -'

'‘Drop it!" shouted Stephen furiously.

Eli saw that he must change his course or go. He did not
want to go yet.

'How is the faithful city become a harlot!" he cried. 'De-
borah Arden, | proclaim you before this man, and will pro-
claim you in the parishes of Lostwithin, Slepe and Bitterley,
unless you get in my trap and come whome with me, weep-
ing and gnashing your teeth -'

Stephen laughed. This enraged Eli.

'I will proclaim you," he said, 'with your dow smile and
your brazen ways and your body as is giv' to lust - | will
proclaim you a whore.'

No sooner had he said the last word than his mouth was
full of blood. Deborah caught Stephen's hand as it des
cended for the second time.

'Oh, no!" she cried; 'no, Stephen! He's an old man.'

Eli blinked malignly, standing his ground. He raised his
hand.

'By Jehovah, in whom isjustice and no mercy, | curseyou
both, root and branch, in your lying down and your rising
up, and-'

His mouth was becoming extremely painful and was swell-
ing.

‘May you burn everlastingly! Whoso sinneth against the
Lord -

He spoke with one side of his mouth.

‘Dunna laugh at him, Stephen!' Deborah whispered. ‘It
only makes him worse.'

'Whoso sinneth against the Lord, let him be utterly cast
down!'

It did not occur to Eli that he might be sinning against
Love himself. But Deborah, remembering it al afterwards,
thought that he had been taken at his word.
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'Here, play, get out, you old gramophone!’ cried Stephen,
and he pushed Eli down the step.

Eli had never been so angry. He had never yet been
laughed at. He stood up in the trap and hurled his Bible,
which he had brought in order to read texts to the weeping
couple (he had not a doubt that they would weep) straight
at the window. The glass cracked from side to side

'Oh, it's a token!" wailed Deborah.

Stephen flung himsdf at the gig, but Eli howled and
flogged his horse, old Speedwell, until she broke into an un-
willing galop. He drove like a fiend - up hill, down hill,
shouting texts, cursing, jerking at the reins and aways flog-

ing-
g Pqeople stood at their doors and watched him, appalled.

He came through Sepe. Lily wasleaning on the gate, and
he lashed at her with his whip.

‘Whose rick's afire? Joe asked, coming to the door.

‘It's father, drunk or crazy - lashed me across the face.

Il round up no more blasted sheep for him," said Joe.

Eli felt that every one was against him. There was his
housekeeper - insisting on three good meals a day and beer.
Beer! He was an abstainer himsalf; it was so economical.
And shewouldn't get up beforefiveor stay up after eleven.
Six hours' deep out of hisday! And Lily sitting there as pert
as could be! And that Deborah! When he thought of Ste-
phen, he became a murderer in everything but fact. His
mouth was hurting him abominably. The more it hurt, the
more he lashed.

Speedwell shuddered so that the trap shook as shewent up
the last hill. When they reached the yard she fell down in
the shafts.

"Y ou've murdered your only friend!" said the housekeeper;
‘aye, she's met her fatal.'

He cameto himself. Hereeled. Blood ran down his chin:
he took no notice, but bent over the horse. They had goneto
market together, to the fairs, to lug turnips, to carry hay, dl
Speedwell's life - and she was old. She had taken his curses
as none d<e did, listened to his texts, pricked her ears when
he declaimed his next Sunday's address on the way to town.
The cattle and sheep, the dogs, came and went: Speedwell
stayed. His wife died - well, no matter. She had been a
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great expense: Speedwell could exig in the poorest field.
Lily left him - he was relieved. He did not like Lily - she
was so young: Speedwell was old and ill-favoured. When
people gave back his vituperations or would not listen to
him, and he needed sympathy, he would say to himsdlf, 'Me
and Speedll dunna hold with such ways' When he had
failed to think of a lacerating remark at the right moment,
he made it to Speedwell, and felt that her 'roaring' was sym-
pathetic. She was worth nothing, so he felt her to be a per-
manence on thefarm. Shewas without any desire to amuse
herself- this pleased him. All these things, gradually accu-
mulating in his mind, had built up a regard for her, a unity
of idea, a thing which stood in him for love - though others
would have hardly caled it so. And now shelay inaheapin
the yard, and her eyes accused him. He ran for water, but
she would not drink. With the generosity of the tragic mo-
ment which is too late, he brought out corn from the bin -
corn that she had sniffed afar al her life and never had. She
could not est it.

‘There!’ said the housekeeper, with an eye to hersdlf; 'that
comes of starving folk; they get as they canna eat, not if it's
ever so.

"Oman!' shouted Eli in a terrific voice, 'fetch that there
brandy as you keep in your bedroom and drink be stealth.'

But when the brandy came, he could not make Speedwel |
takeany. Shedesired peace, and having done her long day's
work, she took it. When Eli saw that nothing availed, he
flung himself down beside her, and wept. The housekeeper
was so terrified at this that she took her most valuable pos-
session and ran for the nearest village, never looking back.

Eli tried to pray: but he had prayed for so many things
that he did not want, that he felt prayer to be too offhand a
thing for real need. He lay there in the dark, and the old
mare slept away her last hours. A thought occurred to Eli.
John was a great hand with animals: John might get her to
take something. But no! - notJohn: hewas so poor-spirited,
and such abad business man, and Eli had sneered so often at
hiskindness to animals. But then -? Therewas no vet. any-
where within ten miles. Speedwell groaned. He rose, hesi-
tating no more, and began to run over the rough hill in the
dark towards Upper Leasowes. His face was very swollen,
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and he felt giddy. He caught his feet continually in rabbit-
holes. He cdlasped his head in both hands, because it ached,
and ran on - a smdl, tailing figure in the vast night. Tears
trickled down hischeeks; the swest poured of f him; he gasped
for breath. At last he could run no more; hewalked; thenhe
crawled. Finally he reached John'sin a state of collapse. All
the time, back in the yard at Bitterley, Speedwell was dead.

He knocked.

‘Whatever's the matter? cdled Mrs. Arden. 'Isthat you,
Eli? Dunnacome here at this time o' night with your texes
and your hell-fire, for goodness sakel'

‘John!" said Eli faintly.

In the croak John recognized the same cry that he heard
in the lamb's bleat, the young bird's chirp. He had never
heard it from Eli before. He went out.

'‘Speedwell!" gasped Eli, in aheap on the step. 'Her means
dying. Gome over and help us!

John gave him an arm back over the hill, and - when they
found dl over - stroveto comfort him. But hewould not be
comforted.

'Out of my sight!" he said. 'Leave me and my sin to the
hand of the Lord, and let Him deal with me as He thinks
well.'

He went in and shut the door.

134



Chapter 26

THE markets at Silverton round about Lammastide are great
days. Thenyou may seefacesthat you never seefor therest
of the year - faces with quietness on them like aveil. To go
into the market is to step back into multi-coloured antiquity
with its system of the exchange of necessaries, and the beauty
of its common transactions.

_Fruit from deep orchards by lost lanes, from the remote
hills; flowersfrom gardens far from any high-road; treasures
of the wild in generous baskets - al these are piled in artless
confusion in the dim and dusty place. o

The Saturday after Deborah's departure to Lostwithin was
the great wimberry market. The berries were brought in
hampers that needed two men to lift them, and the purple
juice dripped from them asin awine-vat. Other fruit Ia?/ in
huge masses of purple, gold and crimson. The air was full of
itsaroma. There were cheeses from dairies beside the great
meres, that joined their waters across the fertilefieldswhen
thesnowsmelted. Therewerewhitefrilled mushroomsfrom

astures where the owl and the weasdl lived undisturbed.

hese were gathered in the morning dusk, when dew made
thefieldslike ponds, by barefooted young women with petti-
coats pinned above thelr knees— apracticethat caused many
a detour of young farm hands on the way to work. There
were generous, roughly cut dabs of honeycomb from astrain
of bees that were in these parts when Glendower camea%/.
There were ducks with sage under their wings as a lady
carries an umbrella. One stall was full of sprigged sun-
bonnets, made after a pattern learnt in childhood by the old
ladies that sold them. _

These smple things, al recklessy cheap, gaveto their sl-
ers something of the large dignity of Nature herself-who
gives in full measure out of unfailing storehouses. Beauty
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was everywhere, except in the meat market. There dow
bluebottles, swollen and unwholesome, crawled and buzzed;
men of a like complexion shouted stertorously, brandishing
stained carving-knives; an unbearable stench arose from the
offal, and women with pretty clothes and refined manners
bought the guts of animals under such names as 'sweet-
breads or 'prime fat kidneys,' and thrust their hands into
the disembowelled bodies of rabbits to test their freshness.

John was taking some wool to the stapler and a calf to the
auction. Joe had some bullocks to look at for Mr. Shake-
shaft, and Lily had offered to sdl wimberries for aneighbour
in order to go to town. She pinned some honeysucklein her
dress, and tied a pink ribbon round her hat. Shewould have
other admiration than Joe's to-day. Joe was nice, of course;
but he was not eloquent. She sat between the two men, who
bulged over the sides of the cart like half-grown swallows
from their nest. When Joe swayed the others did too.

'"You're crushing my dress, Joe!

'Well, ain't that what it's for? A large hand crept round
her waist. She was busy making calculations about a lace
collar she coveted. She must haveit, but she had no money.
Theyjogged on. Thecdf, lookinginits sack likeababy ina
head-wrapper, lifted its red and white face and gave a pro-
longed moo. Then, having made its protest against thingsin
general, it nestled into the sack of wool and went to deep.

"You met help me aong with the caf, Joe, if Lil can
manage the berries!

Lily was delighted. She set out her goodswith aconscious-
ness that her hair was as bright as her bunch of yellow lilies.

The youths of Silverton were dive to their opportunities.

‘Hullo, Gertie!" 'Morning, Misd' they called. She sold all
her flowers as buttonholes.

She till had the berries to sdl.

'‘Bother Joe, being so long," she thought, for she wanted a
cup of tea

But Joe had not been long. He was standing just inside
the door of the market, watching her with enormous pride -
ddighted to see her admired. When he heard her chaffing
them, he dapped his leg delightedly, till a butcher, who was
pounding stek, sad -
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'If you must pun meat, pun mine!’

A wholesale fruit-dedler, with a roving eye for a pretty
girl, and an hour to wait for his train, came up to Lily.

'Five shilling for that lot and akiss, miss - and a cup of tea
thrown in.'

Lily wavered. To get rid of the wimberries and have a
cup of tea was a pleasant prospect. 'What's a kiss? she
thought.

'A' right,' she replied.

They went to the People's Dining Saloon close at hand. It
had along trestle table, where the market-folk sat with noses
nearly touching, like parrots in a cage.

‘I must do some reckoning first,' said Lily, who had begun
to repent; she dso wished to doctor the accounts before Joe
appeared. She put the butter down at one shilling a pound,
and took sixpence off the wimberries. This gave her enough
to buy the collar. 'Easy as easy!' she thought.

They had tea and ham. The dealer was very pleasant.
Lily felt that the kisswould really not be disagreeable. Only
two diners were left, and they were counting out eggs.

'Look here, missid' said the buyer, an old man with hair
as stiff and long as a pony's mane. ‘'Look here - eleven a
shilling's my price. Now that's over a penny each. Now |
counts out twelve - see? Eleven for me and one for you.
Now agen.'

The curious manner of his arithmetic confused the sdller.

‘I'sall Welsh to me,' shesaid. 'l've got fiveyoung chillun
and you'd ought to treat me fair.'

'I| am a-treating of you fair,' said the ancient, and he began
to count the eggs again. At each dozen he placed one in
front of her.

‘But | don't want any back, | want to sell 'em!" shewailed.

'So you can sl 'em when you'm got a dozen there - least-
ways, eleven!' shouted the buyer, exasperated.

The dealer looked at them scornfully, and turned to Lily.

'‘Now, for the reckoning, miss!' he said, and took his kiss.

Lily's horrified eyes beheld Joe's face flattened rosily
againg the plate-glass door, with its superannuated legend
- somewhat disconcerting on this broiling day -

‘Christmas Puddings piping hot.'

Lily was piping hot.
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Joe came in.

'Seems to me,' he said, 'as there's alittle fellow here that'd
be better not here!

'How should | know this little lot was yours? sad the
dedler.

‘Come on out of this, Lily!" commanded Joe.

John, sitting at his stall, with his blue gaze and white hair
and a bunch of delphinium, selling Patty's butter, saw them
go and was concerned.

"The lad's looking mighty set,' he cogitated.

'Well, well - | munnameddle.' Watching his patient face,
full of alovethat had to control its generosity, it was possible
to believe in a Divinity who stood aside from the world's
madness not from indifference, but for some great end.

Joe and Lily sat by the river in a deserted corner.

'Now, then!" said Joe.

‘Wunna you kiss me, Joe?

‘No. Not till I've got to the bottom of this business,'Joe
replied, with a new-found wisdom. 'Besides, I've got no tea
to give you for it.'

Lily began to cry.

'‘Best begin,' said Joe. 'Here we stop till you do, ifit's dl
night.'

She knew that he would. She was in despair.

It seemed s0 bad, and was so dlight.

‘It was them wimberries!'

'Eh?

'He bought 'em off me!

'Oh!

'Only if I'd kiss him. And he threw in acup o' tea. It
inna my fault if I'm pretty,' she added petulantly.

Joe looked at her thoughtfully.

‘It be,' he said, with perspicacity. 'l dunno how it is, Lil,
but you make your clothes look, when you've got 'em on,
like them women in the papers - ondecent. Now, our Deb
never does. And,' he added with decision, 'if you want to
look ondecent, you can look it at whome - to me'

The prospect caused a relenting expresson which Lily
saw.

‘I sold the things pretty well,' she remarked.
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She was rather dismayed when he asked the prices.

‘The butter was too chegp,’ sad Joe.

It's gone down.’ _

The Interview was over. She bought the collar while Joe
went to see if his father wasjready. They drove home in

reat content, and al clouds seeméed to have blown away.
ily registered a black mark against Deborah for the pro-
prl\;e\% of her dress. _
en they got home, she rushed upstairs to try on the
collar, leaving the paper on the table. Joe picked it up.
‘ 'l ";hought you'd no money? he cdled. 'Where's this
rom?

He frowned as the explanation dawned on him. _

"You lied about that butter,' he said, ascending the stairs.
‘The second mean thing to-day. You're different to Deb.
fLoolﬁ here - next time you want money as bad as that, ask

or it

His voice rose. _

'‘And I'll not have strange fellows paying for the tea and
ham of the 'ooman | deep with.' _ _

'Oh, Joe, if I'd allus lived aong of a fine chap like you,’
sobbed Lily, with %rem savoirfaire, 'and not along of astingy
monkey, I'd be different.’ _

A second black mark went down against Deborah; an-
other little tap was given to her destiny.



Chapter 27

'DEB!' said Stephen, waking her a four on Monday morn-
ing, it's an Ai day. Up you get! Well go and see the sun
rise from the old chap's chair.' _

'lIt's mortal early, said Deborah. She felt selfish to dash
his pleasure, but she had only had two hours deep.
~'You are lazy,' he laughed.” 'Why, if | was a ploughman
like Joe, you'd have to get up at this time every day. You
do make a fuss.' .

He felt particularly well himself; he could not understand
her lassitude, and it irritated him. By the irony of things
Lily, who had given herself meanly from mean motives, was
consdered by Joe, regarded as respectable by the neigh-
bours, and admired by herself. Deborah had given in large
measure, like theland of great hills and wide pastures whose
child she was; and she had none of Lily's privileges.

'Couldna | just have one more nap, Stephen, and you go
on without me?

'No, it's getting light, and we shall miss the best of it if
we're not quick. _ .

He looked &t her long, soft hair, her clear face, and his
mood suddenly changed. "We're too late now, in fact.'

His arm dlipped round her. _

'l be very quick," she said hurriedly.

'So you're even ready to get up to avoid me/

'Oh, dunna say that, Stephen! _

Hewasreally hurt aswell asoffended. Hewasso entirely
unableto control his new-found capacitiesfor emotion (kept
under until a month ago, and never trained or pr_uned?_ that
he rushed at things like a cdfjust turned out in afield -
hurting himsdlf, indignant, al afire to grasp every joy. Be-
cause so many normal joys had been denied him he was all
the more voracious for pleasure. He had cultivated so many
principles, quoted so many te>1<‘tl(s) preached so fervently, lived



in such a grey atmosphere - dl without real conviction; and
now that, In his extraordinary renaissance, the body and not
the soul awoke first, he waslike a drunkard. Had he loved
Deborah with al his being they would have been safe. But
he loved in the manner of many civilized people, and not in
Deborah's way - for she was primaeval, and her realities had
never been sponged away. Hishad. He regarded her as his
best possession, but the idea of sharing every thought, every
hour's work with her would have made him Ia_ugh. Joe
would have laughed too, but he had the virtues of his narrow
view of life; Stephen had not. He had, in fact, no definite
ethic of his own as yet. He had not had time to think it out
since he threw the ready-made code away. Deborah's love
was the sweetest flowering of which humanity is capable, be-
cause it was primitive and spiritual. To give - to bewith her
man - to be so utterly at one that no explanation was ever
necessary - to work, ‘laugh, degp and watch the splendid
Seasons together, being In other things than sex free and
equal, and in sex so mutually generous as to forget sdif and
rights - such was Deborah's 1dea of love. This idea, though
vague, made her feel glorified and not lowered by giving
hersdf to a lover.

Her eyes were full of tears.

'How can 'ee say such things, Stephen?

Anger awokein her. She had given him her independence
- and she had been strong in her self-reliance asamountain
fox. She had given him her flawless health, her day-long
tramps over the hills, the solitary hours, dear to her as to
her father. She had given him - more than dl - the sense of
{lh ght, respectability, which is deeper in her type of character

an in any.

Her dign¥ty flamed into words that stung him to fury.

"You love an 'ooman like alad loves cake - till thereinna
nought left. And you think of Stephen Southernwood a deal
more than's good for you.' ,

He had enough greatness to see the truth in the words, not
enough to own it. He shook her.

'It's time you learnt that gou're my woman and not my
great-grandmother!" he said. _

Hewould have been funny if he had not been so grievoudly
mistaken. u



'You're mine, d'you hear? It's not for you to criticize my
way of love' _

'I'm no more yours than you're mine!

‘Yes, you ae!

'Not if we're lovers as well as man and woman.  Stephen,
shall we go and see the sun rise now?

'No. I've changed my mind." _ .

'Oh, Stephen! Cannayou belikeit saysin that nice hymn
-lover of my soul? Just this morning? You've been the
other kind of lover dl the while -'

‘Would you like it if | wasn't?

'No, only | wanted the other as wel." _

"You shouldn't have taken up with an ordinary chap like

me.

‘You bain't ordinary, Stephen.'

'Yes, | am, thank the Lord! | suppose you're sorry you
took up with me now? .

I 'Oh,tSt'ephen, you know | love only you in the ‘orld. Only
want -

She hesitated, unable to find words to express the fact that
athough, like most women, she was fascinated by virility,
curbed virility claimed her wholehearted adoration.

'If you love me, you must want what | choose, and when
| choose,' said Stephen shortly. o

He reached the mine late, with shame in his heart.

'‘Damn you, Southernwood!" snapped the manager.

'‘Damnyou!’ said Stephen.

‘A month's notice!' said the manager.

But at the end of the day the aggregate of work that
Stephen's bad temper had produced was so large that the
manager shouted after his departing figure -

‘You can stop on.

_After Stgohen had gone, Deborah walked dowly to the
hill-top, and sat watching the distant signpost - like a white
pininalarge purple cushion. Below, intheplainand in the
valley where Slepe lay, corn was being cut and bound in
stooks. Littlefiguresmoved about, far down, and the reaper

across the field with no sound. The hills lay under

he noon sun like ripe plums in a huge basket. o

From the yard at the spar mine came weird, plaintive
sounds, as the rock-crusher g{gémd the body of the mountain



to fragments. These sounds were o wild and eerie that they
might have been the forlorn music of fairy players stting,
shadowy and huge, in the dim rock-foundations, fiddling
madly of nameless terror, fluting of unreachable beauties
and rocky immortdities, harping on their own heartstrings
to the deaf ears of men. Deborah listened and thought of
Stephen down there, with his shirt-deeves rolled up, his nos-
trils a little expanded with excitement in the giant work he
contro(ljled, his nod bringing a fresh trollyful of rock to be
ground up. _ _

Suddenli_Jy he seemed to her like the rock-crusher, but with
no regulating hand. Hers must be the regulating hand - yet
shefelt only like the crushed rock. The music rose; Stephen
was working like a demon to-day, and the men cursed as
they sweated. The mountain, a thing beautiful with such
majestic and static beauty as only a lover or genius can
reach, lifted its voice in a passonless death-song.

Deborah attained the beauty of the summits. She sa
Elrc])wn on arock at the foot of the Chair, and gazed towards

e mine,

'Hem eager,’ she pondered, ‘and he canna stop to think
of me no more than the rock. He chose me out of the 'orld.’
Shesmiled. 'Itinnahisfault as hem eager. Solongashem
for me and me for him, nought matters, and I dunna com-
ﬁ_lam/ She looked around the reaped country, the gashed

illsde, and spoke aloud as if Stephen were with her.

'So long as there's aught left of me, Stephen, you met
crumble me - if you've a mind to. _ o

The sound of the rock-crusher rose again on the dill air.

'Only never leave me, Stephen!" she cried, and a great
terror came on her, so that she clung to the rock till it hurt
her hands.

'Don't let it be for nought, lad - don't 'ed!’

The music died. _

~She remembered that Stephen would be coming home for
his dinner - and there was on dinner ready. She ran down
the dope. The cranberry flowers, open now, showed more
like tears than ever on the scarred tace of the rock.

_ The fire was out, the sticks wet. She had not yet coaxed
it to burn, when she heard his tep.
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'Oh, Stephen!’ she cried in apanic; 'you'll be right vexed
-1 hanna got your dinner ready.’

He stood on the threshold and looked across &t her, as she
ﬁ_oured paraffin on the cod. Hehad run up the hill without

IS coat or waistcoat, and was clammy with Sweat, tired,
hungr%/, and ruffled by the sullenness of the men. Deborah
thought the look in his eyes was one of anger, and she sa
down on the salt-box and began to cg/. _

_Stephen crossed the room and knelt down by her, resting
his head against her shoulder. He said nothing whatever.
It was the second pureIP]/ noble moment of his life - the
second outward sign of the possibilities that John had seen.
He made no apologies, no effort to be picturesque, no at-
tempt at self-justification. He forgot his hunger, the men,
histiredness. Heforgot self. Without aword they remained
S0 until the clock struck two, and the dinner hour was over.
Hewent out, giving her along look and stil having foregone
the luxury of words. Many such moments, and Stephen
would befong to the small compasrg of men who hold the
world back from the beast - the sdlf-givers, the lovers, in
whom theflesh and the spirit burn together with a steadfast
flame, and light the earth. But he had so much to unlearn,
to give up, to suffer. He was like the mass of stone that is to
be a greet statue, and how long the statue would be in the
making none could say.
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Chapter 28

WHEN Stephen came back to tea, Deborah had the place
glowingwith comfort. Intheafternoon she had doneaday's
work; only so could she express herjoy. After teashe sat on
hiskneelike a happy child. Hetold her tales about hiswork;
he wanted the reassurance of her laughter. She looked up at
him in the fading light.

'‘Poor Lily!" she murmured; ‘with only our Joe!

His mouth twitched.

'‘Don't, Deb!" he said. 'Joe's a decent chap. But I'm on
the mend."! He laughed rather unsteadily. 'Come to our
room a minute - I've something to show you, Deb.'

On the floor were a blanket and pillow.

'‘Good enough for me,' he said.

'‘But, Stephen -'

Hewasimmovable. He dept on thefloor for three nights,
caught abad cold and still kept on. He sang with a newjoy
as he went to work, though he was tired from the unaccus-
tomed hardness of his bed. Deborah acquiesced, as she
aways did when he was what she caled 'set.’ Her pridein
him strengthened when she peered over the rosy counter-
pane and saw him restlessly asleep there with his greatcoat
for a blanket.

At the mine he continued to work feverishly.

‘Well, if he do sweat us, he sweats himsdlf first,' said the
men. They liked him in spite of his hastiness and the tales
they heard of his rdigious and moral shortcomings.

If other lives could have been hindered from impinging on
those of Deborah and Stephen, they might have worked out
their destinies in the swift way of great lovers. But Mrs.
Arden with her definite morality, Joe with his obstinate and
straitened view of sex, Eli with his ranting dogmatism, Lily
Wig1 her petty spite, and the world in general with its terror
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of nonconformity - al these came round them as steadily as
the tide round a promontory, and (some of them with the
best intentions) brought about tragedy. The only person to
utter no word was John, for he had no mora code. Those
that dwell in the lands of the sun do not need fires.

‘Thou shalt not' was mere foolishness to John, who was
always so occupied in loving - the great affirmative - that
he had no time for such negations.

When he came on Tuesday, he looked at Stephen in his
long, earnest way, and when they wandered round the gar-
den together while Deborah was busy in the kitchen, he
patted him on the shoulder.

'Deb looks fine,' he said.

Stephen walked on for a space. Then he replied -

'I'm doing my best - now.'

'‘Aye.’

'I didn't - at first.'

'‘No.'

'How d'you know?

"The lamp's not been aight in your faceal that long, lad.’

Stephen was embarrassed. He edged away from the sub-
ject. . -

‘Like to see over the house, father?

They were upstairs before Stephen remembered the blan-
ket and pillow on the floor. John saw them. He had the
mystic's complete grasp, on necessary occasion, of the com-
monplaces, the vitalities, the realities of life. To say nothing
would have been to create a tacit understanding that some-
thing was wrong. He looked out at the day, full of cool
colours.

'| shouldna wonder," he remarked, 'if we had the first bit
offrost to-night. | dunnaknow asthere's anything so bad to
bear as a frost in August when the country's al full of lusty
life. | see you'm a bit of a self-chastiser, lad.'

He smiled as he had not yet smiled at Stephen.

'‘And | don't think the worse of you for it, nor' - he looked
at him with kindly understanding - 'nor for the cause.

‘You two men, come on!' caled Deborah. She was so
happy to see affection springing up between her father and
Stephen that she had made enough toast for a choir tea.
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'If you dunna ezt it every bit,’ she said, with atyrannical
nod and a radiant look at Stephen, 'l met cry - so therel!

‘I wouldn't have that for anything," said Stephen, coming
round to her chair and remembering with shame how she
had cried on Monday morning. There was a pause, during
which John was ostentatiously interested in Deborah's sew-
ing-machine.

'Oh, dear-ame!' he sad after an interval, 'l've broken
your machine seemingly.'

He held up the handle with a guilty expression. Since he
hated machinery as Eli hated youth, Deborah and Stephen
laughed.

I'll put it on in ajiffy," cried Stephen. 'Look - youjust
turn this crank -'

But John was not as interested in the crank asin Stephen
and Deborah. .

'I wish,' he said, just before he ambled off on Whitefoot,
‘thatyou could come along some evening and lend Joe and me
ahand with Eli's sheep, Stephen. You can ride, | dare say?

‘A bit!

‘I was thinking it'd be in your line. How you ever come
to be doing the preaching in black coat and weskit beats me,’
said John amusedly.

'I've had enough of it; you can't stick at things for ever.'

The restless look came into Stephen's eyes.

'Why are you going to see after Eli's sheep, father? asked
Deborah.

'Well, since the owd mare died, he's good for nought, poor
chap. He dtsin the house like an owl in a tree, and when |
goin, hesays, "The Lord'sdealing with me. Takeyour silly
face outside, 'oot!" And, of course, the animals and that
must be seen after, so | thought to myself, if Joe'd borrow a
horse andyou'd rideWhitefoot, we'd soonround up thesheep.'

'Which day? asked Stephen, wondering how much speed
could be got out of the venerable Whitefoot.

"To-morrow?

'Right.’

"You and Lily mun come along, Deb, and mother'!! bring
tea, and we'll have a bit of a randy.'

He rubbed his hands. To do a kindness and make several
people happy as wel, was his idea of bliss.
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Chapter 29

‘I DUNNA care to have much to do with Stephen,' said Joe
sulkily, when John called at Slepe. 'And | told Eli as |
wouldna round up any more of his blasted sheep.’
John looked at him. _
‘But ill/ Joe amended gruffl?/, rather disconcerted by
the look, 'sin' you want me to, I'll come this once!'
'That's a good lad. And Lil? _
'Well, of course, | dunna hold with Deb's ways/ L”K re-
marked, with her nose in the air, "but still -' she thought of
Stephen, whose admiration she coveted because it waswith-
held, 'till, asit's my own father you'm giving ahand to, it's
my duty to come! _
_ 'Euty's aword I'veno usefor. Butifyou'll comethat'sall
right.'

On Wednesday evening, Eli, sitting far back in the dreary
kitchen, presumably being 'dealt with/ blinked with sur-
prise at seeing a merry party come over Bitterley Hill.

‘Three baskets, John, two wold horses, my darter, that
gomeril Joe, John's old ‘ooman (a bad '‘ocoman that - a
sharp-tongued ‘ooman), and that blasted Stephen/ he
ruminated 'Now, what'n th%/ after? My apples?
~ His one tree of wizened cider-apples would hardly have
justifiedai aid. Hewatched every movement, hishead moving
backwardsand forwardslikeacat watchinga fly-catcher.

"They'm making them some tay. What the [and's coming
to | dunna know - the way folks drag their victuals out o'
doors, like a cat drags meat off a plate, and chaws 'em along
with the beadts that perish. 1'd like to throw another Bible
at that Stephen - wish it met grind him to powder according
to the good and gracious promise.’

‘Now then, you young chapd' said John, when tea was
over, 'let's see what you carl 4%0 with them ship.'



‘Be very careful, won't ‘e, Stephen? Deborah implored.

‘Rather!" He dug his hedls into the astonished Whitefoot
and was off, shouting like a madman. He and Joe galloped
over the hill, round the hill, up sheep-tracks, over heather,
whistling, shouting - Stephen lithe, Joe dogged - both en-
joying themselves mightily. They forgot their dislike of each
other in the comradeship of physical effort.

'Fetch up that owd ewe with the cough, 'oot, Stephen?
sang out Joe, and Stephen was off down a dope nearly as
steep as a roof. He was palpably the best rider. This an-
noyed Lily, especialy as he had not given her a single look
of admiration. Also there were the black marks registered
against Deborah on Saturday.

‘Dunna he look a handsome chap!" asked Deborah, with
clasped hands.

'Handsomeis as handsome does. I'm fair surprised at you
and him living in sin,' replied Lily. 'The Sepe folks say
therelll be a curse on you, and they dunna care to have
much to do with you.'

"They needna.' Deborah spoke with outer calm and inner
misery.

'And,' said Lily, annoyed by the cam, 'if we have chil-
dren, | shan't care for them to 'sociate with yours, cos
yoursll be baseborn.'

Mrs. Arden, who had been absorbed in pride of Joe's
horsemanship, was brought back to the spot by the last word
and by Deborah's low wail.

'Lily," she said, with her extraordinary acuteness for the
adversary's weak point, 'it's early to talk of your chillun yet,
afore even the morning sickness has begun! There, Deb,
dunna take on. He€ll marry you if you ask him, right
enough. Do it for the little uns sake, as may come!

‘Ki-i-i-i!" yelled Stephen in the distance, galloping to and
fro. Deborah thought what the sons of a man like Stephen
would be.

'‘Eh, what lads!' she said to herself, with radiant eyes.
*They shanna be shouted after by Lily's brats.'

She determined that, if she could, she would sacrifice
Stephen's views to these bright, wonderful visons that
glanced a her out of the future with his eyes.

John was counting the sheep, standing in the pen of iron
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hurdles with the woolly bodies round him, saying, There,
there!' when they came in panting after a long and nimble
chase.

'Only two short now,' he said.

A raucous voice was uplifted.

'‘Get off my land, Joe Arden, and you, Southern'ood! I'll
summons you for trespass, breaking fences, sheep-worrying,
sheep-stealing and cruelty to animals. And' (he glanced
balefully at Stephen) 'I'll summonsyoufor stealing my Bible.
Oh! you met laugh, you back-diding and perverse genera-
tion, you met laugh! But the Lord'll deal with you, as He's
dealing with me, one of these fine days, and you wunna like
it. Not as/ mind," he added hastily, 'for | am with Him as
His own familiar friend, and what | did is betwixt me and
Him; but you wunnalikeit, you young rapscallionwith your
kept 'ooman.'

'Get into your hole!' said Stephen, 'or I'll twist your
neck.'

'Man, man!'John interposed, ‘we'm getting in your sheep
for you. You're in the situation of one as is receiving a
favour,’ he added in amused explanation.

'I'm in the situation of wanting my farm and my pasture
and my flocksand my herds to mysdlf.'

And Eli undid the hurdles, letting al the sheep out.

'l be blowed!" said Joe.

‘Well, well, Eli! | thought to seeto their feet and ook over
‘em thorough for you - but as you will." John was somewhat
nettled. 'l thought they'd get straying,' he added.

'l like 'em to stray.'

'‘Arid get fut-rot.'

‘I like 'em to get fut-rot.'

‘And they met die, if they wunna seen to.

‘I like 'em to die.

He stood there, a ridiculous, squat old figure, and John
could have wept for him. Joe and Stephen only saw the
humour of it. They lay on the horses necks and roared,
helpless, Joe slapping his leg at intervals and Stephen im-
ploring him not to.

'It sets me off again, you fool!" he cried. 'Look at the
sheep!’

They were sedately returning whither they had been

150



brought with so much labour; even John was obliged to
laugh at the prim jauntiness of their departure.

‘Now," said Eli, 'you've had your bloody picnic. Get off
my land!'

He went back into the house and dammed the door.

'If | was you, Steve,' advised Joe, ill comradely, on
the way home, 'lI'd put soft ideas in me pocket, and get
married. It inna partic'lar pleasant to have Deb cdled a
kept 'ooman.'

'Oh, shut up!" said Stephen. But he pondered on it.

‘What puzzles me," continued Joe, whose strong point was
not tact, ‘is you doing such athing when you're a preacher.'

" I've given dl that up ages ago - afortnight ago,’ Stephen
replied.

'You're a bit of a quick-change artist, bain't you,
Stephen?

'Well, if | wasn't, life's so short that | should never get
anywhere. | suppose you don't want to, though?

‘Not particlar.'

‘Wdll, | do.'
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Chapter 30

ON the next Monday Deborah inaugurated her first wash-
ing-day. Stephen fixed a line for her between two of the
dead trees in the garden hedge.

Td liefer they came down, Stephen,' she demurred.

She found the views of them from the east - against the
sunset sky, and from the west - againgt the Devil's Chair,
equal ly depressing.

They seemed, with their boughs and trunks like bleached
bones - their loss of the elasticity of life - their cant away
from the Chair, to speak of some terrific happening up there.
So did the desolate acres of burnt heather, each bush
charred and left as a skeleton above the black-strewn
ground. There had been a great summer firehere, years ago;
the dry heather had been heated to a smouldering glow; a
spark had leapt up; the hill-top had been wrapped in flame.

There were some that scouted this explanation, and spoke
of voices - wordless shouts - the sound of feet that passed
and came again in the stillness of an August noon. They
said that the Chair shook in the heat-haze and a tongue of
flame leapt from it like a flung torch.

Stephen laughed when Deborah told him this; but it made
him dislike the charred dopes and the trees.

Til have 'em down when it's cooler,’ he reassured her;
‘they'll make good fuel.'

He came home to-day before Deborah had finished bring-
ing in the clothes. She was taking them from the line, rosy
and full of energy. He went and helped her. He thought as
he watched her gracious figure, with the white aﬁron flying
in the breeze, its bib sweetly rounded, that such necessary
work gave a woman beauty.

‘Isn't it soft, Deb, the way people think a bit of work's a
disgrace? he said.
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‘It's only poor feckless things that think it, surely. There's
nought like work for health, and good health's the flower,
inna it, Stephen?

'Yes. Enjoyed your wash?

'‘Aye, the first since we were -'

She was going to say ‘wed.'

The emotions of the past few days rushed to her lips.

'Eh, Stephen! Couldna you bring yourself to it?

'What?

'Wedding me’

‘I don't know.'

Y ou met put notions - not as I'm saying aught agenyour
notions - second.’

'‘Second to what?

She could not bring herself to speak of those visionary
boys. She must wait, she thought, until they were 'quiet
like.'

She felt that they must be comrades, in some mood of calm
communion, before she would have courage for that. To-
day he was too purely masculine; his eyes too openly ac-
claimed her a fair woman. .

'Second to me,' she said. But she had never thought less
of herself.

‘Who's been nasty to you?

Lily.'

'Damn Lily.'

‘But everybody's the same. No one's been to see us'

‘Good thing too.'

‘Only - wdl, mother's the same.’

'H'm.'

'‘And Joe'

‘Joe! what's he matter?

'Stephen, would you midike it al that much?

'Yes. | hate to be tied.

'‘But we're bound faster than books and rings can tie us.
It'd be no different to us. 1'm yours now, for certain sure.’

Before the sudden flame of masterful joy that her words
woke in his eyes she looked down.

‘Mine!l | don't need an old fool's mumbling to get the
woman | want - nor to keep her. Besdes, | hate to givein.
They'd think it was their doing.'
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'‘But it won't be. It'll be me'

He was in the mood to listen to her - a peculiar, uplifted
mood of which he was capable - a state known to people of a
certain calibre, such as the saint in his long fasts, the genius
in his timeless agonies of desire for unattainable beauty.
Stephen had been stern with himsalf during the past week,
and had suffered in proportion to his capacity for joy -
which was extraordinary. He was full of awhite exaltation,
and was ready - if the truth must out - for the next down-
ward plunge.

‘Well talk about it to-night,” he said.

'‘Beyou-'

‘Well?

‘| took that old rug away. The week's up, Stephen.’

In his gratitude to her for so easily forgiving him, his
young delight at the ending of his self-imposed hardship and
hisintensified passion for her, he whisperedjust before they
fell adeep -

‘Will you marry me, Deborah Arden?

'‘Aye, Stephen,' she murmured in a glow of happiness;
‘and thank you kindly, lad.'

Outside, the Chair reared itsef haughtily above the
cowering land. Around it, as the August night droveon, and
the mists stood in the plain to the tops of twenty-foot hedges
like water in deep bowls, rose and moved in silence impal p-
able tenebrae. They swept round it as if in a dark incanta-
tion, with beckoning arms and stealthy haste, passing across
the dim waste of burnt heather in lost eddies.

Deborah woke in a panic, dreaming of Stephen's face dis-
torted with anger as he flung a snapped wedding-ring at her
feet. He was deeping with his hand under his cheek, his
hair fluffy and damp, and an air of boyishness mingling with
traces of passion on hisface - alook that arousesin awoman
a storm of love, feminine, wifely, maternal.

She kissed him softly. Her evil dream had fled.

'Hullo, Deb!" He stretched with avigorous enjoyment that
made what she cadled 'a puzzle-garden' of the bedclothes.

'When am | to go and get that gold ring, Deb?

He had not changed his mind, then. Sheregoiced. It was
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summer in the land as yet; the year had not spent al her
maiden glory. Still there was gold in the fields - purple on
the hills. The apples flamed in little orchards. Deborah's
cheek fired with delight and content of the future. It never
occurred to her that it is not the generous, splendid moment
that wears on a nature like Stephen's, but the long, feature-
less months with no special credit or romance. She did not
know that the only thing that could hold such a man when
he was young and crude was the sense that nothing held him
except his own will; for restraint drives such natures mad,
arid they will beover every fence. Shedid not know therest-
lessness of his nature, the underlying melancholy that might
spring out at any moment when the glory was off the hills
and gone from thefields, when the largesse of the year had
been given and the hardness of winter had come. Then,
when the bloom was gone from hisfirst passion for her, and
she had given all she could, it would be her turn to dip into
the wells of his being for comfort and tenderness.

She did not know that under his new-found materialism
lurked a superstition more powerful than hers, because un-
plumbed by him. This was partialy the outcome of the
dark doctrines he had been taught as a child ; it was partly
inherited from a race that had come of the soil, as Deborah's
had; it was aso the primaeva instinct of the poet and the
savage, who find in rock and flower afearful alphabet. He
had no idea that this existed in him, and he had not the
conscious poet's safety-valve of expression.

It was impossible to say what would happen if this super-
gtition awoke before his mind had worked out its views of
time and eternity and his physical passon grown to cam
maturity.

Already, when the wind mewed in the chimney like a
great cat, and the early autumn storms trod the hill like
crazy giants, and the ebb-tide of colour set in while evenings
darkened, he would feel an unpleasant sense of vacancy and
egriness. At these times he felt a faint home-sickness for
lighted towns - a momentary irritability. It was so fleeting
that Deborah did not noticeit. She herselfrgjoiced in think-
ing of the long warm evenings when they would hear the
storm howling, and smile at one another in the cosy lamp-
light - shut in from dl storm, dl cold.
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"When'll those may-trees on the dopes get their leaves
again, Deb? They'renearly off,'he said sadly; 'l want to sec
themin flower.' ™

It met be June," said Deborah; 'the thorn blows late here
abouts.’



Chapter 31

ON Deborah's wedding day the wind raged over the vest,
rolling plain in the west - aplain utterly different from that
on the other side of the two ridges, which was flat except for
afew round hills between the rose-coloured turnip-fieldsand
the dinner of stubble and grass. But the smalest hills to the
agone love been striking featuresin an ordinary coun-
been given were chasms, the flattest lands a switch-
when the bloom hed away, broken by sudden mountainous
she had given all sermy green sea, where the ridges were
the wells of hisbewoodas black froth. In the centre of the
She did not know blue with distance, fronting the Devil's
lurked a superstition of a riva potentate, was Gader Idris;
plumbed by him. Thuntains like cones, like clenched fists,
dark doctrines he hadessesand crouching beasts. Above was
inherited from arace the of shredded cloud, massed here and
had; it was aso thepricesheep, but mostly strewn like dove-
savage, who find in rock eathers till the ky looked like the
had o idea that this exi
conscious poet'ssafety-valueand much farther from the men-
Itwasimpossibletosay of Lostwithinclungtotlrebsopelope
gtition awoke before his mrenacity; the cottagea cloed like
tume aneneterrgteraiy hiand, hhktsﬁ I&edli huge landdib
e

maturity.  alked ~ aong | whereashere

Already, when the wind mugh for a
great cat, and the early autu. arI{every
crazy riants, and the ebb-tide of caf the seasaer faceslike gar-

dar dead hewould feel anunpleanthense of with unthink-
able a times he felt a faint homless the hill to
thetopoi  amomentary irritability. 1t ' Mrs. Arden.
Thehill wasid not noticeit. Sheherselfreght,and atide of
foxglovesrolledwarmevenings when theylikearterial blood.

_ andsmile at one another i
In the inter om al storm, dl cold.of purple shadow,
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acres wide, raced across the country. The wind raved,
plucked at Deborah's hair and dress, tore at her arm which
was linked in Stephen's.

'Hold me tight, 'oot, Stephen!" she cried, standing with
her white dress wrapped tightly round her by the wind.

He thought her adorable.

‘I will that!" he replied. 'Now and aways.

He held her so closdly that she could scarcely breathe.
Thgy picked the foxgloves - a strange, elfish bouquet for a
bride, with their gapirslﬁ mouths and spotted lips and the
gueer nodding of the shut buds.

'What a strong scent they have,' said Stephen, as they
passed on; 'deepy, somehow.'

He was curiously senstive to dl scents. It was true that
Ithere was something anaesthetic init. 1t was amost maevo-
ent.

They turned south.

'‘Mother'll be right pleased with them,' said Deborah, 'and
with our tidings.

At Slepe the vicar was waiting - beaming, benevolent,
ready to let the past fortnight be a bygone now that they had
done as they should.

‘Well, Southernwood," he said, shaking hands cordidly;
'olad you've come. You won't regret it, my lad.

Stephen was bored. Comment on any action of his an-
noyed him.

When they were married, the vicar patted Deborah's
?ou(!icli_er. He had christened her and prepared her for con-

irm

'‘God you, Mrs. Southernwood,' he whispered. De-
borah'sheart sang. She had followed every word of the ser-
vice with thrills of joy. Stephen had yawned, watched the
flies in the east window awned again, rumpled hishairin a
way he had when his mind was not sufficiently occupied,
and made the responses condescendingly. e did not
notice it. She looked up at his sunburnt face, just thin
enough for its firm contours to bevisible, and she was wrapt
in blessedness.

They took the path for Upper Leasowes. In an ash at the
foot of the hills swallows Wer% ustering for departure, with



small cries and short, excited flights, and much preening of
underwings, and' low singing in the intervals of sunshine.
As they climbed up to the Ardens cottage, Stephen was
fighting against a sense of extreme flatness; hefelt even more
irritable, more overwhelmed with bathos, than he had done
when he went out to the shippen. It was to his credit that he
tired not to let Deborah know.

They crept up to the door stedthily, flung it open and
rushed in. Mrs. Arden shrieked. Shewas makingjam in her
working dress - print, with a large black apron, and one of
Joe's caps rakishly pinned on her grey hair.

‘Laws me! What'm you doing away from work, Stephen?

'Getting married.'

She sat down on the chair on which she had previousy
placed her wimberries, amid pedls of laughter.

‘Well, well, dear sakes! | be glad. Not but what you'd
ought to have done it a bright bit ago, Stephen.’

It irritated Stephen to be treated like a naughty but for-
given boy, when he wanted to feel like the grandiloquent
hero of a drama

'It's nothing to do with me,' he said. 'Deborah wanted it.'

'For sure she did and quite right, too, and I'm glad you've
done it in such good time.'

'‘Good time for what, Mrs. Arden?

‘Never you mind, my lad. But you met be caling me
mother ifyou'veamind, seeing asyouV e doneasyou should.'

She wiped her eyes in a great fluster, looking, as she
emerged from the basket of wirnberries, like a stout Bac-
chanal.

‘John! John! Wherever is the man? Never about when
he's wanted, and under my feet, like the chickens, day in,
day out, when he inna. John!'

‘Coming, coming!" replied a muffled voice from the wood-
house.

'‘Didna | tell you, John, when you made such a Bob's-a
dying about these two, as it'd be dl right? Well - it be.
They're better-for-worsed as nice as nice, and they're man
and wife for none to put asunder.'

The irrevocability, thus emphasized, irked Stephen. He
gtirred Rover with his foot, and frowned.

‘Well, mother,’ said John, 'l didna think it was me that
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made the fuss, but I'm pleased that you're pleased, and I'll
wish 'em both dl good.’” He smiled a them.

'‘And now, what about a bit of dinner, mother? They'll be
clemmed.’

As they were finishing dinner, Eli knocked. He presented
a letter to Mrs. Ardcn with a scowl.

'‘Who's it from? she asked.

'Me. You needna think it's a merrymaking nor yet a tea
as you're invited to in that. It's nothing like them things -
of the earth, earthy.'

‘Well, Eli, what isit then? asked John, coming to the door
and leaning against the post, pipe in mouth.

‘I's me,' said Eli, 'the miserable sinner as you see afore
you - but not such a sinner as some | could name.'

He placed one eye very close to the crack of the door, and
watched Stephen as he surreptitiously kissed Deborah.

'An evil and adulterous generation - | see yer, Southern-
‘ood. Where's my Bible?

'Maybe you'd like to know, Eli," said Mrs. Arden stiffly,
‘as they're married, right and proper.'

"The words of the wise,' said Eli, 'that's to say, of me, have
shown 'em the error of their ways.'

'Nothing of the sort, you old Jack-in-the-box,' muttered
Stephen.

Eli's appreciation was a very bitter draught. He stood for
everything that Stephen hated and feared.

'You met as well come aong to chapel on Harvest
Thanksgiving day - three prompt - and get saved, South-
ern‘ood,’ said Eli patronizingly. 'l be going to preach, very
specid.’

'What about?

'‘Never you mind. You come, you and the woman God's
give you.'

Eli looked a Deborah as if he thought the gift of doubtful
worth.

Stephen felt very emphaticaly that he had obtained
Deborah by his own persona efforts. He got up.

‘Well, we must be off, Deb.'

'Good evening, sinner!' said Eli. 'Be you going through
Sepe?
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Yes, we can. : o

'Well, you can take this here invitation to Joe and that
darter of mine. It'll save me, and get some of the lust of
youth out of you.'
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Chapter 32

As they neared the cottage a Sepe in the early evening,
under a sky of ink and gold, the sound of Lily's raised voice
and hysterical sobbing came through the window.

'| shall keep it. | told the man | would - and pay two
shillings a month.'

‘It's to go back, straight,’ replied Jo€'s voice obstinately.

‘I worftV screamed Lily. 'lIt's a lovely locket, and dirt
cheap. | was going to put some of your nasty black hair in
it-'

Tack it up! Lockets - on sixteen shilling a week?

Lily broke out crying afresh.

Deborah hurriedly knocked.

There was a startled silence. Then Joe appeared at the
door, very dour and perspiring.

'‘Being as you've come,' he said, 'you met take a parcel for
me to the post. Lily, bring that locket down when you
come.'

‘Joe, we thought we'd come and tell you as wem mar-
ried, said Deborah.

'You don't say! Wall, Stephen, | think the better on you.
| do that, marriage - aye, a grand thing.'

Joe caught a smile on Stephen's face, which had a
clenched look. He stopped, wondering how much of their
quarrel had been overheard. There was another slence.

Deborah produced Eli's letter.

‘Well, he isafunny old bird,’ said Joe, opening the letter
as he would open a poultry basket full of hens.

' "Eli Huntbatch has pleasure in announcing” (is he hav-
ing asde, Stephen?) "asheintendsto speak at three prompt,
Sunday, on Sin. His own in especid. The Lord wishes you
to attend!™ *

The old fool's mad,’ said Stephen.

Atthismoment Lily came down. Shewore agreen blouse,
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made low in the neck, and in the opening hung a locket
made of a large imitation emerald. The brightness of the
green glass set off her delicate complexion, and she was
rather flushed from crying. Stephen looked at her with
quite a spark of admiration and a sense of sympathy; for
he, too, loved bright things - the glimmer on the surface of
life. But he loved them because they concealed the black
depi;[hs below; Lily loved them because they were dl in dl
to her.

‘They'm come to say as they're married,’ said Joe - ad-
dressing the alarm clock, it seemed.

Lily was taken aback, put out. She had aways felt and
seemed so very righteous since Deborah's departure with
Stephen. Now she had no such pleasure. It was scarcely
worth while having children, she reflected, if they would
have no advantage over Deborah's. For (she |ooked admir-
ingly at Stephen, disparagingly at Joe) 'if mine take after
their father, they will be plain-featured,’ she said to herself.

'Well, Deb, I'm sure I'm glad to hear it,' she said. There
couldna be any blessing without the holy estate, could
there? She looked at Joe again. 'The swest's made streaks
down your black face, Joe." Her voice was like aknife. 'If
you don't wash for your wife, you met for company.'

Joe departed to the wash-house, not, apparently, over-
weighted with the blessings of the holy estate. Presently he
put his head in.

'‘Come and see the pig, 'oot? he asked Stephen in a non-
committal manner.

They sat down on the bench where Joe cleaned the boots,
a the other side of the cottage from the parlour window.

'‘Gome and I'll show you my lace collar,’ said Lily, when
'gé%men had gone. They went upstairs and sat down on the

Deborah admired the collar; she was feeling pitiful to-
wards Lily, because of her tear-flushed face and the small-
ness of her joys and sorrows. It seemed to her that Lily,
whether safely married or guiltily unmarried, was cut out
for small failures in love. She wondered why. _

'I'd pack up this locket, if | was you, Lil,’ she advised.

'Oh, you was listening, then!" Lily was bitter.

I couldna help it, Lil.
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'H'm! Wadl, | want it. I'm fond on it.

'‘But you're fonder of Joe. Poor Joe! Youd liefer please
him than have bits of jewellery.’

'‘Hush! Hark at 'em down there!l'

From under the window came Stephen's voice -

‘I thought, if you'd care for a bit of a loan, Joe, and sur-
prise her -?

‘No. Thank ‘'ee kindly, Steve!

‘Jewellery's a lot to women,' said Stephen, out of the
depth of his experience among the young ladies of Silverton.

‘It shouldna be more than their chap. It inna to Deb, |
swear, and yet you're getting good money.'

'Well, then -

'No, Steve. It'srightkind onyou, but shemun learn to do
on what | get. If she canna now, what about when the little
'uns come?

'Good Lord, man, you're not thinking of kids already!’

Stephen's voice was full of surprised amusement.

‘Aye.’

‘Well, I'll be blowed!"

'l calc'lated it dl up afore | axed Lil," said Joe, 'of course.
Who ese would, if | didna?

'‘Calculated what?

‘Wages and insurance and how many kids | thought to
have.'

‘And," said Stephen, with the unevenness of laughter in
his tone, ‘'what's the reckoning?

'SIX.'

'What?

'‘Wdll, it's a good middling number. How many d'you
want yourself?

‘O Lord! - none!’

Stephen desired to be exactly the opposite of Joe, and was
much too amused to be serious.

'‘But why do you want sx, man? he continued.

To do my duty.'

‘Who to?

'King and country.'

'‘And Lily?

'Lily mun do hers!

‘But, Joe, sad Stephen, who already possessed a few
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giidities of a lover; 'but, Jog, |1 should have thought you'd
want to make Lily happy.'

'Eh? chillun's what makes women happy. And is it the
first thing you think on, day in, day out, making Deb
happy?

'l try to'

'Oh, well, as | said, you're a quick-change artist - al one
thing one minute, and all summat ese the next. | plods on
the same. The girls we've married must take us as they find
us.'

So they groped, like two half-blind men, among the great
ripe orchards of life, picking up only such apples as they fell
over - Stephen picking up most, because he stumbled
oftenest.

Upstairs the two girls gazed out of the window at the
ebony clouds, solid, crendllated, cut into curious capes and
peninsulas, like huge maps of unknown lands. They elabor-
ately avoided looking at one another.

'Six!" whispered Lily, and she fidgeted so feverishly with
the locket that she broke the clasp.

"You're lucky, Deb! Your Stephen's worth a hundred of
Joe!'

'‘None!' thought Deborah, and a mist came over her. Also
she had a vague sense of something being out of joint in that
Stephen should talk to another man - to anyone but herself
- in this way.

'Fancy him wanting to give me the locket!" Lily said.
Present joy, pleased vanity, curiosity as to whether Deborah
would be jealous, ebowed away the shadow of the future.

Deborah was notjealous. Stephen loved her, she thought.
Soul and body, they were dl each other's. To her the fact
that Stephen had asked and taken dl that she had to give -
spiritual and physical - was the absolute proof that he loved
her. And if he loved her, he felt to her as she did to him.
Anything, therefore, that he might do or be to others was
charity. Could her perfect peace have been shaken, and a
doubt dwelt in her, ill there would have been nojealousy,
for, if she had doubted his love, she would simply have re-
sgned dl claim on him, become nothing to him. Lily could
not understand her.

'I hope Jo€lll let him," Deborah said.
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‘Joes that busy doing his duty to a man as never so much
as saw his soft face, that he's got no time to think of me,' said
Lily, with acidity. 'If he dunna give me hits of things, who
will? 1'D only be young once. I'll only be pretty for a bit,
and wanting to enjoy myself- but the wold country asJoe's
S0 set on, it's always the same.' She clenched her hands. 'l
hate it!" she cried; 'them old trees and the hills asll bejust as
blue-coloured when | be dead.'

‘There, there, Lil!' said Deborah. 'Joe dunna redly care
for them things more than he does for you; it'sjust men's
dlly way of talking,” she added, dismissing with maternal
amusement the whole school of masculinity summed up in -

1 could not love thee, dear, so much' . . .

'Hark!" said Lily.

I wonder where those girls are,’ came Stephen's voice.
He had an uneasy intuition.

'In the parlour, where we left them.'

That they should exhibit initiative was evidently not in
Joe's mind.

'Let's go and see!

Upstairs there was amoth-Jike flutter; downstairs a heavy
crunching of gravel. In the parlour, when Joe and Stephen
entered, sat two exemplary wives, deep in the perusal of
Lily's new cookery-book.
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Chapter 33

As Deborah and Stephen walked home in an increasin
tumult ofwind, under clouds likefroth in atide-race of blac
water, Deborah waited for him to tell her of his tak with
Joe. She meant to confess her unintentiona eavesdropping,
and she thought how amused Stephen would be. She won-
dered if Stephen would tell her that he only said 'none' for
the sake of differing from Joe. She thought how swest it
would be to spesk softly about the future - to know each
other's mind to the depths.

But Stephen said nothing. He had forgotten dl about it.
Had he remembered he would have thought it rather an
improper subject upon which to enter with her. In the
society he had known it was not considered decent to talk to
awoman about any of the physical necessities of life except
edting. A woman who was to give herself to a man and bear
his children was not consulted in either matter. A tacit
understanding was the nearest approach alowed.

Stephen walked on moodily. He was thinking how dull
the country was getting, how forlorn. For the colours were
withdrawi 2? with what seemed to him the terrible leisurdli-
ness of fatality. They would soon be gone as the willow-
wrens were gone from the woods below Lostwithin, as the
cuckoos had Tong been gone from hill and field. The density
was gone from the shadows; scent dwindled daily; the stars
were like scimitars instead of silver flowers.

As they reached the hill-top a late mountain moth wan-
dered vaguely over the heather - shining whitely here, for,
from some accident of sail, it was never purple, but of a
bleached pallor, for acres round the Chair.  When they
stood a moment by Cranberry Rock, which was like a lesser
throne for some dignitary, an owl cried with its long, laugh-
iS‘ng shudder from the ragged holly spinney down the southern

ope.
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‘It's saying - "What als you?' ' sad Deborah.

'What a vile bird it is- and what a shake it puts on
"ails' ' sad Stephen, ‘like the stop on the harmonium.
Autumn's beastly. When | was going to work yesterday |
saw aregular gang of swallows in an ash, getting ready to go.
All the corn'll be in before long too, and the heather dead.'
'‘Aye. But theturn o' the year'll come agen afore we know
it

‘Not for nearly haf ayear. We might be dead before it.'

'Oh, Stephen!’

‘Well, we might. It's just luck. How do we know, if
there's nobody to look after us? We might be like frozen
bees any day - not a bit of us left except a carcase for the
mixen.'

It was the outermost fringe of his hidden grief; the pity of
it was that he only showed her the fringe. He was afraid to
look at the thing himself, and so it was like a beast behind
undergrowth. He did not regard her as a being who might
have helped him. She was the weaker - he her protector. A
deep reciprocity of sympathy and strength between lovers
had never occurred to him. With a mixture of cowardice
before the problems of immensity and mistaken manliness
towards Deborah he crushed down dl his questionings,
fears, horrors, and was silent.

'Oh, Stephen!" said Deborah now; 'l be sorry you fed
that - but we mun hope things is better'n that for us. I'm
thinking there's good beyond it dl.

She had not made herself a philosophy; she had lived in
such simplicity that it had not occurred to her. Now, faced
for the first time by a grief that her love told her needed
comfort, she searched in the recesses of her being and found
this intuition there like a rosy flower.

But to Stephen - used to people who said much and
meant little - her words seemed cold, conventional, empty.
He said no more.

The heather screeched, the rocks moaned and whined as
the wind probed their crevices. The Chair was obscured at
intervals by low, driving clouds.

‘Don't let's go nearer to it than we can help,’ said Stephen,
it's so beastly." He laughed constrainedly.

They went by a smaller path lower down.

168



'When I'm feared of it,’ sad Deborah, 'l think of Wilder-
hope and the Flockmaster. | dreamt | saw him standing by
a white cross- by the signpost - with a lamb in his arms;
and his face was your face.'

'Mine?

‘Aye. Only terrible sorrowful-like.'

'Hope tggvdream won't come true, then. Who's he sup-

to be~

'I don't know. Father learnt me the tale. He said it meant
as there was love about, going to-and-ﬁen in spite of Devil's
Chairs and dl. And he said' - Deborah puckered her brow
in thought, as she put back long blown ends of her hair - 'he
sad there were plenty of little crosses in the world, as some
folk took to be only posts, but they were crosses sure enough,
and love hanging on 'em - "for ever martyred and for ever
gladsome” - that's his very words.' _

'Oh!  Christianity-talk. | can do that myself- could until
| chucked it

‘No. Not chggel nor church Christianity. Just home-
brewed," sad Deborah. 'l alus seemed to believe in them
things, when | was in chapel, like you believe in flowersin
winter. But when father talked of 'em, | knew 'em. It was
gl;l?edcqwshps in your hand. Keys of heaven, cowdips be

‘A pretty name.'

‘Aye.’

'Shall we go after cowdips together, Deb? Next June?

‘Aye.'

'‘And now let's go in and light the fire and the lamp
gtnd rc]ook a bit of supper and play something lively." sad

ephen.

He was determined not to think, since thought opened the
door to such horror. What if there had never been a grain of
truth in any creed, and everything - dl the beauty, the

oodness, the effort, the achievement - were purposeless as
ust in the wind, fortuitous, annihilated now, to-morrow or
in an aeon? What if he were no more than the moth, flicker-
ing for amoment in imbecile activity on the bleak mountain
in the cold night wind? Such thoughts, like chained blood-
hounds, awoke often unexpectedly, and lifted their voices
howling for his soul. What if one broke loose? What if it
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followed with irresistible, unswerving pace till he was in its
grip?

He shuddered. He knew that then joy would be dead.
Andjoy was air and water to him. He clenched his hands.
They should not get loose. He piled on wood and made a
roaring fire, made toast, pulled Deborah on to his knee, and
made love to her in his own inimitable way, with his eager
face and eyes full of vitality, his mouth - which could be
grim or tortured - now pleasant with laughter.

The idea of going in among those kennelled hounds of
thought, braving them, and either being consumed by them
or taming them, never occurred to him. If it had, the idea
would not have appealed to him; for he had physical, not
moral courage.

They sat in the fire glow, ringed in an impalpable peace
and joy until the glow should fade.

'Oh! | say, Deb! | made you something coming from work
yesterday.'

Hefelt in an inner pocket and pulled out along chain of
scarlet beads.

'Rose-berries! And on a string and all!'

He put it over her head. She laughed with pleasure. The
berry-colour was repeated in fainter tints in her cheeks; her
eyes shone.

The long necklace hung down over her dress like arosary.

‘Now, out with the hairping!’ said Stephen.

'Oh, you're alus doing that!

'Y ou're dways looking so pretty! There! My word, Deb,
you are ripping.'

Deborah took courage from this.

‘What did you and Joe tak about? she asked.

'His beastly pig.'

‘What ese?

‘Nothing.'

'Eh, Stephen, what a fib!"

‘A fib? How?

She shook her hair over her face.

laughter.
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'Did Lily hear old Jogs programme?

‘Aye.

‘V\/)Flat a lark!

‘Not for Lily.'

'H'm. No. | dare say not,

'Stg)hen!'

'Well? o

It wasn't only Joe that said things. o

'Did | put my foot in it too? Well? Out with it

She was slent. He remembered suddenly, and was
embarrassed.

‘That? | had to say something. He was so solemn.'

'You said it to aggravate Joe?

'‘Partly. But don't let's fag about it. It seems a funny
thing to talk to you about.'

'Who dse 0 right? o

In her question was the sense of injury that she felt be-
cause he talked to Joe with afrankness he had not shown to
her. She sat with thefirelight flitting over her, wistful, with
thelit look which came from within, and which would have
singled her out of a roomful of women for aman'slove. Yet
the essence of her being, the unique thing which caused that
look was what he least understood in her.

'Who els2? she asked again with more insistence. Pride
conquered her girlish shyness. He did not answer; he was
looking at her with a return of his first passion.

'Who ese should you talk of your children to but the
‘ooman asll bear them? she said, and her voice shook with
sorrowful indignation. 'Who ese should you tell your
wishes to, and your sorrows and |looking-forward, and the
way you midlike the wind, nights? (and that | know aong
of you covering your ears). You dunnatell me any of them.’

She stood looking down at him with a dignity seldom
found in civilization - amost dways among savage tribes.

'Oh, damn!' cried Stephen, springing up, so that her
height diminished; 'd'you suppose | can talk to you when
you look like that? Give us a kiss, Deb!'

'Eh, dear!" Deborah shivered suddenly. 'There's a thorn
in your necklace, Stephen!'
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Chapter 34

A WEEK later a sudden hard frost blackened the geraniums
in the garden. Stephen detested the look of them. He
found this enforced intimacy with every mood of Nature,
this impossibility of getting awa% from stark redlities, ver
wearing after living in atown. He did not realize that half
the content of his past town life was owing to his unawak-
ened state. _

A town to him now would be little more restful than the
wilds. Reality was after him; go where he would he was its
quarry, because of the greatness in him. There are some
who, like the white hart in old Welsh tales, are for ever
hunted while small game goesfree. If he had escaped from
the logt, vindictive cries of the storm, the starved garden,
the neutral colours, the heavy pressure of the huﬁe night on
his heart, with its mute ‘whither? he would still have had
to face plaintive cries from dark houses, tormented faces in
the street, the dumb terror of animals driven to slaughter.
He did not know this. He put the blame for his keener
vision, his new, unwelcome capacity for acting as a receiver
for these messages out of hidden mysteries, upon the gaunt
horizon, the huge knife-like ridge on which he lived, and
the opposite ridge that broadened into mountain plains,
shadowy in the early autumn mornings as the fleeces of
cloud that swept over them. Lesser men dwell in impreg-
nable castles ot content in the most lonely, the most popu-
lous places. Greater men set forth on quests against al the
agony and mystery of life, and win their peace or go into a
madhouse. But Stephen was too clear-sighted for the first,
too much the bondsman of joy for the second. Therefore he
lived at present in vivid sunshine - like a butterfly between
two night-frosts, a poet between two portents.

Every day the reaches of plain, the ridges and rock-
masses, the glittering spar and the men that tore it from its
bed with such reckless exp(i?ghture of their little share of



fife, were more hateful to him. The woods that he went
through on hisway to work grew spectral, cold mist swirled
there; dead leaves hung on the boughs like rows of weasdls
and magpies before a keepers house. A cold presence
moved among the sad perspectives of the larch and oak
boles, sinister, inimica to joy, the Dark Keeper went his
rounds - strangling life, hanging the shrivelled corpse of
beauty in the bleak air derisively. Stephen felt his presence;
saw his snares laid for men; began to feel that al humanity
was but a poor line of rotting leaves and blackening corpses
before the hollow house of death.

Oneday, as hewalked in agloomy reverie, asudden noise
behind him made him start. He looked back; there in
driven, protesting, panic-stricken hosts came al the leaves
of the summer - al the tongues that made soft music night
and day, dl the silken curtains under which pigeons had
crooned, over which rain had dipped laughing. They came
like adriven sandstorm, some ayard or more high, swirling
in the eddying wind, others in a thick mass low down.
They came round him - hitting him as terrified birds hit a
window; patting, stroking him, till he felt as if he were
fingered by corpses. Their stiff helplessness horrified him.
They passed on in afrenzy of nothingness, fecklesswith the
coming of corruption.

‘Damned things!" he muttered. ‘I won't come this way
again.'

Fear crept over him as he reflected that he, Stephen
Southernwood, the strong and happy, was afraid of dead
leaves. He thought his sanity must be threatened. The
hollow scraping sound of a fresh company of leaves swelled
behind him. He ran uphill to the end of the wood.

Helooked through thegathering dusk towardsthe cottage,
and saw the one window red as a poppy. She was there
waiting for him; shewould not fail him. Only he could not
tell her. He laughed unsteadily.

'‘Blessed if a chap could tell a woman he was in a funk
at some dead leaves!'

Night by night he came home a little sooner, was a little
more flushed with haste.

All day long the picture of the red-curtained kitchen with
the round table set for tea, the steaming kettle, and Deborah
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- neat and bright in her new berry-coloured dress - making
tea, were to his mind what the Sacrament is to a Christian.
The evenings were happy times, radiant as those last
autumn days when the spendthrift gold shines with the
strange intense lustre of fleeting things.

Only in his passion for her could he for%et everything -
even the predatory whine of the wind. He felt immune as
agod whilein itsaura. Should she fail him, he thought one
_nigi?t when the storm shook the cottage and she lay adeep
inhis arms, he would be a beggar - a prey for every despair.
He wished more and more as September dipped by that he
had never taken the cottage. The whole countryside was
acquiring in his eyes something portentous, apocalyptic.
Por the personality of a man reacting upon the spirit of a
place produces something which is neither the man nor the
place, but fiercer or more beautiful than either. This third
entity, born of the union, becomes a power and a haunting
Eresence- non-human, non-material. For the mind that

elped to create it once, it dominates the place of its birth
for ever. Hence carne the troops of mediagval saints and
devils. Hence came folk-plays, nature poems, sonatas - the
heights of vision, the depths of melancholy.

Stephen could have made these ridges and valleys im-
mutable in lyrics or egiacs, painted them in radiant atmos-
pheres, liquefied them in symphonies. But he had not the
technical trai nir;g for any ofthese. He only had the capacity
for pain. He had not the safeguard of expression.

'Deb/ he said one day, when thefirst light snow powdered
the dawn-cold hills, ‘couldn't we go away somewhere? | do
hate this place.

'Go away? Oh, Stephen!’

She had no key to his state of mind. He had told her
n.othing of his fedings. It seemed to her simply a freak.
a”'But thework? And it's so scarce, and winter coming arid

Il

She did riot want to move, to disturb the warmth and
peace of their home. Doubts, fancies, wonder had come
upon her lately. She wanted to be anchored here, in the
hills of home, near her father.

'You brought me here, Stephen,’ she said pleadingly.
'Dunna root me up agen.'
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He said no more. Every day he pulled his collar up,
shrugged his shoulders and set his mind to endurance of
things so impal pable that he could not express them evento
himself- but none the less red for that. He forced himself
into some of the moral courage he lacked. His personality
grew. The men felt his presence more, though he said less,

Towards the end of the month was the harvest thanks-
giving in Wood's End Chapd - the day of Eli's extra-
ordinary invitation. Deborah wanted to go.

She saw less of her father now, for ways had grown almost
impassable. The homely associations of the harvest service
and the tea- never missed from childhood - made her
anxious to be there, if Stephen would go.

'Would you mislike going, Stephen? she asked longingly.

Any festivity, anything that meant light, colour, human
merriment, appealed to Stephen; it helped to keep the other
thingfs a bay.

‘All right, I'll come. I'll make you a new berry necklace,
too," he promised, his spirits rising. "All the fellows will be
jealous, and Lily will be green with envy.'

‘Why?

‘Jealous of your prettiness.'

He had summed up Lily in a way that would have
surprised her.

‘It's a goodish walk,' said Deborah, wondering if she
could manage it, for she had felt tired lately.

'Oh, nothing to people like you arid me, Deb! Lazy girl!
Suppose you want me to hire a trap, h'm?

'‘Oh no, Stephen! | can walk right enow.'

She was troubled, none the less, at finding that when she
went to meet him in the eveni ngs (which he had asked her
to do after the dead leaf episode), she flagged, and could
not keep up with his stride.

Til go and see old Nancy Corra,' she reflected. 'Shelll
give me summat to take off the sick feeling and the tired-
ness. She's got stuff for ‘'most ever?/thi ng.'

She dso thought that Nancy could give an authoritative
opinion on the suspicions, fears and hopes that had pos
sesed her lately.

'She'll be at the tea, Sunday; | met fix a day to go then/
Deborah decided.
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Chapter 35

NANCY CORRA wes adways to the fore in camp meetings,
revivals, services where conversons took place, and tess.
She lived at a hamlet half-way down the ridge, at some
distance from Lostwithin, caled the Clays. Huge heaps of
lead refuse rose in unwholesome whiteness, like mounds of
rather dirty sugar, round the deserted mines. Grey water
trickled stedthily between them. Somewhere here the
Romans mined for lead.

'Wold ancient mines they be' Nancy would say, 'and a
vast of lead's been took from ‘cm, time and agen.”

Her small cottage stood among the white mounds, with
a strip of garden at the back where she %ew hey g_arbs'
Here were horehound, tansy, pennyroyal, balm o> Gilead,
al-hed, malow and a hundred more. She had trouble
with them, for the soil did not suit many. She would plod
up into the larch-woods with an old bucket and shovel and
bring back leaf-mould for them; and tré?/ survived, though
their leaves were often strangely spotted.

‘There be a curse on the place,' people would say as they

d at dusk, and they would shiver and hurry on. It

certainly had an unkempt air, and the house awary secrecy.
Nothing could be brought against Nancy, yet the police in
the neighbouring villages eyed her unfavourably, and now
and then one would watch her house. That is to say, he
would, with much trampling and clambering, hide in the
deserted engine-house and go to deep there. He was
watched in his advent and departure by a satiric Nancy.

'Wise as sarpents they am to theirsalves, and harmless as
doves they be," was her comment on the police force. She
knew that her secrets - secrets that might possibly have cost
her life and certainly would have gained her severa years
in prison - were safe. Yet they were spread over the
countryside, in the keepi ngl% gipses, wives of labourers,



barmaids at small taverns on untravelled roads, women
who tramped, pedlars and unmarried girls of dl classes.
Her unacknowledged patients were few. Her acknowledged
patients - old folks with rheumatism, rickety children, field
workers with a gashed hand or a whitlow, drunkards' wives
with bodies covered with bruises - she prescribed for with
surprising efficiency; her cures were simple, often drastic,
usualy very sensble. But her rea patients - those who
made her income - came in the evening, closdy shawled.
They crept up to her shut door and curtained windows
through the colewort and butterbur at the foot of the gaunt
mounds, when they were terrible with inky shadows. They
would tap the window, and the door would open softly,
revealing old Nancy's extraordinary figure. She wore her
thick, grey hair hanging to her shoulders, cut square like
Raphagl's portrait of himsdf, and she scratched it with
suspicious frequency. Under this thatch her aquiline nose,
lead-coloured cheeks and cunning mouth were unpleasant;
but when she looked up suddenly at people they started
with surprise at her beautiful eyes. How such eyes came to
light such a facewas a mystery - one of the curiousinstances
of compensation which make optimists of people who see
life as awhole. They were Cymric eyes - kin to the Gadlic,
but less merry, less melancholy. Keen, far-seeing, myster-
ious, sardonic, they were of a clear periwinkle grey, with
lashes that seemed as long and dark on the lower as on the
Uﬁpel’ lid. They seemed too large, too lustrous, for her face.
They were spacious enough for the wistfulness of a saint.

'Eh, Nancy Gorra, if you'd give me your eyes, hed marry
me to-morrow," she was told sometimes.

Mrs. Arden, if anyone spoke of Nancy in her presence,
flew into a rage.

‘Eyes Ae?/e, shem got eyes. Got ‘em off the devil down
the wych-elm spinney in among the dead-men's-fingers!'
she would say. There was a deadly feud between them.
Yet their professions did not clash. Nancy was never cdled
in by Mrs. Arden's casss. 'Sheld oerlook the child,' the
women said. Most people shared Mrs. Arden's belief that
NanC){] had gained her mysterious knowledge from the devil.
Whether, in her interference with natural laws, Nancy did
unmixed evil, or whether she helped to right the balance of
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punishment between the sexes for the sin of 'going too far,*
was a puzzling question. But it was quite clear that she was
in_hersdf an arrant hypocrite.

Deborah knew of the feud between Nancy and her
mother, but Nancy lived near and had won quite a reputa-
tion by her cures of smal ailments; dso it was a long wav
to a doctor in Silverton.
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Chapter 36

THE harvest thanksgiving day was clear and mellow. Under
thelow grey sky the rooks went cawing to the stubble fields;
blackberries were ripe; and in the quiet woods Deborah and
Stephen saw the bird-cherries flaming with red leaves, and
witan-trees burning with scarlet berries. The purple had
nearly gone from the plateau round the signpost; but the
wimberry leaves were of an intensely bright red. They
came to the chapel dowly, for Deborah was tired and leant
on Stephen's arm. She wore her berry-coloured dress and
the necklace. Within, the chapel was decorated with corn
and wild apples, heaps of fruit, yellow fern and nuts. Eli
had sent a quantity of which was thought very gener-
ous until a decorator broke one. Mrs. Arden had Sent her
usua giant loaf, and Mr. Shakeshaft his usua miniature
haystack, made by himsdf, Joe and the farm boy.

eborah and Stephen met a fire of critical observation,
for they were romantic, wicked, repentant and well-
favoured dl at once.

Mrs. Arden, in a flutter of excitement - for she was to
officiate as a pourer at the head of atable, and she wore the
famous gown - beckoned them to sit by hersdf and John.
Then Joe and Lily came in, Joe very red and smiling, Lily
self-possessed. Eli, sitting at the top of the chapel, surveyed
them al inimically. .

Lucy Thruckton entered, and the two young brides sur-
veyed her, the one with pity, the other with scorn. Deborah
noticed that Nancy was there, very splendid in a tartan
blouse. Lily managed to St between Joe and Stephen, and
observed Stephen's keen profile and dim, muscular hand
with much approval. Stephen was remembering the last
time he was here, how glibly he talked of death, how abso-
lutely impenetrable he was then to the reality of it. He
dared at Eli in order not to think, and Eli stared back at
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him unblinkingly. Joe was answering various winks and
nods of young men friends in kind, Lily was looking satir-
icaly at Lucy, who appeared in her balloon-like white dress
like a cow in mudin.

In the hymns - which depressed Stephen because they
were dl about harvest being over and the final harvest of
death - Joe boomed like a foghorn, and Nancy, who had an
extraordinarily metallic and powerful voice, annoyed Mrs.
Arden extremely, and reminded Deborah of her coming
interview. John looked round them &l with his usua bene-
volence, and Eli rasped with fervour -

‘Whatever, Lord, | lend to Thee
Repaid a thousandfold will be,
Therefore | lend my all to Thed!'

It was ahymn he liked. There was a cheerful compound
interest about it.

Later on he preached his sermon.

"The Lord's druv me to it,' he said, 'now listen what I'll
tell you.'

He discoursed at great length and with real emotion
about Speedwell, and how he had 'overdruv' her.

He was dtirred to eloquence, and they dl thought him
'touched' - except John.

‘| be agreat sinner,’ he said, and they dl thought he was
posing, except John.

Then he grew weary of reality and preached in his usual
ranting style, and they al thought what a grand preacher
he was - except John.

Asheranted, Stephen sat immovable, seeing Christianity,
every religion, the bedrock of al religions - belief in some
great purpose, some pity at the back of things- all these,
caricatured as he had never seen them before. Blankness
fell on him. He felt that Eli, Eli's sermon, Eli's God, were
frauds. The devil seemed to be Eli's intimate friend - well,
.there was no devil. God seemed to be in Eli's confidence.
'‘Well,' said Stephen to himself, with passion, ‘there is no
God.'

No anything. No immortality.

Here the horror degpened so that his head swam. Those
bloodhounds - his thoughts! At last the feared disaster had
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happened, one of them had broken loose - was OH his track.

It was the horror of emptiness, utter negation - that
modern ghost, more ghastly than mediaeval devils or the
ancient gods of slaughter.

Any god - however mutable, however crudl - he thought,
would be better than this nullity. Suddenly the whole thing
was summed up and symbolized for him in the Devil's
Chair - an empty throne. There it was; no devil, no angel,
no god ever was there, ever would be there, nothing. There
was no court of appeal, there was not even anyone to defy,
curse, be tortured by; just vacancy and the insect-like lives
of himsdf and the other millions in the world, dl going
nowhere for no purpose except extinction.

He shuddered at the appalling picture. He could not get
the look of the empty throne of black rock from his mind.
He crushed Deborah's hand until she whispered 'Stephen,’
white with pain.

Eli's voice droned on. The deepy flies in the ugly win-
dows droned. Joe, wrapt in rosy and health-giving slumber,
gave little snores and was violently poked by Lily.

Lucy Thruckton beamed when Eli painted hurriedly in
grey tints the joys of paradise, and ill beamed during his
half-hour's digresson on hell. It became obvious that she
was so tightly laced that her face must crease in some way,
and so good-natured that it creased from ear to ear.

John was lost in contemplation. He was thinking of the
radiant mornings on which he had felt - as some felt in
Galilee awhile ago - a Presence near him, and, as they did,
'wist not who it was.' He smiled at the remembrance of the
transcendent beauty of the hills on those days, the wistful
meaning in the cry of the sheep, the quiet messages in the
rain.

Eli saw the amile.

'‘Cursed are they that smile, for they shall weep,' he said,
adroitly transposing the text.

'‘An' dl they that rejoice shal be utterly cast down.
"When the silver cord is loosed an' the golden bowl is
broken - '

Stephen gave a smothered groan and stood up, with his
hand to his head. He could st there with his thoughts no
longer - he went out into the air.
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And Judas went out an' it was night,’ said Eli patly.

'Only it ain't,’ said Joe under his breath. 'We'm not 'ad
our tees yet/

Deborah looked at Eli with flashing eyes, she had never
been so angry; she followed Stephen out.

He was ditting on the wall resting his head on his hand.

'Oh, Stephen, my dear, what's come o'er you? she asked,
with a hand on his shoulder.

'Only a bit of headache.'

"You'll come back to thetea? A cup of teall do you good.'

‘I can't. That old devil -'

'Eli? He's done prating now. If he starts on you agen,
I'll give him a bit of my mind. Do 'ee come, Stephen.'

‘All right.'

‘Not if you'd liefer go home?

‘No. It's dl right.'

They went back. There was a great bustle of moving
benches and carrying in tables for tea. The two women
who had been preparing it in a sde room came in with
tablecloths. Every one ran about with plates, except Lucy,
who sat in pleasurable anticipation, remarking -

'Naught clone's harm to none!'

At last all was ready, and Mrs. Arden, Mrs. Shakeshaft
and Mrs. Prior of Long Acre took their places at the head
of the tables.

‘Lord, Stephen!" exclamed Patty, 'you look as if you'd
seen a ghost.'

‘My old man," said Nancy, from another table (she dways
mentioned this fictitious gentleman with great emotion),
'seed a ghost just afore he was took for dyeath.'

'‘Dear now!" commented Lucy, with her mouth full of
cake. 'lIt was a bad day for him.'

‘It'll be abad un for you, if you gulp all that cake so fast,'
muttered Eli. "You're too kind to yourself, young 'ooman.
If you was my darter -'

'‘Well - what, father? Lily asked, amused to see Lucy
subsiding in self-conscious blushes.

'If her was my darter,’ said Eli dowly, so that all eyesin
the room were focused on the unfortunate Lucy, 'l'd give
her a good thrashlng twice a day and get some of that
there fat off'n her.'
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Having reduced Lucy to tears, he rubbed his hands and
turned his attention elsewhere.

'Spare the rod and spoil the child. Now, look a my
darter - a respectable young married ‘ooman - and al be-
cause | didna spare it.'

Lily crimsoned and looked appedlingly at Joe.

'Hush your row, Elil' he muttered.

'‘And look at others | could name - the darter of a soft-
hearted man here present. What's it brought her to?

Here he swallowed the bread and jam, which he was
charily eeting, in one extravagant mass, as he reflected
afterwards with regret. Stephen continued to shake him
until his head rolled about.

'‘Say another word, and I'll knock your beastly head off!"
he cried, all his misery finding an outlet in rage. Eli's teeth
chattered with the shaking, but he was undaunted.

'‘Gi' me back my Bible, you young thief," he said, 'or I'll
summons you.'

'Now, now, Eli and Stephen,' said John. "You'm spoiling
the party.' ;

Mr. Shakeshaft started an elaborate conversation with
Joe and another man about the merit of two sheep-dips.

Mrs. Arden, elegantly pouring out, turned to Eli and
remarked -

'If I was you, Mr. Huntbatch, 1'd make the most of the
time, since you'll pay no more if you chaw till nine.

There was a general titter, Eli's economies being well
known.

‘John," said Eli, portentously, 'yer taste in religion makes
me afraid for yer, yer taste in cattle makes me sorry for yer,
but yer taste in women makes me heave.'

Stephen seemed cut off from the rest, stamped with a
peculiar mark, ringed by theinfinities. Homely scenes, kind
faces, the four comfortingly commonplace walls, even De-
borah had receded, the whole world had rolled up like a
drop-scene and left him facing blank nothingness.

He could not get his spiritual experiences in touch with
rea life at all. Life ceased to be real. It was a hum of in-
sects round carrion.  All these people - himself - had ac-
quired a vagueness, a fleetingness; only the thing he had
felt was true; negation was the only fact - the rest, dreams



He thought of books, of how eagerly he had read them to
find the truth when he was a lad at the college.

But there was no truth, seemingly, nothing to find out.

He thought how he had striven to keep straight, how
fiercely he had repented and punished himsdf when he had
sinned. But there was no sin - no goodness - nowhere to
get to by going straight. The system of reward and punish-
ment had never appealed to him; herein had lain the origin-
ality of his crude, rather mixed preaching. But the idea of
continued existence after death had been to him a sufficient
reason for al effort, a sufficient reward for al hardships.

It seemed perfectly useless to him to make any effort, if
the grave were all. This sense of negation drugged every
faculty, and his vitality struggled against it unavailingly.
He looked across the table, steamy and fragrant with tea, at
John's cam face and eyes like cwm-water. He wondered
how John would look and what he would say, if he could
make him understand his state of mind.

Every one at the tea, all the world of men outside seemed
inchoate, purposeless, like the swarming, slimy, minute life
in stagnant water. He felt sick.

'Stephen, lad,' said John in his voice which was quietude,
'you met drink a sup of tea, and youll feel better.! He
leaned across the table amid a buzz of talk. 'And, lad,' he
sad, 'there's an answer to every question, and at long last
the light shines.'

Stephen was startled. How did John know? Ah, wel -
what matter? He and John and the rest were nothing - a
few midges, humming for a day. It did not matter what
they thought or were. Y et John's words, his look, remained
at the back of Stephen's mind, and he wondered idly now
and then whether John had had any experience to warrant
them or whether it was the usual kind of cant.

‘Well, Mr. Cadwallader, so you've got a son!' sad Mrs.
Prior.

'Ou? Aye' The proud father indifferently munched a
pie.

'‘And its mother doing well?

'Ou? Aye!

'And | hear he's like his father.'

"The very moral of him, poor lamb!' broke in Mrs. Arden,
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with a sympathy quite lost on the father, who ate largely
and with the efficiency of a chaff-cutter. All the women
surveyed his knobby head, huge mouth, minute nose and
batlike ears, and felt intense sympathy for Mrs. Gad-
wallader.

When tea was over, Nancy dipped up to Lily.

'And how are you, my pretty? she asked.

‘All right, thank you.'

'Now you tell old Nancy al about it.'

She edged Lily into a corner. Deborah, coming to speak
to her, heard Lily arranging to go and see her.

‘Come along of me, Lily," she said.

They agreed to go on the following Saturday, as Lily had
reasons of her own for wishing to go when Joe was at
market.

'‘And what about All Hallowe'en? Mrs. Arden said sud-
denly, mindful of future festivities now that thiswas nearly
over. 'We mun have a bit of a randy for it, no danger!
Therell be the accorns, and the nuts and the apples to sort,
and | could do with a bit of help. So suppose you come,
Deb and Stephen, and stop the night over. Joe and Lil,
you come and have a bit of supper, and you, Eli, and Lucy
- if there inna too much weather for coming so far.'

'Oh, I'll come, weather or no weather,’ said Lucy.

'‘Aye, her will!" sad Eli. 'Her's like a young duck -
always hankering. "Whose god is their bely"!"

'Manners!' said Mrs. Prior, majestically.

‘And I'll get some nice pippins ready, and cobs and that,
and we'l play All Hallows games.'

'I wunna play never no wicked games,' said Eli. 'Now
listen what I'll tell you. Such gamesis cursed in Leviticus,
Tobias and the rest of the prophets. Witchcraft, they be.
I wunna come if you have games.'

'Stop away, then, and good riddance!' sad his son-in-
law heartily.

'On second thoughts | will come,' snapped Eli, 'to keep
you from sdlling your souls too cheap.'

‘Well, it'll be four weeks to-day,' Mrs. Arden announced,
‘and mind you dl come. Not but what it inna much use to
play them games when we're dl married.'

'Except Lucy," Lily giggl%



- Lucy flushed, remembering wha: Lily had said at the
ar.

‘'But ill," Mrs. Arden reasoned, 'there's things as we can
dill be interested in, if we be married.’

Nancy laughed sardonically. _

Eli rose, remarking, 'Well, we mun be going to our happy
whomes. We've thanked the Lord for sx mortal hours for
the worst corn harvest there's been for years, so let's hope
Hell do better with the roots! _ _

He dammed the chapel door behind him.



Chapter 37

As they walked home it suddenly seemed to Stephen that
Deborah was holdlnghhlm chained to the ridge by virtue of
the marriage into which she had persuaded him. As he
thought it, a blight fell on his love for her, and it flagged,
instead of flowering, as it might have done, and filling the
world and making al questions unnecessary. He strode on
doggedly and did not speak. She kept up as well as she
could, Iand made breathless little remarks to which he gave
no r

W%per)( they reached Cranberry Rock, she was so exhausted
that she sank down and began to cry. Hewent on, oblivious
of her absence.

'Stephen!' she caled frantically. 'Stephen!'

He turned.

'Hullo, what's the matter?

‘I canna go any further. | mun bide a hit.'

'‘Not tired, surely?

'‘Aye, mortal tired.

Before her tears, her helplessness, he forgot his sense of
injury. The lover in him came to the top.

'‘Poor little girl!" he whispered. 'There, I'll carry you.'

He carried her down the steep dope, dodgmg the flat,
white stones that lay about. He thought the?; were like
tombstones with no name, no date, no word of hope, fit (as
he hitterly reflected) for the nameless, dateless dead, beasts
and men, who had gone into the silence of annihilation. A
horror of them came on him; there were so many; one
would surely be spared to crush his own life, his own joy
which he wanted. Suddenly he caught his foot on one, and
stumbled.

'‘Leave me wak now, Stephen!" said Deborah. 'You're
too tired and it's too steep.'

'No, I'll carry you.'
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'Oh, please, Stephen!'

He went on, ill carrying her. He felt that only her
weight, her nearness, kept him from flinging himsdlf over
the rock-wall that dropped sheer to the plain away on their
left. Deborah gave up the argument, inwardly delighted at
not getting her way.

'How strong you be, Stephen! Don't your arms ache?

'‘No.'

His heart did. He felt that he was doing his duty to
Deborah. He was acting up to what he had promised. The
thought that it was his duty took away the charm. Hislove
for her, which had been dowly growing from the mere
desire of the young male for the female that is his mate, and
might in time have become an dl-inclusive passon, was
checked like a plant in drought.

‘What a God-forsaken place this id' said Stephen, in the
irritation of overwrought nerves, when they reached the
cottage, crouching there like a white mouse petrified with
fear.

Deborah leant against the doorpost. She had no vitality
left to spend for him, but she smiled.

'For goodness' sake, let'sgo in,' he said in afever. 'Here,
Il light the fire. What in hell we went to that awful affair
for, |1 don't know.'

She said nothing, and he thought her unsympathetic and
cold.

At last the fire blazed, and things looked better.

‘Therel Now let's sit here, and have a good supper and
hot drinks and a game of cards - or something.’

'‘But, Stephen - can't we go to bed?

'You can, if you like. | shan't.

He ingtinctively felt that the first edge of things must
wear off before he dared trust himsdf to deep.

‘But why, Stephen?

‘I'm not tired. It's a good fire, and | want to sit by it.'

Til stay along of you, then,’ sad Deborah heroicaly.
But she fell adeep in her chair as she sad it, and Stephen
helped her upstairs. The cold air and the loneliness after
he went down struck deep from her, and she lay and cried,
too tired to move but not too tired to fed. She thought she
had offended him.
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Bdow, by the dying fire, Stephen sat and brooded, read
a week-old paper, nodded, tramped to and fro, and brooded
again. The hours went by as silently as owls. Frost tingled
outside; stars perched on the Devil's Chair, like goldfinches
on a black stump, and flitted west.

The Chair looked dark and gigantic, and not so much
like a saddlebag chair as it did from some places, but more
like an embattled castle where no torch shone.

In the morning Deborah, coming down early after a rest-
less night, found Stephen adeep, with his head on the table.
She stole about lighting the fire and making tea; then she
kissed him, holding the cup invitingly before him. He woke
gtiff and exhausted.

‘I dreamt-' he said; 'oh, no! it wasn't a dream.'

A weary look came over him.

‘Ne'er mind what it was, dear lad!" said Deborah. 'Draw
up to the fire and have this- it'll hearten you up.'

She cooked some bacon and toast, and the little room'
grew reassuringly comfortable.

"You make things so different, Deb,' he said gratefully.

"You're not angered with me?

'Of course not.'

"Then naught matters. We're together, and that cures all.
Naught can part us- not even dying.'

Her face lit up.

'Don't!" said Stephen.

'Oh, you mean it's bad luck to boast. Wadl, I'll touch
'‘ood. That's a sure charm.’'

‘I didn't mean that.'

'Only | wish as we could be together more," she went on.
‘Not you down there and me up here. When you go,
mornings, | stop living till you're back.'

He could not understand this.

'‘And | get thinking - | canna stop - of dl the things that
met come to you, Stephen. It's like watching your own
heart taken off you, and wondering if they'll put it back
or no.'

‘That's morbid.'

'‘No, it's only love of yon Stephen. Folks inna frit of
losing their second-best brooch, but they keep fingering the
best one. | shouldna think as Eli ever loses deep, longing
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after God Almighty, like father's done many a time. And
Lily never reckons the time till Joe comes back; she's her
own best treasure, is LiIP/ - and Eli's his own God. But you
- Stephen - oh, Stephen! I'm feared when | think as you're
more to me than father and God put together. Every time
you're away, out of my sight and hearing, I'm frost-bitten.
Then you come in, and it's summer. But I've been frozen.
| knew what it would be, if you stopped away long - the
cold going deeper, till it was one of them black frosses, till it
went right in, and | was dead. But any minute, if you came
back, thered be summer agen.'

'For goodness sake, Deb, don't tak like that!"

'l only wanted to say, Stephen, dunna you think you met
some time get a bit of a shegp-walk or something - and be
at home, like father is- and look like | dreamt | saw you
by the little signpost? A grand flockmaster you'd make,
Stephen - so big and kindly and al.'

'‘But what for?

'So's to take away the daylong sorrow.'

‘What sorrow?

'Being away from you.'

'‘But I'm back at sx.

'If you was back an hour after you'd gone, the sorrow'd
be the same while it lasted. And there's dways the fear.’

‘What of ?

'Everything. All the ‘orld's agen you, if you're fond of
your man - when he's away. There's thunder and machin-
ery and runaway horses and a dip on the hillside - it turns
me sick. There's so many things set agen lovers.'

'‘But such things don't happen.'

'Aye, they do - every day. They met happen to you, and
me not there. If the rock-crusher -'
ffShe shut her eyes, ghastly pae, then went on with an
effort.

'If it caught you, Stephen - how could | get caught, too,
when women's not allowed in?

'Get caught? he said mazedly.

'‘Aye.

‘You don't mean -? _

' mean I'd take the only thing left as | wanted.'

'‘What? asked Stephen, in a horrified whisper.
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'To be as you was. If so be wed wake agen, wed wake
together, and if riot - what'd it matter?

He stared a her. This way of loving had never occurred
to him. He knew people did it in books sometimes, but it
seemed out of place in red life.

'l wish you didn't feel like that,’ he said.

'So do I

‘Then don't. Stop it. Cure yourself.'

'When a man or an ‘ooman feels like that,' said Deborah,
'they're not to be cured, not this side of silence. Whether
it's God they're in love with, or a child, or a man, it's the
bones of them and the blood of them. As soon cure folks
of breathing.'

Stephen's load grew heavier. He felt tied hand and foot.
He was bound to Deborah - and to this place - both be-
cause he had married her and because of her way of loving.

He went to work feeling like an old man. From the arms
of the trees, as from air-crumbled mummies, had fallen the
gorgeous raiment; of al the beauty there remained only
grey bones in the chill sarcophagus of the October sky.

Down at the mine the work grew more and more irksome
to Stephen. It was too mechanical, too easy. He had long
ago mastered it in every detail and it left his mind free. It
began to give him the sick distaste, physically exhausting,
that abhorred and enforced labour always gives. He worked
harder than he need, but the manager would have preferred
him to work less and glower less on receiving orders. He
was left with one point of light in an infinity of darkness.
Joy in work, pleasure, the desire to learn, the sensuous
delight of colour, the impetus to righteousness, eternity,
God - dl these were fallen away like the golden leaves.
There remained something stark and cold on which he
dared not look.

In dl this Deborah's lit window was his only hope - rosy
in the ni?ht as he climbed desperately towards it, regardless
of stumbles and cut knees. And sometimes it came upon
him with horror that even for this a black wing waited,
ready to fan it into nothier(ljgness, as the leathern wings of the
Banshee of Wales fanned the lives of men. Whenever he
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remembered that he and Deborah were tied by an oath by
law, he heard the wing rustle like a bat in the rafters of his
brain. And now a second bond was on him; he must stay
with Deborah every day, every hour, or he would murder
her soul. The wings in the rafters rustled again. Deborah
might not be able to keep the light shining. Ifit flickered -
if it went out - what then? It was dl he had. That gone,
nothing would be left to him but panic flight, out of this
place, these thoughts, maybe out of this life atogether, or
d=x-? He shuddered, as dl sane and healthy people do
before the prospect of the gradual chafing of the cord of
reason till it should fray to a thread, and at last snap.

Every morning, when Deborah woke him with a cup of
tea, made on her little spirit lamp, he saw the sun come like
a threat from behind the Chair; every night, as he fetched
gticks from the lean-to woodhouse for the morning fire, he
saw the stars fal beyond the black horizon like shot birds
into water.



Chapter 38

ON Saturday afternoon Lily called for Deborah, as it was
only alittle further to come this way from Slepe to the Clays.
She came too early in the hope of seeing Stephen. She and
Deborah went arm-in-arm along the ridge, past the brown
foxglove stalks which rustled stealthily in the wind, down
the wide, bare pastures, through the dark larch-spinney,
and into Nancy's garden - now dank and full of stagnant,
aromatic scent. The ydlow afternoon sunlight of mid-
October struck flat on the drawn red curtains of the kitchen
and the hills of dlag - white without purity. When they
knocked, Nancy looked from the upper window.

'Oh, it'syou. You can come in. Bolt the door after you.'

They entered the hot, dark kitchen, and Lily clutched
Deborah's arm.

‘And now, my pretty, what can | do for you? Nancy
inquired of Lily, who appeared likely to be the best cus
tomer, being more malleable than Deborah. 'Aye, aye,
quite private we'll be. You come along upstairs, one at a
time, and there's the Word of God for the other to pass the
time with, bound in morocca, without money and without
price, for | got it off'n a raffle, so | did.

From above, the muffled sound of their voices came down
to Deborah as she sat and looked at a text made of cut
whisky corks on the opposite wall. The room .was so close
that she wished Lily would be quick, and haf thought of
going without seeing Nancy. At last they came down, Lily
scared and pale, Nancy brisk.

‘Now that'll be five shillings, my pretty," she said, 'arid
that's counting the stuff you'll take whorne. And now for
you, my dear?

When they had gone, Lily looked round the kitchen,
found a half-pound bag of lump sugar, and began to crunch
it.
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'Oh, aye,' said Nancy, when Deborah had talked a while,
it's as plain as sn - the family way,'

Deborah thanked her, radiant, and rose to go im-
mediately, very much to Nancy's dissatisfaction.

"The one downstairs is a sendble girl,! she said, 'and
you're a softie.’

She whispered in Deborah's ear.

'‘No," said Deborah flatly.

She went down.

Nancy turned her attention to Lily.

'And you'll come again next week? she coaxed. 'And
when you've took that stuff and some more, you'll not be
S0 wissen-faced.’

'‘Thank you," said Lily faintly.

‘Dunna you take it - leave it herel' Deborah cautioned
her.

Nancy was much annoyed.

'It'1l befiveshilling for you, without the stuff, and you'll
be worser and worser and worser afore you're better, and
you'll wish you'd come to old Nancy," she remarked.

Deborah paid her, and they went out, leaving her mutter-
ing soft vituperations.

'Well, Lily,’ Deborah said, 'I'm thinking it's maybe the
same kind of gladsome day for both of us.

'Gladsome? Miserable, | cdl it.'

‘Naught's miserable, if you and your man's fond of each
other, and if you inna, living along of him's a disgrace.'

'Everybody dunna have such queer ideas as you,' Lily
replied, rather nettled. 'Whatever will Stephen say, after
what he told Joe? she added spitefully.

‘Stephen 'll say what's right to be said.'

The picture of Stephen thus conjured was attractive to
Lily. How romantic, to be married to Stephen! But there
- she must make the best of things.

'What'll Joe say? asked Deborah kindly. 'Mighty pleased
he'll be!

‘They dlus tel their husbands in whispers in the novel-
ettes, dunna they, Deb? And then the husband says, "Ah,
my dovel" or summat, and the writer says the rest's too
sacred, along of him not being able to think of any more to
put.'
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She wondered what Joe would say. To be like the heroine
of a novelette would be I|oleas%1nt. To hear Joe say, 'Ah, my
dove!' would have a thrill of newnessinit. Yes, she thought
she would tell him.

'Not as I'm going to have a brat," she cogitated, 'being as
Nancy's so clever. But | can easy tel him afterwards as |
was mistook.'

She looked at Deborah rather wistfully.

'Stephen 'd say, "My dove" certain sure, Deb.'

'That he never would.'

Lily was taking away some of the glamorous atmosphere
that had lain on al things for the past half-hour, that had
swept away every thought and left only a flood of light.
The reminder of what Stephen had said only a few weeks
ago disturbed her. She had meant on reaching home to %o
and put on the berry-coloured dress and then, sitting in the
rosy firelight with Stephen’'s hand in hers, to bring him with
simple words into the Iic?ht where she now dwelt. She had
thought that there would be along silence, as bits of charred
stick fell softly into the white ash under the grate, and the
soup bubbled on the fire. Now she was not sure if she had
better say anything. She must wait until just the right mo-
ment, for if Stephen received her news churlishly, it would
be too terrible. She quickened her pace; she was so longing
to know if he would be in the right mood.

‘Come a hit of the way with me, Deb!"

Lily remembered that the shortest way - down Cold-
harrow Lane - was lonely.

I wanted to get back,’ said Deborah, ‘or Stephen 11 be
back afore me!

'You're soft about that chap! Can't a man be left a
minute and get his own tea?

‘Stephen’s not "a man." He's my man. And he's m%
lad, and my friend' - Deborah's voice shook a little wit
suglor&ssed emotion. She searched for away of makm(? Lily
understand. 'And the lover of my soul,’ she concluded.

'That's blasphemy, Deborah. 'It's a hymn.'

'If your man inna the lover of your soul,’ said Deborah,
as she went with great self-sacrifice down the lane with
Lin,b'you've missed the honey and only got the empty
comb.’
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'Empty nonsense! 1'd liefer a man was in love with mein
the old-fashioned way. It's a deal more exciting.'

'It's a deal more exciting my way,' insisted Deborah, 'for
it's only when a man's the lover of your soul and wants you
s0 as he's nigh beside hissdlf, asyou're his 'ooman, right and
true. I'm thinking it's only then as you've a right to be
cdled his wife and deep along of him.'

'You talk very indecent, Deborah, to my thinking.'

‘It inna talking straight that's indecent; it's smiling and
sniggering and colouring up over things.'

Lily remembered that she must be pleasant, or Deborah
might turn back.

‘Lucy colours up awful in chape, if there's anything
about births and that. Nasty-minded thing!" she said.

‘It's queer that folk never blush about dying,’ said De
borah, amused. 'It's a deal more indecent than being born.'

'Would you keep this hat of mine al green, if it was
yours? inquired Lily, who had become bored during the
last remark, 'or put some red on for the winter?

'‘Aye, a nice warm colour is red - berry red.'

‘It dunna suit you, Deb," said Lily, who had seen and
been annoyed by Deborah's unusual and successful daring.

'Stephen likes it, so | duiina mind.'

'You think of never a mortal thing but that chap.'

'Of course!'

'Selfishness, | cdl it.

Lily, being a past mistress in the art of selfishness, felt
qualified tojudge. Deborah was amused.

'Selfish folk are folk as do things for others except Lily
Arden, | suppose. | dlus thought selfishness was thinking
of yourself, and I'm that busy thinking of Stephen that |
canna. Night and day, there's no rest but doing things for
Stephen, and naught but fears when he's away.'

'What a miserable lifel’

"That it inna! But if it was, I'd sooner be miserable and
have Stephen than be happy and not have him. Seems to
me, loving's like the Golden Arrow - bright and sharp, and
him that finds it'll keep it against the 'orld. There's not a
many do find it.'

'Such softness, going hunting for old arrows!'

‘Wdl, | mind you was lj%d to be glad enough of an



excuse to go aong of a chap on Pam Sunday and look for
the arrow. But you never found it. | wunna looking for it,
and | found it. Wdll, good night, Lily! I'll be turning now.'

"Take care the arrow dunna prick you!" Lily caled after
her acidly.

Deborah hurried home up the dim lane, where ghostly
honeysuckle waved long tentacles against the cloudy sky,
and aong the dark ridges, where ever-moaning winds were
deepening their lament. She felt that it was al wrong to be
unselfish to others at Stephen's expense. If she didn't put
him first, who would? It was dreadful that he should have
to wait outside, with no tea ready. She almost ran home.

When she arrived, all was dark and slent. Before she
reached the cottage, she thought she heard Stephen's voice
somewhere near the Chair. She called, but there was no
reply; then, before she had time to cal again, there was a
tremendous explosion and the rattle of falling rocks from
the Devil's Chair. She was frozen with fear. Then, with a
cry of 'Stephen!' she began to run uphill straight towards
the terror, dl fear gone from her.
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Chapter 39

DOWN at the mine that morning Stephen had heard athrush
dng above a bed of early autumn violets in the manager's
garden. He had gone for some order sheets while the mana-
ger was at breakfast; and, while hewaited, the thrush played
on his heart in the yellow wistful light. The idea of death,
which every day of autumn had seemed to voice more insis-
tently, which had haunted him since he had been flooded
with the sense of nothingness, fled for a moment before the
bird's voice. Stephen suddenly knew why he loved lights,
colour, spri n?, ong; why men built themselves warm
houses and planted orchards, why women made their win-
dows bright with geraniums and clean muslin; why mothers
delighted in their babiesand young men delighted in football
and the zest of love. It was because al these things kept
away the idea of death - the knowledge of future intimacy
with it; because they built up around the fleeting moment
the sapphire walls of immortality. Stephen did not put it in
thisway, but he remembered how he used to fedl sometimes
on a holiday, when he and a friend would come on some
long walk to an inn at nightfall, and would sit there in the
comfortable firelight with a sense of leisure and rest, at home
for the moment in a kind of timeless glow, quite forgetting
the coming journey in the dark. So the thrush and De-
borah's kitchen, and young leaves, and a gallop made him
fed. He stood tranced, listening to the sad, tentative music,
the aftermath of spring. Then it snapped, as the bird's life
might snap before another spri_nq, and only some rusty oak
It?aa/gs fell ‘on the apple-green violet bed with its few purple
U

Stephen woke again to a grey world and the voice of the
manager, who was talking more pompously than usual be-
cause his mouth was full of bread and bacon.



That evening Stephen went home faster than ever. In the
woods no colour lived but the sad green of the pines. The
tongues of firethat had streamed up the hills when al the
larches were golden were now amost extinct. At the gate he
looked up. There was no light. The cottage looked little
more than one of the strewn rocks from so far down; above,
like a fortress on the bleak sky, loomed the Chair - unex-
pectant, imperturbable, sinister.

Stephen loathed it. He knew 11 about quartzite and its
enduring nature; he knew that for thousands of years the
Chair had fronted everlastingness while men died like flies,
and would front it and partake a little in its quality for
thousands more after he himself was dead. He wanted to
partake of everlastingness himself- was he not better than a
mass of quartzite that he could reduce to powder in the rock-
crusher? Yet there stood the rock, smooth, weather-proof,
ancient with an age that no other strata for hundreds of
miles had attained. It was harder than steel, impervious to
fire. It kept in its dark heart secrets of porphyrite and silver.
The shapes of the bits of sky that shone here and there
through windows made by the laying of one rock across two
others had not atered by more than a fraction since the
Romans mined a the Clays. Such pieces as sometimes
broke off and crashed down the dope were only, compared
with the pile, like marbles dropped from a palace window.
The hills al round - especially the common sandstone -
were being worn away: but this wore so dowly that many
centuries would do no perceptible work on it. All the way
home, in the midst of wondering why Deborah had not
lit up, he stared at it with the fascination of horror. And
the craftsman in him, the practical manual worker, grew
enraged that mere rock should have any power over him.
He forgot that material conquest usually means spiritual
defeat.

‘If only I'd got it down at the mine' he said to himsdf,
and felt desperate when he remembered what a span of time
would be cut from his life before any appreciable portion of
it was destroyed. It was not for him, he felt, to lay low such
a monument of years. It seemed to him rather, as he looked
up a it, as if it were a huge, smooth doom-table on which
the death-day of every man in the plain and on the hills was
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engraved - his own with them. The idea would probably
have struck him as ridiculous in daylight or when he was
with other men. But those that have dwelt in the majestic
reserve of wild places - intolerable to natures that have not
as yet found themselves, and being the peace passing under-
standing to people like John - will know that intuitions
come there whicn cities cal madness or genius.

Stephen had, through a curioudy timed mixture of cir-
cumstances, fallen from the surface of life into the founda-
tions, he awoke in dark, hard reality. Loneliness made a
mist around him. He stumbled on in the dying light with
bent head and clouded youth, to al appearance a vigorous,
sane, though labour-tired man going home to his well-
earned rest: but in reality he was one of the few on whom has
come the agdless, brain-racking necessity to look into pain,
evil, death and the deserts beyond death for himself, with
his own eyes, not through the safe and rather misty glass of
ready-made dogmas or legends. What would happen to him
none could tell; but some change as vast and mysterious as
the metamorphosis of sandstone into quartzite must come
upon him. He would find in the advancing gloom on the
appointed day either madness or God. He might run away
from the place where these things had come upon him, but
he did not know that the things were no longer dependent on
the place.

He thought of Deborah. She seemed to belong to this
country of mountains; he could not imagine her anywhere
ﬁdsle5 He could not leave her! yet how could he stay here, in

He rounded the last shoulder with his usual sensation of
pushing everything back with both hands and fighting his
way to the door that meant refuge. It always stood open to
welcome him, making a goldenagatch in the dusk.

To-night it was indistinguishable. There was no light.
He quickened his pace. Every hound in the kennels of des-
Bair was on histrack, hefelt; every black bat of horror in his

rain was astir, with leathern rustling. But once inside -!

He came to the door. It was shut and locked. No one

replied to hisknocking. Heset hisshoulder to it and pushed;

3e his teeth and flung himself against it. The stout hinges
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gave a last; he got in. When he had searched he sat down
on the stairs in a kind of stupor.

Deborah had failed him.

No matter-of-fact explanation occurred to him; he was
too much strungaL#) for that. He sat there until the silence
of the cottage maddened him. He went out and the Chair
confronted him. If Deborah had been to him &l that he was
to her, strength and peace would have come to him from
their perfect communion even in absence. But his love for
her was as yet small and bounded; it had little kinship with
theinfinities. When she called him the lover of her soul, and
included in that phrase dl that a man can be to a woman,
shewaswrong; for although he was of the few to whom this
is possible, he did not yet, and might never love in so god-
likeaway. Theintensity of hisdesrefor her was simply the
passion of an eager nature for one of the most beautiful
things in the material world - a woman's body; but the
fierce, indestructible, white-hot passion which desires the
body because of the beauty it seesin the soul was not yet his.
Therefore when her presence was withdrawn, she became
non-existent to him. Now, for thefirst time, the thought of
flight began to take definite shape in his mind. He saw
Deborah in one scale and freedom in the other. He had not
allowed himself to think, during the past weeks, what life
would be away from this place. Now he began to do so. He
thought of the seg, of countrieswhere colour rioted, of dl the
scintillating world, of adventure and forgetful ness.

Then he remembered what Deborah had said of absence,
and sickened at the thought.

He looked up at the Chair.

'‘Damn you!" he shouted. 'l can neither go nor stay, and
ou know it. You know the whole hateful business-' He
roke off. 'There's nothing there!" he whispered. 'I'm talk-

ing to an empty chair.’

He went into the house again, but he could not rest.

'If I go on like this,' he said, with the pathos of the com-
mon phrase in the tragic moment, 'l shall go off my nut.’

An idea occurred to him. He went out to the woodhouse
and brought from a safe hiding-place a small cartridge of
dynamite. He had brought it one day to show Deborah, and
in the stress of his thoughts lately he had forgotten it.
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Til blow the old rocking-chair sky high," he sad to him-
sdf, 'and see how it'll look then.'

Something practical to do put new heart into him. He
climbed towards the Chair. At the back of his mind, so
shamefacedly hidden that he did not even own it to himsalf,
was a curious new hope. What if some presence - however
evil - did redly lurk there as some people imagined? He
wished that it might be true, for it was the Chair's emptiness,
the impersona element in the world, that overcame him.
He thoug?ht: 'Well, if you throw stones into alion's den you
find thelion." The primitive element, the underlying super-
gtition of the human mind came to the surface in Stephen.
He went as the first sentient man might have gone to wake
and brave the unknown gods. He told himselt that he was
only going to 'knock the old Chair to blazes,' because it
annoyed him. But the other reason was the true one.

He clambered up the rock and chose a crevice for the
cartridge at a point which hejudged to be the extreme end
of one of the arms seen from a distance. He packed in the
charge and tamped it with powdered soil and small stones.
His height was dwarfed by the rocks, so that he moved under
the dark clouds like an ant on the face of the mountain, and
the rocks stood up in ironical massiveness above his impo-
tence.

He clambered down some way and lit a match.

'‘Now well see if you're everlasting!" he said, and, stretch-
ing up, lit the fuse and ran over the rocks.

'Oh, Stephen! Whatever's been doing? cried Deborah, as
they met. 'You'm not hurted?

'Hurt? Of course not. | was only putting that dynamite
charge out of harm's way, Deb.'

From the hilltop, where they had been wheeling and
aighting since the explosion, a covey of grouse rose with
their mocking staccato laugh.

'Let's go in, sad Stephen. 'Those birds are devilish.
Wherever have you been?

To get a tuthree things at the Clays. | be so sorry to be
late, Stephen.'

She judged that her news must wait, and, in her present
need of sympathy and the communication of her joy, she
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thought she would go across to her mother's on Monday.
Stephen said no more about his doings; but in the morning,
as soon as it began to grow light, he went to the window.
The Chair stood exactly as it had aways done. He could
not detect even anick init from thisdistance. All histrouble
had not altered it in the least. When he went later to inves-
tigate, he found that although he had didodged quite as
much rock as he could expect, he had made little more
differencein its appearance than awoodpecker makes to the
tree on which he hammers.

Superstitious tremors began to make themsealves felt in
Stephen's nerves; and because he had neither Deborah's
naturalism, nor John's deep, pantheistic Christianity, nor
Joe's stolidity, nor the indifference of a shallow nature, he
had nothing with which to combat them.
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Chapter 40

ON Monday, when Joe came back from work, Lily planned
her novelette scene. She had spent the day in vists to the
cupboard, where she had hidden Nancy's bottle. She had
taken the cork out, smelt it, and returned it to the cupboard.
It was doubtful if she would ever take any, for she was one
for whom future evils paled before present discomforts. She
always took the way of least resistance.

'Why, Lil," sad Joe, half-way through tea, ‘what als you?
You're like a duck in thunder!'

Lily was offended. It took the rest of teafor her to recover
her dignity. When they had cleared away, and were sitting
by the fire, Joe smoking with a sense of great well-being,
Lily thought the moment propitious, She whispered.
'Well!' said Joe, dl in a beam, and without the faintest
tincture of novelette. To show his delight he became arch
in the customary manner of the countryside.

'l could have told you that!" he said.

It was too much for Lily. 'A duck in thunder' and 'l could
havetold you that!" Wherewastheromance? Wherewasthe
'Ah, my dove!'? She bounced off his knee and began to cry.

‘There, there, Lil! What's took 'ee? asked Joe, feeling
rather like a duck in thunder himself.

'And that's al you say!" cried Lily vehemently. 'And
much you care - selfish beast you be! All I've got to go
through, and never a word of thanks, nor anything!’

She quite forgot, in her interest in the pose, that she did
not intend to go through anything. _

‘Now, Lil," said Joe, 'you know 1'd liefer go through it for

ou. There's nought I wouldna go through to keep you
rom sorrow.’

That's only tak.'

'Lil, you've no cdl to say that. It innamy fault the way
the world's made.’
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Lily took no notice.

‘And there I'll be,' she went on, on rising accents, ‘groan-
ing and clutching the bedpost, and maybe going mad with
it al -

'Stop it, Lily!" shouted Joe miserably.

'And you sitting here, and smoking by the fire as pleased
as Punch!'

'Oh, Lily, you'll drive me crazy! Dunna you know as»
there's no tar men t | wouldna go through for you?

Trove it, then!

Joe looked round the kitchen dowly. He was always dow.
Then he rose and put the poker carefully between the bars
of the grate.

'What's that for, Joe?

'Never you mind.'

He watched it redden and whiten. Then he took it out.

'Now, Lil,' he said, 'l will prove it

He dapped the poker down on his hand, so that it made a
weal across it.

'Damn!’ he said, and withdrew it. It was beyond human
nature to keep it there: but he dapped it down again in a
second.

Lily watched him, fascinated. He put it in thefire again.

'Lil,' he said, 'l be a poor weakling, seemingly, and |
canna keep it there. But I'll go on putting it there till I've
proved what | said to you, and till you've giv' me your pro-
mise not to talk like that, for | can't a-bear it, Lil, and that's
the truth.'

The sense of power this gave to Lily was very sweet. She
said nothing. Joe continued his self-inflicted torture. He
was beginning to feel rather queer.

'A'most think I'll sit me down,' he said.

'‘D'you feel bad, Joe?

Something in his face stirred the better feelings in Lily.
She ran to him.

‘There!l' she said. 'You've proved it right enow. And
where's the oil?

‘And you wunna tak like that?

Joe spoke anxiously; he was determined to go on until she
promised, and he was becoming eager to put the poker away.

'‘A'right. But look at your hand! Where's the oil?
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Tl get it said Joe.

Lily rummaged in a drawer for rag. From the doorway
suddenly came Mrs. Arden's voice.

‘What an awful smell of scorched meat! Dear sakes, Joe,
what's gone of your hand?

Lily observed with horror that Joe had brought Nancy's
bottle instead of the ail.

"That ain't ail,' said Mrs. Arden, sniffing it and looking at
Lily.

Til fetch it,' she said.

‘Joe," whispered Mrs. Arden, 'l've come down that hill as
| never did afore. | mun have aword with you, afore | go
back. And as for that - fling it on the mixen!"

'Whatever for?

'‘Because | say 0. Take and do it now.'

'‘But it's summat o' Lily's. It seems queer to break Lily's
bottles without her leave!’

'‘When you've heard what I've a-come to tell you, you
wunna think so.'

Joe departed with the semi-sullen air that he used to wear
as a chidden small boy.

'‘Well, my dear,’ said Mrs. Arden adroitly, when Lily re-
turned in a fluster, 'so | hear there's grand news for me.
You'll be thought a deal of in Sepe, | know - and a pretty
child it'll be, ifit's like its mother, so it will, and John's got
summat put by for the eldest granchild. 1've brought you
summat for luck; it's early days, but time soon passes.

She produced a small, lace-trimmed gown.

'‘Joe'd’ she announced, with pride and a consciousness of
the impossibility of anyone believing her. 'There, put'n
away, my dear, for | hear him coming lumbering back.
Like carthorses, the men be, inna they?

Lily was mollified, pleased, comforted, glad to hear Joe
spoken of unfavourably, sorry for his hand, delighted with
thefrock, and quite unconscious that Mrs. Arden knew any-
thing whatever.

She bound up the hand.

'Well, you be a great baby!" said Mrs. Arden. 'Burning
yourself, as if you wunna usdess enough already.'

Joe was silent. His dark eyes, full of dumb eloquence,
sought Lily's as she tied up his burn unskilfully.
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Lil," he whispered, as Mrs. Arden poked the fire, 'gi's a
kisdl'

Lily gave it silently.

'‘Come and send me, Joe!' said Mrs. Arden.

_ ‘I}/Iaybe Lily wants me,' replied Joe, looking at Lily long-
ingly.

'Now you leave Lily to a bit of rest. Always hanging
around, the men are, Lil!"

She carried her point.

'‘And the long and the short is,' she said, after talking to
Joe, without stopping, for ten minutes, ‘as, if you dunna look
out, there's no knowing what'll come to pass.

Joe was dazed.

‘But sure/?' he said, 'Nancy 'd never dare -! And Lily 'd
never have the heart -!'

"That's akind of goods Lily dunna keep, no more than her
father.'

'Mother!"

'What?

'You mun keep your tongue off'n Lily, or youm no
mother of mine.'

"Your mother | be, and ever shal be, 'orld without end -
most the pity, say | - but | likeyou al the better for it, lad,
and your father 'd have said thesame. But thetruthis, Lily's
one of the poor in spirit.'

'Mother!

‘Well, | only called her what's supposed to be agreat thing
in the Bible!'

'‘But she said to me -'

'Listen to the gauby! What's it matter what she said?"

Joe groaned.

'I canna believe sheld tdl lies to me!

He suddenly flared up.

'Deb's a tell-tale!’

'Deb's no tell-tale. She only said, innocent-like, as they'd
been to Nancy's, and | came down, dl in a fluster, to find
out, and there was the bottle - in mistake for the ail.'

Joe looked at his hand. It came over him dowly that Lily
had let him burn it to show his sympathy with pain which
she never intended to undergo. She had played with him.

'‘Well, | be damned!" he said - so suddenly that his mother
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jumped. She noticed the concentrated passion on his face,
as she stood on tiptoe for him to kiss her.

'If you'm angered when you're talking to her, lad,' she
said, 'mind you of your wedding-night.'

The mention of his wedding-night was unfortunate. The
irony of things pressed on him. He went home with long
dtrides.

‘Lily!" he called.

She came, bright-eyed, from some of her favourite litera-
ture.

'What were you doing with Nancy's bottle?

'How d'you know it was Nancy's?

‘Dunna bandy words with me! Them as has knocked
about the 'orld, like me, knows about such as Nancy.'

'It's nought but rhubarb.'

Til learn you to lie to me!" shouted Joe. 'And | want to
know the meaning of you letting me grill my hand like a
rasher, when you meant all the while - what you did mean.’

'I didna mean nothing," said Lily, with some truth - for
she never did. .

'l learn you!" said Joe, in a towering rage, 'to come
kissing of me, and whispering to me to make me the glad-
somest man in Sepe, and al the while - you're a damned
lying 'ooman.’

'Oh, Joe!' cried Lily, terrified.

'‘Did | or didna | say "dl or nothing"? queried Joe.

'‘Aye.’

'‘And what did you say?

‘All

‘Well, dl it shal be'

He slapped his burnt hand on the table, and was silent
with surprise at the pain.

‘Now," he went on practically. "You promise me never to
take no more of Nancy's stuff, and never to tell no morelies.

Lily looked up. In her distress, and her flickering love for
him, which always burned higher when he was angry, the
shallowness of her face was momentarily obscured. She was
amost beautiful. Joe looked at her, and was pacified in his
own despite.

‘Dunna you want to have little 'uns sitting around witr
their mugs? he asked.
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'No.'

Lily spoke in a heartfelt tone. She was thinking of washing
the mugs.

‘Well, I'm-!' Anyway, you mun promise.’

Lily did so, with some relief as she thought of the unpleas-
ant smell of the bottle.

Joe melted.
‘Look here, little 'un,’ he said. 'If you'll go on nice and
proper this time' - he drew a deep breath - 'I'll et you oft'n

the other five. | thought to have six,' he added regretfully,
seeing his dream-picture fading.

‘Wasiit for you to think, without asking me? said Lily per-
tinently, but ungratefully.

‘I dunno.'

‘And wasit for you," she continued, seizing her advantage,
'to go arid talk to that Stephen about it, and not to me? Not
but what Stephen's a fine chap, and taller than you.'

Joe was dumbfounded.

'So you knowed as | wanted six?

'O' course. Duty to king and country, not to speak of
yourself.'

Joeflushed.

'I suppose it might have seemed queer-like. I'm right
sorry, Lil!

Lily thought that this was much better.

I'm awful fond of you, Lil, and I'll do the work for you,
evenings, when | get back, and borrow Whitefoot to go
drives -

'‘And buy me the locket?

'‘And buy the locket, by hook or by crook," said Joe reck-
lesdy. 'Only no games, Lil! and I'll stick to what | said.'

Lily never even saw the genuine, hard-won unselfishness
of this.

Joe stroked her haii.

"What'll 1 be this time next year, Lil? he whispered.

'A donkey,' said Lily, whose spirits had risen at the hope
of the drives and the locket.

'Gi's a kissl' said Joe, who was tired with unwonted emo-
tion, but happy, because in some mysterious way Lily was
dearer than ever before.

Lily was happy aso, but quite untired, for emotion had as
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little effect on her as rain on a plant under glass - neither
breaking nor renewing.

Neither Lily nor Joe, nor Nancy nor Mrs. Arden noticed
that their respective weakness, doggedness, lack of principle,
plethora of principle, tragedy and comedy, had left things
just as they were; that with their will or without it the

courses of life flowed on to their undreamed-of endings, from
their mysterious source.
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Chapter 41

'JOHN! John!" shrieked Mrs. Arden on All Hallows Eve -

'wherever is the man? Never in the quarter he's wanted in,

like the weathercock in winter. John! There's the nuts and

the apples, and the logs to fetch from the wood'us, and water

and dear-knows-what! And you mun move them accorns

ngvkv, for | go tiddly-bump o'er 'em whenever | go across the
e'us.’

The acorns were arranged on the floor in a large semi-
circle round afirelit especialy to dry them. In their tight
husks and their look of crowded civility they were like an
attentive lecture audience.

'Whatever be you doingf? shouted Patty.

John was deliberately filling, trimming and lighting the
little lamp that he continued to put on the bracket at the
turn of the stairs by Deborah's door.

He went up the six stairs and placed it there in slence.

'Well, of al softness!' complained hiswife, 'and she a mar-
ried "oornan asll have her own chillun afore long; and you
putting a Iam? as if she was a baby! And her not here
neither! You'll come to want, John Arden, and see your
wedded wife in the House afore you'm done - playing such
Ma%-games with the money at your time of life!

She went up and put it out. She was much ruffled by pre-
parations and by her last week's interview with Nancy in
\z:\Ivlhi rc]h, she could not help feeling, the honours had not been

ers.

‘Mother!" said John, striking a match and relighting it;
‘dunna do that again.'

'Well, well!" said Patty, who knew where to draw the ling;
‘play with your silly toys if you mun, but dunna get in such
a passon over it

‘Mother, how can we say "Lead, kindly Light," if we
dunna light our own bits of lamps? How do we know as the
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bit of love we give our Deb metna be dl as shell have one of
these days? And if the Maker of the sun and the flocks of
stars could say so homely - "I will light thy can'le -" canna
we poor creatures light them each for other?

Patty wiped her eyes stedthily. John's eloquence aways
mat;ile er cry. She was intensely proud of him - he was her
Bible.

'Well, anyway," she sad briskI%/, after a pause, 'you met
fetch the logs and the water and the apples and the nuts and
the-'

‘Now, now, mother! One at atime. Dunnat o'erdrive the
willing horse! .

'It's me that's o'erdruv!" She forgot that the festivity was
of her planning. 'With Stephen and Deb coming for the
night and al.'

'Why did you ask them then?

'Bless the man! would you let your own girl, as you're so
busy lighting a usdess lamp for, trudge the roads past mid-
night - and she three months in her time?

'Eh, you dunna say!'

'l say and | know. And now you mind what you're after,
father, and not go blurting out nothing unseemly. For your
tongue's hung on in the middle and oiled with nonsense.’

'I"didna know as more than one tongue in this house was
like that. Well, well, to think of my little lass -

'Your little lassll want some water to make her a cup of
teamore than her'D want you to stand mumchancing, John.'

John departed. Mrs. Arden made up the fire, looked at
the soul cakes- very rich and %enerous successors to the
original plain oat cake - put the kettle on, laid tea and went
to change her dress.

Soon Joe and Lily arrived - Lily radiant, wearing the
green locket, Joe ponderously careful that she should be out
of draughts and 3/ the fire.

‘Wdl, lad, sad John, when Mrs. Arden took Lily to
%:h%ngg her shoes, as it was raining; ‘any news for the wold
ather”

"There met be.' Joe took out an enormous handkerchief,
patterned with horseshoes.

'Queer thing, father,' he said, 'as being gladsome makes
you sweat 0.
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'Aye, aye. Better'n nitre.’

John's one remedy for al ills was to take a dose of nitre
and pile on the bedclothes. He would then get up next
morning and go out in a north-easter without discomfort or
any ill effects. They sat on the settle, smoking contempla-
tively.

After five minutes Joe said -

'How'd you like being a wold ancient grandfather, an'
you so spry and dl?

John rose and went to the old corner-cupboard, with its
inlaid door and large brass hinges; he took out a small box
of antique shape, lined with a bit of old newspaper on which
could still beread extracts from 'Mr. Pitt's speech on Satur-
day.! He brought it to Joe.

"Theer,' he said, with the concealed ecstasy that giving
always woke in him. 'That's for your eldest, Joe.

‘Well, thank you kindly, father, I'm sure. Laws me! it's
full of money!

‘Aye.’

‘But you've got no money to part wi', father!"

'Seems like it, don't it? said John.

The years of loving sacrifice in scraping that boxful with-
out letting Patty go short were amply crowned for John by
this one moment. He sat down again in the corner wrapped
in beatitude.

'Well,' said Joe, who had enough of his father's penetra-
tion to understand the greatness of the moment - "Well, helll
be a rich mon afore he's born! Leastways she. Leastways |
dunna know which to call it. | mun show Lily.'

'‘Best wait till you're whome, lad.'

'Why ever?

'She metn't like for things to be said afore me," said John.

He knew how much more Joe would enjoy the surprise in
private.

There was a knock, and Lucy appeared, breathless, but
good-humoured.

Close on her heels came Eli.

‘Well, wdl, the party'sin, | see!' he said; 'leastways the
tuthree poor, foolish folk as dunna know better'n to be wad-
dling through the muck, like godings for a scrap of meat.'

213



‘Well, well, Eli!" said John, 'if you be a gosling, come and
cackle by the fire.

Lily came down, very pleased at having done her hair in a
new way.

Eli stared at her frowningly, remarking, 'Well, of dl the
scar'crows | ever s, you'm the worst. Who'm you been
clipping, to get that there fanglement? A poor scrannel chap
with sixteen shillings a week canna buy it you.'

At this point Joe's elbow found itsdf in Eli's chest, and Eli
sat down suddenly. Joe smoked on imperturbably.

Lucy, whose emotions were as transparent as she was
opague, giggled.

'If I wan you, Lucy Thruckton,' Eli said grimly, 'l would-
na get no fatter. It dunna look respectable.

‘Why, Lil," John exclaimed, as Lily ensconced herself
between him and Joe, 'what a picture you do make agen the
old settle!’

Joe leaned forward and surveyed Lily from every position,
as if she were a work of art just introduced to him. Lucy
gazed at her with awe and envy. Lily felt that the evening
Was a SUCCESS.

Stephen and Deborah came in, and were whisked off to
ﬁUt on dry things. Deborah came down in an old gown of

er own, and Stephen in John's best coat and a scarlet hand-
kerchief tied round his neck.

‘Laws me, Stephen!" cried Mrs. Arden, with great admira-
tion; 'that bit of red just sets you off.’

Lily thought so too. She and Deborah both sat and ad-
mired Stephen's bright, crisp hair - Deborah because it was
not like her own, Lily because it was.

Stephen felt a kind of comfort in wearing John's coat. He
knew that it had lain above a heart full of mi;sterious peace,
that its worn deeve-edges had brushed the book-rest when
its wearer travelled into regions where thought stopped.
Peace breathed from it, as from al John's small possessions -
the three ties in his drawer, carefully folded, lying between
the handkerchiefs Deborah hemmed for him last Christmas,
and the gilt tiepin Joe bought with his first earnings; his

rayer-book, which lay on his father's old tool-chest and

eld in its turn his mother's workbox and a bead mat made
by Mrs. Arden; even the simples he kept in the outhouse
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Deemed friendly, and Deborah had been known as a child to
rush out there after a scolding, and come back hugging his
old tin can of sheep-dip, from which she appeared to gather
a store of consolation.

'Wdll, you gaIIus young whippersnapper!" said Eli com-
banvel?/ to Stephen.

‘Well, you sour old great-grandfather!" replied Stephen
patly, for Eli always roused him to repartee, in whatever
mood of joy or sorrow he might be.

Mrs. Arden suddenly cackled with laughter, dapped her-
«df and cackled again.

'You seem amused,’ said Eli.

'To think of you-!" She mopped her :3/

'‘Mother," John cautioned her, 'what did you say to me
afore the party come in about oiled tongues?

'‘Deborah,’ sad Eli, seeing that he could get no change
out of Stephen; 'you look married al o'er.

'‘Well, Eli," Mrs. Arden put in, 'she's tired after the waidy
walk. Shell be better for a cup of tea. And maybe, when
folks have had their teas, they wunna nag so.

'Paid for!" shouted Eli suddenly to Lucy. 'She's been do-
;:ag "trust" this half-hour, Wlth eyes as big as them soul

es with longing after ‘em.'

‘Well, Deb, my dear, is your tea putting some heart into
you? asked Mrs. Arden. ‘The roads be long in the dark.'

"The roads be long in the dark," echoed Stephen, half to
himself. He was sitting next to John.

'Stephen,’ said John in a low tone, 'our travelling's a
circle. Whether we're outward bound or homeward bound
dunna matter; we're just as nigh the sun.'

Stephen made no reply; hefelt grateful, but, in the dark-
ness where he was, al comfort seemed futile. He was
momentarily h py now, in the light and the chatter which
kept thought at He was thankful to be spending a night
away from LostW|th|n and the Chair, and he felt more than
ever, after this taste of freedom, the longing to be away.

"M other says,' said Lucy ponderously, 'as when they give
a soul cake to folks in time past, they was used to say -

"God have your soul,
Bones and al." '
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'How beastly!" said Stephen.

'If you're too high and mighty to want the Lord to get
your soul, what'n you do when the devil getsit? asked Eli.

‘There is no devil,' replied Stephen.

‘Why, there's his Charr, close agen your cottage.’

'Empty!" said Stephen, in a voice of such curious quality
that even Joe stared.

Eli dapped the table hard - dso Mrs. Arden's hand,
which happened to be on it at the moment.

‘There Is a devil!" he cried, as one might say in winter,
‘There is summer!’

'‘An eye for an eye said Mrs. Arden, slapping his hand
smartly.

Eli did not notice.

'l know there's a devil.

I wish there was!'

Ste#ohen was unaware how they al stared in surprise a his
heartfelt tone.

He had come through vicissitudes of horror and despair to
a state when everything seemed unreal, himself more than
dl. Sometimes, as he sat in thiswarm, curtained room, with
laughter round him and the spread table before him, the
sensation verged upon catalepsy. A kind of crackling empti-
ness seemed to envelop him. Hehad grasped life, and it had
given way in his hand - like a lizard's empty skin or the
shell of a blown egg. It was a great relief to be away from
Lostwithin, but - he must go back to-morrow. He shud-
dered. The place had becomefor him the embodiment of his
own mind. It was seared upon his being - the dim plains,
with their rich colours of wood and tilth and orchard, were
like his own youth; in the midst rose the gaunt and knife-
like ridge, with its a/er-empéy throne - like the negation
that now dominated him. And now Deborah seemed ready
to fail him. She had not come to meet him for three days,
she had seemed tired, and had not cheered his forlorn mood.
To gt in their cottage dl evening with Deborah, pde and
absent-minded, opposite him, with the wind pawing at the
window, trying the door, hooting in the chimney, and with
nothing to distract his thoughts from the insistent, unanswer-
able cosmic questions that seemed to hoot in his ears with
the wind - this, he felt, was more than he could bear. Any
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place, any person, even Lucy Thruckton, whose adipose de-
posit fronted abstract questions with comfortable equani-
mity, was a plank to cling to in the flood.

Outside, from somewhere up on the first plateau, broke
out a sudden bleating of sheep, contented yet eager.

Every one listened, silent.

It broke out again - awistful cry, full of a longing which
seemed fulfilled and yet ever renewed. Coming down the
dark dopes in the clear, chilly air, it set the imagination on
fire.

'‘Aye!’ said John, in a hushed voice, "tis Allhalontid. Year
in, year out, | hear the sheep cry, nights. But never as they
cry on Allhalontid, Christmas Eve and Midsummer Night.
And on those nights, if so be you was up by the signpost, that
makes the shadow of a cross in the light of the moon, you'd
see the sheep clustering, al turned one way and not afeerd.
And I'm thinking they see him there - the Flockmaster him-
sdf, with hisworn feet and hiseye for sorrow, and the wide-
ness of his pity. I'mthinking I'd liefer bethere then,' said he
dreamily, 'and hear him call across the little hills and the
high mountains, than gather the treasures of earth and
heaven.'

‘Thered be no one there' sad Stephen scornfully and
wearily. Yet he of al those present, could most understand
John. For the man who affirms nothing is kept away from
the ready-made faiths, not by their tax on his belief and their
wildness, but by their lack of wonder.

'Heh!" said Eli, with concentrated scorn.

'Who's being superstitious now, John? asked Petty.

Deborah was silent, basking in the comfort of her father's
presence. She kept wishing she had told Stephen her news,
then being glad she had not. Day by day she put it off, and
ifit was a great mistake it was an excusable one, for Stephen
was curt, distrait, melancholy.

'"You little pest!" Eli exclaimed suddenly. 'I'd wring your
neck if you wunna made of chancy." He glared at the bull-
finch on his cup. 'Vermin,' he added.

‘There's no vermin in my house,' said Patty, 'and you
met leave the bird alone, Eli, seeing as it's never lived and
never will - let aone its tail feathers dl being scrubbed
away, with my mother being such a thorough woman.'
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'‘D'you like my locket, Stephen? asked Lily, with a fas
cinating glance. She was bored with John's talk of flock-
masters. But Stephen had forgotten ever having said any-
thing about the locket. He looked back at her with the long,
preoccupied gaze that was becoming habitual to him, arid
made no reply. She flushed under what she thought (and
hoped) was his first look of admiration and passion. She
returned his look with a little smile and half-closed eyes.

‘Well! you two'U know each other next time.'

At Eli's remark Lily hastily removed her eyes.

‘A penny for your thoughts, Mr. Southernwood,” said
Lucy, with laboured pleasantry.

'‘Better pay a thousand pounds not to know them,
Stephen muttered.

‘Laws, Stephen! What ails you? You binna going to get
like Eli, never happy unless you're miserable?

'‘No, no, mother," said John. 'The lad's only thinking out
summat in the machinery line. Them things take a power
of thinking to keep up with their tricks.'

'Well," said Joe, who had noted and entered for future
inquiry Lily's provocative look at Stephen, 'if we'm going to
play the fool with them apples, mother, let's begin of it, or
we met be playing other kinds of fools.'

"To be sure! Wdll, everybody's got to ped one without
breaking, and throw the pedl o'er shoulder, and it'll make
the initial .’

'Who of? asked Lucy rapturously.

"Y our husband asis to be - or wife. But when you're mar-
ried it'll make the initial of the first -'

'Mother!" said Deborah. 'Can | have a better apple than
this 'un?'

'‘Ave, you can, my dear. There's none deserve it so well.'

'Who'll it make the initial of if | do it? asked Eli.

'If you do it,’ said Joe, conscious that he was making the
cleverest utterance of his life, if you do it, itll make the
initials L.S.D.'

Lucy was peeling a large baking apple with her mouth
open and her tongue following every movement of the knife.

‘I shouldn't put yourself about, Lucy,’ sad Lily. 'It'll
only make a big, round nought.'

‘Now then, Stephen,’ sad Joe; 'as we'm dl got to play
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this soft game to please mother, I'll race you with that there
russet, and see which cuts ourselves first.'

‘Joe, Joe!' cried his mother. 'You've diced yours like a
turmit cutter.'

'Oh, well! Let's roast the chestnuts/ said Joe.

"I think so, too!' remarked Lucy, almost with animation.

'Hark at her!" said Eli, sternly divesting his apple of its
skin. 'And her only just got outside that raw baker!'

'Stephen’'s done his better than anybody," said Deborah.
Throw it, Stephen!

'I's a N/ sad Lucy.

‘N for nothing,’ commented Stephen, and relapsed into
silence.

‘Wish | lived here,' he said after a time, looking across at
John. 'There's no beastly black Chair.'

‘If you only look you can see dl colours in that black
rock,” said John; 'al colours and sparkling white.'

'‘What makes you think things like you do? asked Stephen
curiously; 'about the Flockmaster and all that. How d'you
make up such things?

‘I dunna make 'em up. | say 'em like that for lack of bet-
ter ways. I've seed him lead out his flock ath'art the sky.
I've seed him lead the spring flowersdown the pastures; I've
harkened at his voicein the heather. And what's wonnerful
in that? Look you, Stephen! Those little small berries of
Deb's are so mortal uncanny, with the life in them and a
rose-tree in every one, after them the queerest things seem
naught.’'

'‘But everybody knows rose-berries 'll end in rose-trees;
there's nothing in that.'

'Everybody knows what marrying ends in, but they'm
took all of a heapjust the same/ said Mrs. Arden briskly, 'as
you'll find, maybe.'

But Stephen's thoughts had gone back into their grey,
grinding treadmill, and he did not hear. Deborah made
dumb and unnoticed signals for silence to Mrs. Arden.

'And for once in your life, John, you'm said a thing with
sense in it, for it's what 1'd have said mysdlf. Joe, what'n
you grinning at like a turmit lantern?

".Father'said Joe, 'did you hear as Mr. Prior's sending
fifty shorthorns to America?
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'slx\l;(;i)! Bless me!" said John, quite dazed at business on such

a sde.

y '‘Aye. And as nice alot, they do say, as ever gadfly went
ter.'

'‘Well,' put in Mrs. Arden, 'they'll be glad enough of some
good Shropshire milk in America, no danger! Poor things!'

'Only,”> Joe went on, not intending to give up his tale till
he had finished it circumstantially, 'only he canna get a man
to go along of them - not for love nor_money seemingly.’

'‘And no wonder I' said Mrs. Arden. 'To fly In the face of
the perils of the deep, only to be where you dunna want to

goes agen common sense:’

'He's going to give good money, mother.’

'‘No mon?/‘d send me among icebergs and Injins and sky-
scrapers and Bible-pedlars,' sad Mrs. Arden, who had an
eextraordinary gift for distilling the essence from a continent.
f ‘erlat sort of man does he want? asked Stephen indif-

erently.

'Oh,ya handy chap - honest and that. He says, if he don't
hear of one come Christmas hell advertise.'

'Fancy!" said Mrs. Arden.

Such a tremendous step is seldom taken in these parts.

To be out a sea - to be in the zest of storm and change -
to be away from here! So flamed the thoughtsin Stephen's
mind. Then he looked at Deborah, and the thoughts died
like sparks in rain. But they came afresh.

'l suppose he'd give good wages? he asked.

"‘Why, Stephen, d'you know anyonelikely? asked Deborah.

'l know one chap. But he may be - tied.'

'‘Christmas 'll soon be on us,’ said Mrs. Arden. 'Scarce
two months till S. Thomas.'

‘The longest night,’ said Deborah, with a thrill of inexplic-
able foreboding.

'Why d'you say it like that?.' asked Stephen.

I dunna know. Maybe it's along of the ghosts meeting on
Diafol mountain on the longest night - to choose ‘em aking,
like | told you.'

‘All the ghosses in Shropshire!” said Mrs. Arden com-
placently.
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‘A wild night it is, most allus,' John murmured; 'a night
to lose sheep on'

‘Grandmother says,' remarked Lucy oracularly, 'asin her
young daysyou could hear the ghossesgoing acrossthe fields,
high up, setting in to the Diafol like a tide, she says, and
skriking soft one to other like gilly-owlets.'

"Your grandmother ought to be among 'em for a wold
lying witch!" said Eli. 'If she was my grandmother-'

‘Well, what would you do, father!" asked Lily suddenly,,
an intuition telling her that he was stumbling into a pitfall.

Eli pulled himsdf upjust in time. He looked at her like a
quizzical ferret.

'‘Love, honour and obey the owd mouldiwarp!" he said
crisply, ‘as the Word says grandchillun should, likewise chil-
lun. But they dunna.'

'‘Well, well!" said John. 'It's fine to have the young folk
round us at the fall of the leaf, when we're minding us of the
risng wind and the dark night setting in; and the green
leaves that was so soft, brown and hard as a bark-stack - and
we only like little brown leaves on the tree, little brown
leaves!'

I ain't no brown leaf!" said Eli pugnaciously, looking
extraordinarily like one, with his wizened face and air of
futile obstinacy.

' "Little blind mice," we called 'em when we was chillun,’
said John.

‘Deb and Lil! While | mind, there's some paper patterns
I've got for you. Gome and get 'em,’ said Mrs. Arden.

‘Blouses? asked Lily.

‘Little frocks? thought Deborah.

'‘Blouses!  Allus dizening yourselves like popinjays/
snarled Eli.

‘It innablouses!" Mrs. Arden broke into one of her laughs.

'If you laugh so lungeous, 'ooman, you'll break a blood-
vessel one of these fine days.'

‘Now then, you four men, get the lead ready for telling
the future while we're upstairs,’ commanded Mrs. Arden,
ignoring Eli's remark.

'Why," said Deborah, ‘father's lit my lamp!
'‘And would you believe, complained her mother, 'as ne
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doesit night after night, as obstinate as a clockwork mouse,
thlough | tel him about the wise virgins and the saving of
all.

'‘But the wise ones put il in their lamps,' Lily corrected.
She had aways taken prizes a Sunday schoal.

‘(\jNeII, that dunnat alter his softness, dun it? sad Mrs.
Arden.

Deborah's eyelashes were wet. When they went down-
stairs again she sat by John.

'‘Wdll, lass? he said.

I see the dtairs be as light as ever/ smiled Deborah.

John returned the smile.

"It dunna take so much ail', he explained apoIogeticaIIP/.
i_Seﬁms to me it's worth a few pence a week - the kindly
ight.'

‘Now then!" Mrs, Arden organized the revels. 'Get the
lead martyr-hot, Joe, and dump it in the basin of water.'

‘A sinful game as | ‘unnaplay, sad Eli, who had a horror
of the hot lead spurting up into his eyes.

'What have you Sc};}ot, Joe? inquired Lily, when the lead
had sizzled into a snape.

‘Laws me! It dunna look like nought.'

':éé%OkS' sad Eli, drawing cautiously nearer, 'like a piece
o) S

"You old spoilsport!" Mrs. Arden scolded. 'Now, Stephen,
you try! Dear heart! It's like a ship, masts and dl !"

"That just shows,' said Deborah, 'that there's nought in
the game. For were never going on the sea be we,
Stephen?

Stephen was looking at the lead, dumb with surprise and
feeling rather superstitious, for it was remotely like a ship.

Lucy solemnly tried her luck.

‘A lump!" said Eli, 'and that's what it should be.

When Deborah's turn came, Mrs. Arden exclaimed -

It's like a cream-mundle! No! An arrow.’

‘The golden arrow/ Deborah murmured;e(}/ou trK, Lil.!

'She's got a cradle!" Mrs. Arden announced delightedly.
'One of them plain sort.'

f I]be bent over and looked at it so intently that his pipe
el out.

'So it id' he said. 'Dunna that show?
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"It shows nought,® Lily cut him short.

"You met as well cdl it a coffin as a cradle,’ remarked
Eli.

'You nasty old beast!" Lily shrieked, white with super-
stitious terror, and blazing with hatred of his grudging spirit.

‘Now, now, Lil! Dunna miscal your poor old father,' said
John.

'He hadn't ought to be anyone's father!" wept Lily. 'And
how he ever came to be passes me — for he's no more heart
than awold stump, and no more looks than an Aunt Sally.'

Joe guffawed.

Eli was taken aback. He had, for once, said something
more unpleasant than he meant.

He blinked like an owl in lamplight.

'Like to shoot me, Lil?

Yes'

'With my rook rifle?

'Hold your row," said Joe. "You'll want some sheep round-
ing up after Martinmas.'

'And the cattle,’ Eli added; 'and some ponies fetched
ready for the Fair.'

After supper John suggested a hymn.

'That's the first righteous word I've heard to-night!" said
Eli. 'And that's only a poor measly ‘'un. Well sing "Day of
Wrath"!"

"That we won't!" Stephen contradicted, suddenly full of
life and animosity.

'Well sing "Lead, kindly Light" - and please al,' John
sad pacifically.

'That's Deb's favourite.'

"The Golden Arrow first,) Mrs. Arden suggested; 'it's a
grand tune.'

'And neither sense nor godlinessin thewords,' snapped Eli.

The quiet kitchen, with its colours of old medlars and wild
geranium, its bright copper and dim china, and the faint,
worn tick of the clock, was suddenly full of melody. De-
borah's voice endowed the song with strange meanings.
Lucy gasped her words out, 'All blow and no tune,' as EU
sad.
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John swayed a little as he sang, dignified as a bard, with
nothing harsh in his rather faded voice. Stephen did not
sing until he saw that Eli aso was sitting slent, trap-
mouthed and sardonic. Then his voice rang out so master-
fully that Deborah quite forgot to sing herself. Rain soused
on the window, the leafless roses knocked against it with
urgent little taps, as though Destiny forged the lives within
with small, relentless hammers. From the shippen came the
contented rattle of cow-chains. John listened pleasurably.

"They seem [ﬁretty comfor'ble,’ he said. 'But | never can
think what took them that night you was alone, Deb. It was
just as if some one had been chivying them summat cruel.'

'‘Maybe there was frittening," said Deborah, with a sweet,
rememberingflush and aglance at Stephen. He came out of
his reverie and smiled back. She was so rose-like and gra-
cious, and the stolenjoy they had shared held such glamour.

"There's most awful frittening, now and again, isn't there,
Deb? he sad, and they both Taughed.

Lily, who was annoyed that his eyes should caress another
woman when they were so dight, so deliciousy merry and
masterful, cut into their warm silence with a suggestion of
the hymn.

The wistful notes - groping like blind children for some-
thing tangible to cling to - filled the firelit room and died.

The second verse began. Eli had a powerful, extremely
raucous voice, and he was emphatic.

"They loved the garish day!" he sang, with a comprehen-
sive look at the two young couples.

Into John's voice crept the ardour of the lovers of God.
The room became an audience chamber, and his strange,
upliftedjoy touched some of the others to a kindred, though
lesser fervour. Joe sang with restraint, which showed how
religious he was fedling.

'‘O'er moor and fen -" Deborah sang, with presage in her
heart and a sense that not Stephen, not God, but her father's
little lamp on the stairs would be her guide.

'‘Oer crag and torrent - Stephen's voice rose in sudden
joy at the picture conjured up.

Lucy wept at the line about angel faces, and Eli sangitin
complete forgetfulness that tzhze only 'angel face® he had lost
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was hiswife's, which he had been wont to call in her presence
‘an o'erdone baking apple." Mrs. Arden, havingjudiciously
saved her voice, came in on the 'Amen' with emotion.

"Theer!" said Joe, after alittle silence. 'Now we'redl good
chillun, dad, and well be off whome.'

'‘Aye, lad,' said John, with his radiant smile and his right
hand still shut, asif on the finger of God; 'and the Lord bless
us and keep us,' he added, with dreams still lingering in his
eyes.

Even Lily was impressed.

'| see, John,' said Eli, 'as you're one of the chosen, in spite
of yourself.'

He went out. But he put his head in again.

'One of your cows has got an awful hoost,’ he said. 'She
means dying.'

‘I'm frit of the ghosses in the 'ood," said Lucy, hinting
broadly that Eli should accompany her.

‘No ghost 'd tackle such a roundabout thing," said Eli, who
was determined not to do so.

John said he would wak with her - an offer of great
unselfishness, for it was a night of nights with him, having
Deborah under his roof, and he wanted every moment.

"You'll beup when | come back, Deb? he asked wistfully.
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Chapter 42

As Stephen sat by thefirewith Deborah and Mrs. Arden, he
uzzled over John. What was it that he could not gaugein
im? Deborah partook of it also, though it showed itself diff-

erently in her. Herested his cheek on his hand, staring into

the fire, looking so comely and so sad that Deborah stroked
the other hand and Mrs. Arden said -

‘Well, Stephen, lad, what'n you dwining about? Be you
thinking o' your sins or is it the colic? Them eyes o' yours
wunna meant to conquer wold sins, but young wenches.'

Deborah was pleased. It was the second compliment her
mother had paid Stephen this evening.

After a time John came in.

,'lrJ]rétgert weather/ he said. 'God help al poor folk be-
nighted.'

~ Deborah felt a peculiar sweetness in being back in her
little attic, with the bunch of late chrysanthemums put on
the dressing-table by Mrs. Arden. It seemed sofamiliar and
safe; and there was such a thrill in remembering her lonely
maidenhood passed under its sloping roof, and comparingit
with the present. She decided that when she had blown out
the candle, so that the keen wind could plunge in as of old,
and the stars glitter in the square of sky like dew on a dark
flower, she would tell Stephen her news. But Stephen was
tired out in mind and body, for he was hag-ridden b
thoughts, longings, despairs, and he had done a day's wor
and along walk after it. Hefell adeep before the light was
out, wrapped in the strange peace that had laid its hand on
him all evening; for once he neither tossed nor dreamed. It
would &l come back to-morrow, doubtless; but to-night
there wasa truce. John's personality, music, change and
ood-fellowship had madefor him asurface peace above the
lack tides. But Deborah could have given him the deep-sea
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peace that no wind gtirs, had he loved her - not as most men
love their wives, but as afew men (eccentric, unsociable, sd-
fish, the world cdls them) love the woman who is one soul
with them. Deborah, because she loved him in this large
way, was invulnerable to all trouble while she was with him:
but parting - even for a night - was a thing unthinkable to
her; herein she paid the lover's penalty, for the very thought
of absence from him set her shaking.

To the lover it is not the reason or the result or the dura-
tion of absence, but just absence itsdf that is the deadly
thing. If you cut a man's heart out, he would not bother
about reasons or results or the length of time it stayed out,
because hewould be dead. Soitiswith thelover. Thepulse
of life stops at parting. Stephen did not know this love, so he
had one advantage over Deborah. Although he was afraid
of many things that a lover meets with courage, he shared
with the mediocre herd the indifference at parting which
the world cdls sensible.

'Want to be with your husband al day? exclamed the
manager's wife in her call after Deborah's marriage. 'How
very extraordinary!" Those who knew her husband would
have understood her remark. To acrassworld it does appear
extraordinary that two beings who need each other desper-
ately, and who do not know how soon they may bewrenched
apart, should treasure every golden moment.

For such love as this comes unseen and passes unknown,
like the doom of pain and the impulse of spring.

Only a few reach out strong yet trembling hands for it;
for only a few care to drop their small treasures, and the
hands that reach for it can hold nothing ese.

Deborah was bitterly disappointed when she turned and
found that he was adeep. She denied herself a good-night
kiss in order not to wake him, and lay gazing out into the
illimitable night, finding it small. With wide grey eyes she
contemplated the suns and planets wheeling to their age-
long destinies in their intolerable silence, and she felt them
to be pitiful, easy to understand as a child's secret. Their
vastness did not daze her; she dwelt in it now, since Stephen
came. Their fires did not frighten her; she was fire. The
dtillness that broods upon the cosmos and is not stirred by

227



the swing of the constellations, the deep reserve and mystery
of it dl - these did not trouble her. Stillness was upon her
aso, and she had her key to the secrets of life and death.
The lover dwells like leaf and flower - quiet, incurious. He
does not question of God. Heis content to abide by the laws
of life, whoever ordained them, for they have given him his
treasure. He is not anxious about his beginning or his ulti-
mate destiny, for he shares in a Sacrament that is without
beginning or end.

But when it happens that the passion of one lover is god-
like, and of the other not g0, the blackness of the tragedy is
impenetrable.

Deborah lay and smiled in the darkness, her hand laid
lightly on Stephen's. The new life that was coming to her
did not mean quite the same to her as to most women, who
often long for some one on whom to spend love. But De-
borah wondered how she would find time for the new-
comer. It was not for the baby's sdf, not in the usual tide
of mother-love that she rgjoiced - it was because the child
would be Stephen's, because she now had something to do
and bear for Stephen.

Tain for Stephen!®

Her eyes grew bright as the stars outside. For the lover is
the eternal martyr, the eternal reveller. He has found the
arrow, sharp and golden, the desire of al time; he clasps it
to his breast with fierce rapture.

" Stephen was muttering in hisdeep. 'America -' sheheard

im say.

It's queer-like, how folk talk in their deep of things as

F]he%/é\?e never so much as thought of in the day,' she said to
erself.

A fox barked in one of the near woods, and down a cwm
an owl cried, with its mirthless laughter and long tremolo -
making the middle word five syllables -

'What alls you?
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Chapter 43

AFTER the first excitement of the locket and the drives was
over, Lily began tofind Joe very unsatislactory. She thought
of Deborah with increasing envy. She thought of Stephen's
long ?aze at her on All Halloween, and amost persuaded
herself to ascribe it to love. _

BK love she meant admiration and desire.

The more she thought of him, the more uncontrollable
grew the wish to see him and to be seen by him. So the

e which had begun in a desre for romance, a dumb
onging for beauty, grew into hysteria. She saw herself asa
beautiful but unappreciated wife, cruelly obliged to bring
up afamily for aman she did not love. She went further
gntljl imagined Stephen thinking of her, finding Deborah

ull.

'Stephen and me was made for each other,' she remarked
to her looking-glass. 'Why canna we be together, when he
loves me, and me him?

Stephen had, in fact, awakened in her an emotion dightly
nearer to that sdlfless absorption than anyone ese had, so
that there was a particle of redlity in her artificial feelings.
These grew al the faster for their nec concealment; she
never, as arule, concedled an emotion. Slepe seemed duller
and duller as the winter days drew in. Lostwithin became a
magnet.

At last, one morning when Joe was at a distant sheep-fair,
she set out to walk to Lostwithin. [t took her along time,
but she reached the woods above the mine before the dinner-
hour. She knew that Stephen had his dinner at the mine
now. She sent a child with a m e, and sat down on a
tree-trunk under alarch that still held a few yellow needles,
Fleasantly conscious that her hair outshone it. She felt de-

ightfully alarmed and tremulous. She was as steeped in her
pose as an actress in her interpretation of a character. She
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felt exalted, interesting, noble. She patted her hair and ar-
ranged her dress. Shewas cold, but what did that matter? -
it was for Stephen's sake. Time went on, and she grew very
cold, and forgot that it was for Stephen.

"'Stupid!" she exclamed. 'Dawdling so'

Annoyance began to conquer romance. But when he
came suddenly round a corner, romance returned.

'Oh, it's you!" he said, rather bored. 'What's up?

'St down, 'oot,’ she coaxed.

She sat close to him, and saw to it that a strand of hair
brushed his shoulder. He aways felt alittle sorry for her, so
he was comparatively patient.

‘Well, Lily?

' come 0 purpose -'

‘Well?

To see you.'

‘What about?

'He's nigh as dow in the uptake as Joe/ she thought.

She tried a new tack.

‘Ic‘,m awful cold, Stephen. Gould | have your coat round
me”

'H'm! All right, said Stephen grumﬁily. '‘But for the
Lord's sake don't be long, or | shall catch a cold, and get it
hot from Deb.

' meant - a bit of it. Put it on agen. There!'

"It looks rather ~ | hope no on€ll see us,' sad Stephen
nervoudly, 'or what'd Deb say?

Lily was encouraged by proximity.

'Deb!' she cried, in the voice that seemed to her suitable,
and made Stephen jump. 'What does Deb matter to you
and me?

Stephen raised his eyebrows.

'‘Well, she's my wife, that's dl,' he remarked curtly.

'‘Not by rights,’ Lily went on, beginning to enjoy herself;
'by rights it should be me!

'Here, drop it, Lily!" Stephen said crosdy. 'Who are you
getting at?

She put her head on his shoulder and began to cry.

Oh, Stephen! dunna be so -' she was going to say 'soft,’
but substituted 'hard' instead. 'Canna you see?

' s2e you're making me IZ%%k afool. Do get up"



With an ingtinct to dare al a once, she flung an arm
round his neck, and kissed him. .

He sat perfectly silent. She suddenly wished that she had
not done it. She no longer felt elated - only shy, arid very
much aware that her face was scarlet. She got up suddenly
and stood with her back to him.

Stephen was touched by her silence as he had not been be-
fore. He had seen the blush. He saw her as a comely and
desirable woman; though he personaly did not wish for her
love, hefelt that some expression of gratitudelor it was neces-
sary. He got up and put a hand on her shoulder.

'It's very decent of you to - like me, little 'un,’ he said.
‘But it won't do, you know. What about Joe?

'What's he matter?

'WEell, you know, he'd be vexed," said Stephen mildly.

'We v/unna let him know ought. We'd go off together.
Oh, Stephen, take me off with you! I'll do all the things |
dunnalike - darning and that. And you've got golden hair,
like me, and we both like randies. Say you'm fond of me,
Stephen!’

Stephen began to find the situation unbearable.

'Of course | like you, Lily," he said, to soothe her.

‘Then - kiss me, Stephen.’

'‘No.'

She began to cry again. He detested tears.

‘Do stop crying!" he besought her. 'The placeis miserable
enough without that.’

She saw his evident pain.

‘I wunna stop unless you kiss me.'

He walked up and down.

"You ought to be ashamed, Lily. Go straight home this
minute!’

'I wunna!' cried Lily, rising to the height of tragedy. Til
drown myself sooner.'

Stephen's nerves, already frayed, gave way at this. He
did not know Lily, and he thought she meant it. His face
twitched, and he implored her to stop.

Shedelightedly perceived her power, and went on. It was
amost like aretributive punishment for theway in which he
had once lacerated Deborah.

Lily continued, crescendo.
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'If you wunna kiss me this instant minute, I'll go straight
and drown mysdlf in Lostwithin Pond. And youll see me
floating on the top, with my golden hair al draggly.'

She was enjoying hersdlf, as she once had when torment-
in%be in like manner.

ut she had a different man to deal with now. Stephen,
turned sick by this vivid picture of the corruption which he
feared and loathed, and which seemed to thrust its leprous
face into his a every turn, sprang forward and shook her
savagely.

'Stop it, you little beast!" he shouted.

Then rage and the sight of her face - frightened, flushed
and pretty - woke a new emotion in him.

"There you are, then!" he said. 'You asked for it - now
you shdl have it, and a few extra for your trouble.'

He kissed her so hard that she struggled.

Then she suddenly remembered al the black marks that
she had put down against Deborah from time to time. She
was having her revenge now. Here was Deborah's model
husband kissing her - Lily - with thefrantic kisses of alover.

She ceased to struggle. The moment she did so, Stephen
came to himself. He sprang back, and stared at her dazedly.

'‘Get away in the name of decency!' he said hoarsely.

‘Where to?

'‘Anywhere. Drown yourself, if you want to!'

' dunnawant to. | want to live aong of you," sad Lily,
with unblushing directness. .

Stephen was amazed. He was himself so ashamed that he
felt he could never look her in the face again. He did not
want ever to see her again.

A look that Joe had never seen cameinto Lily'sface. She
had, through stages of admiration and fellow-feeling, come
near to loving Stephen. Shelet her poses dip from her. She
stole up to him and put her hand on his arm.

He shook it off.

'Let me bide along of you, Stephen,’ she pleaded. 'l
dunna want nought ese. | only wanted it a bit, before you
kissed me, but now -'

She stopped, chilled by the extreme dislike in hisface; and
made the only renunciatory speech of her life.

‘But if you'd liefer not, néer mind.'
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' wouldP sad Stephen heartily, wiping his hot face,
'much liefer not.' _ _ _

She stooped and kissed his hand, with a gauche little
m(())(\)/dement. Then she turned and went away through the
wood.

Stephen sat down on a log.

'Wegl, I'm blest!" he said(.)g _

He decided, on the way home, that he could neither tell
Deborah of theincident nor stay in Lily'svicinity. Thishalf-
hour had given him another push towards flight, another
reason for hating Diafol mountain.
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Chapter 44

MARTINMAS was over, and nights encroached more and more
on the days. It was pitch dark when Stephen started in the
morni en(? and long before he came back at night - grim and
tortured. In the wilds, away from theatres and lit streets,
men turn to the tavern or to their wives for warmth, colour,
excitement. Stephen did not care for the bar parlour, he
founditdull. Sodl that made thedaysworthliving through
wasin the bright kitchen and the moonlit room above. And
now it seemed to him that even thisjoy was tarnished. De-
borah sometimes forgot to have a bright fire; sometimes for-
got to talk; seldom answered his passion with her long, mys-
Itgtrlous looks of tender passvity. She had become remote of
e.

On the last morning of November he plunged straight in-
to animpenetrablewhitefog when hestepB fromthedoor,
where stood a forlorn snowberry bush, bare of dl leaves,
looking like a worn birch-rod. Deborah was terrified at his
going, for the hills had as many gashes andfissuresas an old
tree - one especialy, where there had once been a cloud-
burst, went al most sheer to thelevel of the plain. Shelit the
hurricane-lantern.

‘And whatever you do, dunna go to leave the path, Ste-
phen,' she implored. 'Dear heart, | canna let you go!'

There, it's dl right,” he said irritably. Tm not a stupid
sheeﬁ. | know the way.' _ _ .

"There's been some aslost their way in the dark of awhite
fog, shesaid, clinging wildly to hisarm. 'Oh, stay with me,
Stephen, my dear, just to-day.'

‘Why to-day?

‘To-day we're sure on. To-day's ours. We're not sure on
any other day.'

Stephen looked out, past the rime-grey bush where drops
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stood like a cold sweat. Then he looked back into the rosy
kitchen, where the fire roared and the brasses shone. Yes,
it was very tempting. He looked again into the impalpable
blanket of nothingness- a once imminent and impene-
trable, like death. The Devil's Chair was hidden, like some
black altar when curtains are drawn for an unholy rite. Be-
cause it was hidden it was dl the more present with him. He
felt, in his cottagein thefog, asif he were some minuteinsect
inafruit which some onewas dowly crushing. No; he could
not st idle all day and look at the wbu.te window, be con-
scious of the clammy mist enwrapping him like a woollen
burial robe.

Deborah was looking up, tearsin her eyes, a smile of hope
beginning on her lips.

He kissed her hastily.

'I must do my work, you know, Deb. Don't get silly idess,
| shal be as right as a trivet.'

He was not aware that if he had knocked her down he
would not have caused her as much pain as he did by those
words.

‘Then you'll go? She spoke hoarsaly.

'Of couise. Why not?

'Only to-day - | canna bear it. Dear sores! | canna. The
Devil's Gully in al this fog? What's the work matter? ['ll
starve along of you, Stephen, sooner than you go in danger.
What's the sense of it? It'slike taking a pauper's penny and
throwing it to and agen o'er a pond. |'ve nought but you,
Stephen, in the 'orld. | want nought else. Stop to-day, Ste-
phen. If you get notice gi‘ed you I'll n€er complain, what-
ever we come to. But if so be you go outside the wicket,
you'll be out of sight, and me not know till sx - dl them
mortal hours - where you be!'

'Deb! Don't be so silly. You're not like this generdly,
you're quite sensible/

"That I'm not,' said Deborah, with a sense of insult. 'I'm
never what folks call sensible. | try to put a good face on
things, but I'm like this - dlus like this - inside. And it
wears on me. And if ought went amiss with you, Stephen,
in such a forgotten kind of place, you met be there - oh!"
She covered her eyes with her apron and sobbed.

'| shal belate,' said Stephen, sorry for her trouble, though
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mystified. He did not know that love, in the most moment-
ary absence, is tortured with every vison of horror.

'You'd feel the same if it was me/ she cried desperately.

He just stopped the negative on his lips.

‘| should control myself,' he replied, as the non-lover and
the semi-lover dways can reply.

'You couldna- no more than if you got caught in a
thrashing machine.'

His hand was on the gate. He opened it and picked up the
lantern. He thought her unreasonable, but he kissed her
again.

‘Back at x. You have a nice time and read a bit by the
fire!

"To be comfor'ble with you away,' said Deborah, search-
ing for words, 'is like being in hdl.'

'Oh, wdl!" he said, feeling injured, for he had thought
himsdlf very unselfish to suggest comfort for her when hewas
going out into the cold; 'don't, then!

He was gone.

'Stephen! Stephen!' she called; but her voice was like a
muffled bell. Sheleant onthewicket, regardlessofthebitter,
dill cold, and strained her eyes to see his lantern. A leaden
grief was on her.

'It's a foretokening,' she murmured. She stayed there till
she thought he must be at the mine. Then she went in and
laid tea - nine hours too soon. She spent the day cooking
things for tea, warming Stephen's shoes, looking at the clock,
going out to listen for sounds from Lostwithin. To see the
tea laid for him was reassuring.

'Of course helll be sharp set and want his tea,’ she mur-
mured again and again. The idea that the tea might be
spread in vain was so horrible, so fiendish in its sickening
torture, that her mind refused to hold it. She forgot to have
any food. Sheforgot the little white boots with pink ribbon
that she was making surreptitiously. At three it was quite
dark and the silence grew denser. Not a bird nor a sheep
was abroad on the hills. Not a breath of wind touched the
bents. When she stood at the gate, two hours before he could
possibly come, the fog stolein at the door, stealthy as a com-
pany of ghosts, making the kitchen dark.

Twice she started to meet him, but remembered that she
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H’]Ight miss him on such a day, and not be home to welcome
im

She never thou%ht of the Chair, of her superstitions, of pos-
sible tramps, or that she was helpless and aone in a great
waste. She was clear of dl terrors but the one. The ar of
the roundabout came back to her, v;:th its wistfulness in the
midst of the crazy revelry, that was like the Iament of sensi-
tive spirits amid the unthinking lustiness of life - °0Oh, where
ismy lad to-night?
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Chapter 45

THE sense of being reduced to nothing by an unseen force
ﬂrew on Stephen as he went down the hill. To the gayest

eart, the most securely grounded in optimism, fog is dead-
ening, and on a solitary mountain-side it is nerve-racking.
To Stephen, with his desperate need of joy, his craving for
immortality and his agonized conviction that no such thing
existed; with his desire for some one to worship and his grey
certainty that there was no one; with his lust for clarity and
certainty and his finding of gloom and stark negation - it
was an unbearable witness to hisworst fears. He wanted, as
he could not get free of his desperate spiritual ill, opiates of
some kind to deaden it. Here were no opiates - only redlity.
The mist wreathed about him like seaweed round a derelict
ship. It towered above him, when the feeble lantern-light
struck it, like prison wals. The dry, dead heather dri Pped
with it; the rich plain, the hills, the blue sky were al dis-
solved inits colourless uniformity, asthisworld and the hope
of another had dissolved for him.

[t would be easy tofinishit al here and now, he thought.
But he was too near the precipitous side of the hill to think of
itlong, for he had the healthy young animal's shrinking from
pain and death. Nor could he face the complete annihila-
tion that death meant for him now - could neither face it
nor believe in it nor deny it. So he trudged on through the
sgh of the heather, browbeaten, miserable, morose.

°Arf an hour late!' said the manager when he arrived -
and he said it in the way that always exasperated Stephen,
through a yawn, during which he played on his teeth with
his fingers, as on a keyboard.

"When | was a young chap,' he continued, 'l was at work
‘af an hour afore time - day after day.'

Stephen looked him over appraisingly. .

He was a smal man, anié/gry sendtive about it.



‘If people's righteous overmuch, it stunts their growth,’
sad Stephen dowly and pleasurably.

'Ifyou're late again," said the manager, with pent-up hate
in his tone, 'it's the sack.'

Stephen made up his mind on the spot to take Prior's cattle
to America. It was the match to afuse long ready. He said
nothing; hewas too much occupied with his thoughtsof free-
dom. Heloathed the manager, the men, the look of spar; he
loathed and despised Lily; he was beginning to hate even the
work and the machinery. Had it not been for Deborah he
would have given natice twenty times. Now his nerve snap-
ped. The place had been too much for him in his crisis. In
his characteristic way he wanted to rush off at once, but he
must wait for hiswage day so asto leave money for Deborah.

"Three weeks more!' he thought hopelesdy. But the end
was at least in sight.

‘Well, best get your coat off and do abit, now you've been
so kind as to come," said the manager. Hewent off, blandly
conscious that he was 'licking Southernwood into shape.'

All day Stephen pondered. He would get hiswages, leave
them al with hisinsurance policy and his savings-bank book
for Deborah, and go on December 21 to Prior's, starting for
Liverpool that day with or without the cattle. He would
send anotetoJohn by Lucy Thruckton, who lived next door
to the Priors, and he would send another to Deborah by a
boy. Shewould be provided for. He could send her nearly
al his wages, and if anything happened to him she would
have his insurance. He crushed down the knowledge that
thiswould make no differenceto her. He would not remem-
ber that material needs are only a secondary thing to some
natures, though in his preaching days he had been very fond
of the text: 'Man doth not live by bread alone.

He toiled back at night up the rime-whitened hill-side,
like a gnat on a huge, sedled hornet-comb.

As he came near home, the mist thinned on the hill-top
and the moon burned through - ghastly, coppery, huge. She
hung above the Devil's Chair, giving no light, fiercewithout
warmth.

Unwholesome in the icy fog, she was, compared with the
bright, beneficent harvest moon, what a poison-gourd isto a
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melon. It was asif on the barren hill, in the unfruitful mias-
ma, had sprung an immense, livid fungus, rotten and worm-
eaten, the essence of dl the brooding harm that Stephen
found in the place.

If he stayed here longer it would be too late, he felt. Even
in three weeks it might be too late. No - it should not be.
He would cling fiercely to sanity, now that freedom was so
near. If he stayed, he was sure that the result would be the
Devil's Gully, the asylum, or one of those horrible, nerve-
caused double tragediesthat are sometimes heard of in lonely

laces. He breasted the last hill, meeting the rising wind. A
ew lines now marked his face, that had been smooth as a
lad's. He looked older, rather thin.

The lamp was in the window, the curtains drawn back to
show the inside of the kitchen. At the gate stood Deborah,
white with cold, but dl afire with Loy that he was home.

‘At long last!" she murmured. 'Oh, lad, dear heart! It's
been a waidy while! Come you in and warm you.'

In her low voice was the essence of dl homes, the security
that laughs at death. She pulled him in and bolted the door.

'Shut in wi' lovel' she said.

The snowberry bush at once began to tap urgently, threat-
eningly. Later, when the wind strengthened, it tapped the
window aso. From the three remaining dead trees and from
the acres of heather came through the night a low, long-
drawn whimper like the gasping 'ah - ah!' of a woman In
pain.

'‘Haifa minute!" said Stephen, when the tapping had gone
on for some time. He fetched the axe from the wood-shed
and g?jcked determinedly at the bush till only a stump re-
mained.

‘There, that's better!" He returned to thefire, his nerves
quieter.

But now that the tapping was gone, a smaler, weirder
sound was audible, the low, thin 'Phe-e-ew!" of the wind in
the keyhole. Stephen got up and stuffed paper into it. But
the wind whined in the eaves, in the window-chinks, in the
chimney.

‘Just as ifit wants something - or somebody!" said Stephen
superstitiously.

The way 1t is hereaboutzs/ Oaa'd Deborah, 'was used to
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make me glad, nights, as the cows was safe in shippen and
the sheep folded. Father and mother'll be by the fire now
at Upper Leasowes, and father'll be mixing sheep ointment
against lambing time.

'I expect they miss you.'

'Aye-Joe gone and al.

'"You'd rather be with your father than anyone, wouldn't
you, Deb?

'l was used to. Now | neer want to be along of any but
you.'

Stephen frowned and hastily changed the subject.

‘I suppose helll be busy with the lambs soon?

‘Aye. Nights, when he was used to be out in the lambing
shed, | neer dept.’

‘Why?

"There wunna no peace. When them you're fond on goes
out in the storm, it lets the rainy wind and the whoar frost
in. Neither fire nor can'le's any good then.'

Stephen began to walk up and down, into the scullery and
back again, knocking his head every time against the lintel,
and oblivious of it.

"You'm restless, my dear!" said Deborah anxiously; 'your
poor head'll be al of a bruise. You work too hard. You'm
not feeling bad, be you?

'‘No.'

'You'd tell me ought you felt, wouldna you, Stephen?

'Of course.

‘Mind arid body, there's no secret atwixt us, be there?

'Oh!" said Stephen in an overwrought tone, ‘damn that
wind! Damn it!"

‘Therel there!' soothed Deborah; ‘'what's the wind?
Nought! It met cry and cry, but it canna get in, nor yet
do nought agen us. There's no door gar in our two lives to
let 'unin. We'm shut inwi' love, like | was used to be under
the seynty tree inJune; we call it golden showers about our
way, from the shine of it. We'm got our own seynty tree
now, you and me.

Stephen quickened his step.

'For the Lord's sake, stop!" he broke out.

Deborah looked at him anxioudly.

'Stephen, lad,’ she said; 'you'm not heart-wel!'
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He laughed suddenly - tragicaly.

'Oh, | am! - never better,' he said.

"W, then, Stephen, there's no call to stamp about when
you'm trudged al day, and bang your poor head, as is the
comellhe_t inthe ‘orld.” Give o'er tramping, and let me stroke
your hair.

His head ached, his throat was parched. He flung himself
down and rested his head in her lap. He began to pull bits
out of the rag hearthrug - a present from Mrs. Arden with
'Good Luck' in red flannel on a green background.

There, now rest you!' said Deborah, more radiantly
happy than ever in her life before, since shewas tending him
and he was dependi n[g on her. .

‘Now you're my little lad!" she said, smiling archly, 'for dl
your maisteringways.” Sheran her fingersthrough his hair.
[twunnafor nought as | found one of God Almighty's|ady-
cows on my gown the day | saw you first,' she went on, ‘for
they token gold and luck, and you're a golden lad, and
you've brought me luck and no mistakel'

Hewassilent, striving not to see the tragic irony of al she

sad.

'In the old tale of the Arrow,' she said, 'there's a mort of
wold ancient women as comein, and they say: "Accornsfor
the pig, faggots for thefire- but we missed summat!" And
in a while the lovers come in, triumphing like, and say
they've missed nought. And no more have we'

He turned restlessly. _ _

‘Stroke more!" he said imperioudly, ‘and sing! Don't talk.'

She began to smg“n a hushed voice, while the firdlight
gole up and down the walls, and the wind lashed itsdlf into
the yelping fury of starved hounds.

'We have sought it, we have sought the golden arrow!
(Bright the sally-willows sway
Two and two by paths low and narrow,
Arm in crook along the mountain way.
Break o' frost and break o' day!
Some were sobbing through the gloom
When we found it, when we found the golden arrow -
Wand of willow in the secret cwm.’

She looked down inthe s lszce afterwards; he was adeep.



She took up the smdl woollen boots.  She would be doing
them when he awoke, and he would ask what they were.

She smiled.

'l know right well what helll say,” she thought. 'Hell say:
"What the devil are those doll'sleggings?' - for healluscdls
my stockings leggings and my nightgown a shirt, him bel nE
wo(c:)r(]j a 0g;!an y chap, and nothing of the 'ooman in him, than

n 1
J She crocheted in a maze of delight at this thought and at
the prospect of telling him her news.

But when Stephen awoke, he only wanted to go to bed,
and never noticed the boots. It is the tragedy of the sdlf-
absorbed that when the great moments of their lives go by
in roYaI raiment with a sound of silver flutes, they are so
muffled in sdf and the present that they neither hear nor see
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Chapter 46

ST.THOMAS DAY, likeamildewed rose, died beforeit flow-
ered. In the dark morning Stephen looked at Deborah's
deeping face in the candlelight, and waveied in his resolve.
Snow was falling; the flakes flattened themselves like soft
berries flung against the panes. In the curious mock day-
light which even a light fall of snow gives to amorning, Ste-
phen could see the Chair Ioomlnﬂ coal-black on the east. It
stood a?]al nst grim, white clouds through whoseimpenetrable
layersthe sun would never rise to-day. Snow wasanew vari-
ation of the capacity of this country for wintry gloom. Str-
phen hated its aspect even more than the fog. It lay, deep
and inscrutable, over gaunt hill and dimpled meadow. It
took away the beauty and the cruelty of the land, leaving
mere sterility. It had come softly in the dark, like a linger-
ing death. Only in the sky afew frail colours bloomed - the
sole emblems of vitality in adead world. They were delicate
and alluring as the desire of youth for youth, of a clear soul
for God. Stephen gazed at them, finding them friendly in a
world of animosity, and longed to follow them beyond the
horizon. His resolve was stronger than before. In the last
three weeks he had been hard pressed by despair, and had
sunk into gloom and morose bad temper. Now the day of
the breaking of all chains had come for him; at this moment
the cattle-boat would be in the Mersey. Life had a glow
again. He did not know that this was only a false dawn -
that the new life would be as dark and haunted as the old,
until he conquered or went under.

Should he go while Deborah was aseep? He thought not.
He would not deny her or himself the last kiss. Not that he
regarded the parting as final. In avague way he thought of
coming to fetch her some time, when he had made a new
home.  He did not know at this time that a lover would
sooner lie in the hedge-bank than be left aone while the
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most splendid home is built, since the firgt alternative is life
and the second, death. 'Deb,’ he sad, waking her with a
kiss, some timeless sorrow had brooded on her sleep; she
woke to his smile with the air of afrightened child. Out of
her half-dreaming state she looked up dazedly, and said,
with the strange, unconscious voicing of fate to which human
beings are sometimes doomed -

‘The longest night be come!

Stephen hurried over breakfast, a feverish flush on his
cheeks, a horror of what he was doing in his heart. He was
afraid that Deborah might say one of those heart-wringing
ztanlhli ngs that she did say at times, and so foil his purpose after

Shewondered at thewildness of hiskisseswhen heleft her,
at theway heturned round so often - lately he had forgotten
to turn at al - and waved his hand. Then he disappeared
in the wandering snowflakes, and she turned back with a
lagging step.

It was four o'clock when a smdl boy from Lostwithin
came up the path with Stephen’s note, and Deborah's heart
seemed to stop.

She ran to the door.

'_Nl?t hurted? she cried. 'He's not hurted? Quick -
quick!

She shook the boy.

'‘What'n you after, shaking me? he said, dodging her. ‘Is
who hurted?

‘The foreman - my man, Southernwood.'

'‘Hurted? No. He Five me this to give you.'

'You'm sure he's al right?

'Didn't | say s0?

'Would you like an apple?

S0 she rewarded with the best she had the messenger of
horror, as one might bring out wine and delicate fare for
the Black Reaper himself. The boy ran off, and Deborah
opened the letter.

DEAREST DEBORAH -1 am obliged to go away. Have
asked your father to come for you and take you home. For-
give me. - STEPHEN.

She did not faint. Her only sensation was one of surprise
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that she was not dead. Hour after hour dragged by. The
letter was burnt into her brain. Still she was not dead, she
thought.

'Obliged to go away.'

She knew that was not true. Nothing could make him go
unless he wanted to. And above all - not aone.

'‘Have asked your father to come and take you home!

But Stephen was home.

'Forgive me!'

Forgive what? She could not be forgiving or unforgiving,
angry or loving, cold or passionate; she could never be any-
thing any more.

'‘Stephen.’ She stood where she had opened the letter, in-
capable of any motion, for along time. And she continued,
with dazed pauses, to say over and over, in every tone of
love -

'Stephen - Stephen!”

Yet she had not realized anything. When five o'clock
struck, she suddenly said, 'His teal' and ran to re-light the
fire. Then shelooked at the letter; and dowly asthe massing
of thundercloudsfor a storm that will devastate the plain, or
thefirst glissade of rock for alanddlip that will sveep away a
hmounta' n-side, the rea meaning of it began to come upon

er.

Stephen did not love her.

It was perfectly dark. The cottage was hushed as a tomb.
A mouse began to nibblein thewainscot. Thewind moaned
and blew eddies of snow in at the open door.

Stephen did not love her.

The finality of this she never questioned.

Something akin to hers might be the emotions of a Teresa
confronted with incontrovertible proof that Christ never
lived, or of a mother, not yet free from the pains of child-
birth, told that her baby is dead.

She looked round. All was pitch dark; but she saw with
agonizing vividness scene after scene of her lifewith Stephen.
Again theweary surprise came on her that she was not dead.
She groped for matches, thinking, 'l be in a nightmare. I'll
wake afore long.'

She lit the candle.

'‘Neither lamp nor can'le,' she muttered, 'after this/
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Then she went upstairs and brought down an armful of
letters and Stephen's clothes.

‘None met s.2 None met know. None met s&t hand on
'em,’ she murmured. _ _ .

For the priest will burn his church and his sacred chalice
rather than that the holy things, which have grown mﬁen—
ous with darting light from beyond the horizon, should fall
into bestial hands. _

All hands that were not Stephen's seemed bestid to De-
borah now. With the sense that, life being over, things must
be put away - as one tidies a room at night - she went on
carrying out the chairs, the crockery, her sewing-machine,
everything, until her back ached - though she did notknowit.

The snow thickened. _ _ _

She went to and fro, mlareglng% the pile outside the door.

‘The longest night is come!" she said. . . _

The wind raved in the pinnacles of the Chair, shrieked in
the dry heather, threatened the dead trees, tore at her dress,
blew down a picture from thewall with a crash of glass. De-
borah was dragging out the littie oak table, when suddenly
Nancy Corra stood in the doorway.

'A Queer night to be out," she grumbled; 'l was at Log-
within, aong of a young ‘ooman that's bad. And now |
durstn't go whome in such weather. Met | bide in your
kitchen to-night? . )

At the word 'bide’ Deborah had a vison out of the glint-

ing past.

%he stood and smiled at Nancy with such exquisite sweet-
ness that Nancy was taken aback. _ _

'You'm VEY){J indly welcome,' she said, 'to bide with me.’

"Whatever be you doing? asked Nancy. 'What's that
bonnyfire? _ _

'Gi'e me a hand with the dresser!" said Deborah.

It suddenly came to Nancy, as she saw of what the bonfire
was composed, and looked at Deborah's face, that she was
with a mad woman. She stole away while Deborah's back
was turned.

‘No," said Deborah. 'You mun help me'
~ Nancy was obliged to come back. They went on carry-
ing out the furniture in th2e47bllnd|ng sow. At intervds



it was fine; a powder of stars came out over the Devil's
Chair.

"The longest night be come!' said Deborah.

‘Aye. No doubt," replied Nancy slavishly.

'‘And al the ghosts in Shropshire are coming here to
choose 'em a king.'

‘Aye. It'ssnowing bad,’ Nancy answered, anxious to keep
off ghosts.

‘Now bring the mangle." Deborah caught her arm.

Nancy shrieked.

'Did you hear that devil yonder? Deborah said. ‘In the
little coppy, it was.'

'Oh, dunna!' cried Nancy, in a cold sweat.

'Playing bo-peep along of another - by their voices said
Deborah. 'But there's no leaves now for 'em to hide in.
Nought but dead leaves now - like little blind mice on the
tree. Little blind mice! There! Didna you hear that?
"Howd yer! Howd yer!" '

She sang the words as a wagoner sings them, high on the
first, with afall on the second.

‘Lugging stones, they be' she added, 'for the Devil's
Chair.'

‘It's only the wind,” said Nancy; ‘'only the wind, my
dear.'

'Hearken now!' cried Deborah. 'There's another. "Haw-
woop!" - that's what he said. And there go the Dark
Riders.'

Nancy, torn between fear and greed, managed to conceal
some spoons in her apron.

‘Now, you come down along of me, my dear," she pleaded,
despairing of getting away alone, 'and see what a nice cup o'
tea I'll get you.'

‘There's a child crying up at the Chair/ said Deborah.
"They'm strangling it.’

‘It's only the wind," Nancy reiterated.

‘It's a love-child/ ssid Deborah. 'Hark at them, al the
devils, shouting, "Come-by-chancel Come-by-chancel” '

'‘But yours wunna be a love-child,’ said Nancy. 'You'm
married dl right and proper now.'

‘Left - left!" moaned Deborah, with depths of unplumbed
agony in her voice.
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Suddenly she began to sing -
'Oh, where is my lad to-night?

'If | ever get out of this," said Nancy privately to the hotch-
potch of malice and might which was her conception of God,
Til gi'e up the paying job.'

"They're strangling that child. Hark at him skriking,' said
Deborah.

‘I hear nought.'

‘Carmayou hear the ghosts shuffling and whispering soft-
like?

"You come down, Deb Southernwood.'

‘Never no more, never no more.'

‘Look'ee,' Nancy implored, feeling desperate; 'let's be go-
ing, it's an awful night.'

‘Aye. A night to lose sheep on.'

Deborah fetched out paper, and stuffed it round the base
of the bonfire.

"You munna light it!" cried Nancy, stirred by such waste
of good furniture, though not concerned at the waste of a
soul. 'Whatever'!! your husband say?

‘I be no wife - a kept ‘ooman.’

'What? | thought you was married.'

'Stephen,’ Deborah explained - and at his name she was
shaken with long, terrible tremors; 'Stephen dunnaloveme.’

This reasoning was beyond Nancy.

' "Accorns for the pig, faggots for the fire," ' murmured
Deborah, ' "but we missed summat." '

She began to sing 'The Golden Arrow' -

'‘Some were sobbing through the gloom
When we found it, when we found the golden arrow -
Warid of willow in the secret cwm.'

Nancy, frozen with terror, listened to the ghastly music.

Deborah stood gazing into vacancy.

'Shut in wi' love!l' she whispered, and then, hoarsely and
without emotion -

‘Gone - gone - gone for evermore!’

The things were dl brought out. The house was bare,
cold, awful.
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Outside, towering up with a little cap of show, was the
pile of furniture.

Deborah looked straight before her.

'Do you love me true, Stephen Southern'ood? she asked.
'Do you love me so bad that you'm logt ‘ithout me? Areyou
certain sure? Then I'll be the love o' your life while life lagts,
and your mate till | lie in the dades'

She turned to Nancy.

‘They've chose their king. Hark at 'em!" she said. 'Him
in the Chair. The Flockmaster's dead. Hark at the devils
laughing! And hark at that voice, full of trouble and trem-
bling - "The thorn blows late." '

‘It's only an owl,' asseverated Nancy.

‘Well, good night to you," said Deborah. 'I'm going to
light it now.'

‘What a wicked waste! Hell come back and want the
things.'

‘Never no more - never no morel' said Deborah.

'Where be you going, when you've lit it? asked Nancy,
in order to take care to go the other way.

‘The other side o' slence’

'What softnesst Why not stop the child being born and
go free?

'What child?

‘Why, yours that's coming. Yours and Southernwood's.'

The swift destruction that had been going on in Deborah's
brain was arrested for amoment. He was gone, he did not
want her, but she could ill bear his child.

'Summat to do for Stephen,' she whispered.

She advanced on Nancy with fury in her eyes. 'I'll learn
you to try and rob me, you thief!" she cried.

Nancy fled, dropping the spoons.

"Twas only three and there they arel’ she said.

But Deborah had identified her with the fate that had
thieved her dl; it was well for Nancy that she fled.

Deborah poured paraffin on the fire and struck a match.

From the bitter loneliness on every side came shrieks, sighs,
bellowings, threats, as the wind rose and fell. The air was
full of snow, driving, whirling; and what with its eddying
round the Chair and the faling of stones, and the strange
sounds as of laughter and sorrow that came thence, it seemed
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as if the old talcs were true and the ghosts had indeed come
in like a tide.

The fire blazed up. Deborah watched it.

The kindly light,' she said. 'God help dl poor folk be-
nighted. God keep Stephen - for | canna, | cannal’

She rocked in the agony of the thought that she did not
know where he was, that she could do and be nothing more
for him. No living creature stirred in the waste but the two
women - one running over the ridges, hounded by fear, the
other beyond dl fear, having suffered till feeling snapped.

Stephen, turning into his berth, tired after a busy day,
had no inkling that his rather cursory preparation for her
welfare had been brushed aside by circumstances.

Beyond the Wilderhope range a& Wood's End Lucy
Thruckton snored. She had in her usua ponderous manner
failed to get under way with Stephen's letter to John until
very late, and had then turned back, afraid.

"Twill do as well to-morrow-day," she said, and did not
know that on her flat-footed movements two lives might
depend.

At High Leasowes John lit Deborah's lamp, asusual. As
usual, Patty scolded. They went to bed, and, as on every
other night, John prayed - kneeling at the old, knobby
chair in thewindow - for those heloved, adding, as always,
with a swift feeling of selfishness, 'And dl other poor folk.'

He gazed out through a small, clear space in the frosted
window-pane.

'‘May love bless 'em al and keep 'em dl,' he concluded,
‘now and for ever.'

He was unaware that his own love, his little lamp, was
the one thing between Deborah and death.

Above Lostwithin thefirelicked the black night with red,
forked tongues until a glare lit the brooding sky. Down in
the plain women who were awake late shook with fear and
woke some one to keep them company.

"The Devil's Chair's burning,’ they whispered. 'Maybe
it's the end of the 'orld!’

Still Deborah stood and watched the fire, until it began
to pale. Then such a horror of loneliness came upon her
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hat she ran, stumbling, away from the place. She was too
worn and numb to reason any more. She had no purpose
left - either to live or die. She had even fogotten Stephen's
child. Blindly, as the bird over the seas, she went - some-
times falling, aways without consciousness of direction -
down the hill on the Wilderhope side, through the black
\|/QVOOds' along lonely lanes, to the foot of the Wilderhope

ange.

I_'TBe kindly light,” she said with a gasp, as she began to
climb.

Hours passed. Slowly and with growing feebleness she
went on. She reached the farthest gate, where John had
been to 'send’ her on the day when she went away with
Stephen. She reached the second gate, and saw, small and
softly bright in the infinite blackness of the ni%ht, the light
of the lamp shining through the open door of her old room
and through the uncurtained window.

John, coming down at five to attend to the cow with the
'hoost,” found Deborah on the doorstep - unconscious.
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Chapter 47

IT was Christmas Eve. Joe and Lily were coming to tea to-
morrow. Mrs. Arden had ordained that Deborah must be
'took out of herself.' She had lain in a state of semi-coma
since the black night on which she came home. Sometimes
she cdled for Stephen with low, terrible iteration. Only
John's presence seemed to make an atmosphere of partial
around her. He sat by her hour by hour, silent,
reathing out love. In his eyes lay the anguish of a great
lover confronted with pain that he cannot cure.

Mrs. Arden was wildly, concealedly jealous. She had not
hitherto loved Deborah nearly so much asJoe. The fraying
of feminine on feminine in daly life often has this effect on
mothers and daughters. But if a cataclysm comes, as it had
in Deborah's life, reality comes to the top. Mrs. Arden
loved Deborah now with complete self-abnegation and with
jealous devotion that such love brings. She daved from
morning till night; and whenever she saw - or thought she
saw - that John's silent presence was more valued than
her labours, she cried with her loud, hICCOU%hIng sobs away
at the end of the garden by the rhubarb. Then she would
return and ?Ne the patient John 'a bit of her mind." At all
times and places, except in Deborah's room, to John or to
Joe, to Rover if they were absent, to the clock or the bird-
cups if Rover refused to wake up, she raged at the absent
Stephen.  The household furniture became his 'whipping
bo?/.' The clothes in the tub, the hens round the door
suffered vicarioudly for him. _

‘You nasty blackguard!" she apostrophized Rover one
day, shaking the dolly at him so ferociously that he ran
whimpering from the kitchen and never Stopped till he
reached the end of the Leasowes pastures, while the sheep
bunched and regarded their awful Deity in this new guise
with prim satire.
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When Eli looked in on the morning of Christmas Eve to
ask John's help with some ewes, she turned a wrathful face
on him.

‘Dunna come prying herel' she said. 'It's dl your fault.'

'What is?

"You know right well. And if | had him here I'd tear him
inch-meal, so | would.'

'Who?

‘Glad enough you'll be! For you smdll out trouble like a
blow-fly smellsacarcase, and you'd liefer seetearsthan beer!

‘Well, cough it up, ‘ocoman. Let's hear the worst. In the
hand o' the Lord there is a cup.'

'In your ears therell be a singing if you dunna stop your
texes, said Patty. 'l canna hear myself speak

John came down to stop the tumult, in his stocki ng feet.

'‘Well, a happy Christmas, John,' sad Eli. 'Leastways a
righteous and repentant 'un, and some wadding for your
cas. Who's dead? Cow with the hoost?

"There's none dead by the mercy of Him whose name is
Love. But my poor girl's in sore trouble.'

'Heh?

'She'm laying only just outside the shadowy gate, and it's
quiet feet and soft voices and a hand in the dark for us in
this house'

'‘Cottage,’ said Eli mechanicadly. 'What ails the wench?
She's a lusty, strapping young ‘ooman enough.'

'Eli," said John, 'though sixty-five summers and winters
have gone o'er you, they've not learnt you as there'sills be-
yond the ills of the poor flesh, that turn the heart to water,
aye! and make life a bit of a trampled berry. When love's
cut we drop down from God.'

To hear a man of your age talking of love's disgusting,'
sad Eli; 'no wonder you're poor in this life and'll be poorer
in the next - for you'm nought but flimsy words, and no eye
to business neither in cows nor religion. What's took the
girl, as you're so beside yourselves?

'Stephen's left her.

'Didna | say s0? Didna | say he was a gdlus young
scoundrel? He took my Bible and miscalled me. He's got
no fear of God in him, nor the devil nor yet me. Well, good
riddance - so long as he left her the cottage and furniture/
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'_Mon%/fs nought and bread's nought when the heart's
dying, Eli. And she's burnt the furniture.’

‘Burnt the furniture? The new chairs and the table, as
had a qood market value? What a wicked ‘ooman!'

John Tooked at him with pitiful scorn. o
~ 'Chairs and tables and al such,' he said, waving his hand,
isfor usein the meetlngs and partings of man; and the hills
isfor man to climb; and the stars to light him up'ards. But
ne'er a one of 'em is ought to do with man hissalf. For the
end of man's life is love - to give it and take it - and if he
dunna, he met as well be dead. _

'Well, burn my ricks if you binna mad, John! Gobbling
"love, love, love" like a crazy turkey.'

'God is love, Eli." John turned on’his hed. o

'Wéll, you met as well come and love my sheep abit,' said
Eli; ‘for they'm got fut-rot, and it takes two to dress 'em.’

'When Deb's better I'll come!

'Not afore?

1 O.I

'Well, I'm surprised at yer. Sefish to the bonel Their
market value's going down every day.’ _

'Dear sakes!' John was as near to exas;%eratlon as he
ever was. 'You talk asif the 'orld was nought but pounds,
shillings and pence.’

'So it is, and the sharpest gets 'em.

Td liefer lose 'em! o S

'Well, that you surdy will, lief or no,' sad Eli, as he
stumped out.

Meanwhile, Patty had seized the opportunity to sted up
to Deborah's room and ensconce hersalf with much creak-
ing inJohn's chair by the bed, with the Bible he had been
reading on her lap and a pathetic imitation of his contem-
plative attitude. But stillness was unnatural to her, and to
read the Bible on working days was, as she put it, against
the grain. So she began to amuse hersdlf by fortune-telling
withthe Bible, by letting it fall leen and putting her finger
on a text with her eyes shut. The sudden little dap and
rustle a regular intervals awoke Deborah from her uneasy
doze, and wearied her exhausted nerves. Mrs. Arden had
no idea of the fact. When John came back, she sad -
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‘Now, dunna come disturbing her! I'm sitting with her.'

‘Theré's a bit of a smell in the kitchen as if summat in the
oven met be ketched," said John.

'‘Laws mel' - she let the Bible fall - 'it's the mince-pies!’

John sat down calmly, and went on reading from where
he left off. The feverish flush on Deborah's face dowly
subsided. In an hour she was adeep again.

'Fidge, fidge, fidge in her room from morning to night,'
sad Mrs. Arden to Lily next day. 'Shell n€'er get right if
he dunna give me a chance to nurse her.'

Neither she nor Lily knew that to some natures all the
conventional precautions are so much poison, and only the
strong, invisible tendance of the spiritual, the unpractical,
unscientific, is of any use at all. For there are times when
it is not the deft hand, the skilled brain, the accumulated
knowledge of centuries that can bring a human being back
from the dark, but only the unskilled hand of a lover, the
timeless gaze, the care that knows nothing of precaution or
precedent.

The room sank deeper into quiet; Deborah dipped from
her waking numbness into complete oblivion; the darkness
thickened. John sat pondering for the hundredth time as
to what could have made Stephen go. He looked daily for
the postmaster from Slepe, who was aso the grocer, and
who received the letters from an ‘oxiliary,” who in turn
received them from an old man with a broad gold band
round his hat and a faithful 'V.R." on the back of his cart.
But when the postmaster came, looking, as he toiled up the
snowy valley, like afly in a sugar-scoop full of fine white
sugar, he only brought a Christmas card from Lucy
Thruckton.

Suddenly the grey peace of the room was rent by shrill
children's voices, singing outside in the cold air. It was the
Shakeshaft children. They were an embodiment of the
urgent life of the world, which will seek joy, no matter who
lies dying.

John crept to the window.

‘Do you little 'uns know "Lead, kindly Light"?

‘Aye - leestways, a verse and a hit.'

'Well, you sing that, then, my dears, for nights be dark.'

256



The three little voices sang with unruffled blitheness the
frantic appead out of a gloom of which they had never
dreamt.

Deborah awoke into the pathos of it, and wished that her
father's light and the faint remembrance of the hymn had
not brought her home. She would never have the courage
now to walk out of her father's ken into Lostwithin pool.
That night she could have done it. She felt that the lamp
on the stairs had been treacherous to her, taking advantage
of her exhaustion to undermine her resolve. Now thefuture
rose before her like the black rocks of Lostwithin. She re-
membered how the cranberry flowers had looked like tears,
when she was listening to the rock-crusher on that day in
August. She had no tears now. Stephen made no more
demands on her. With the wild self-reproach of generous
natures she thought that she had been cold and selfish. It
was agony to remember any moments but those few in
which she felt that she really had given him al she could.
Any thought spent on others seemed to her now a crime. It
had been dreadful to her not to know how he was faring
down at the mine; the present complete silence left her mind
a blank.

The children galloped through the hymn, andfinished oft
with arush '- and lost awhile. A merry Christmas.' Some-
thing in the hymn's merciful way of treating loss as merely
finite, recovery asinfinite, brought the long-frozen tears to
Deborah. It was not that she definitely expected anything;
she did not; for even if Stephen came back, now that she
was sure he did not love her, living together would be worse
than nothing. Yet the optimism of the hymn was sweet
after the iron horror of that black night above L ostwithin.

'Father,' she said suddenly, 'can | have the map of the
‘orld?

'A map, my dear?

'‘Aye, the old school 'un, as Joe and me learnt on.'

John went down to look for it, and found Patty giving the
children mince-pies.

'Not as you'm earned them,' she remarked, 'for a more
miserable vexatious ditty than that there yearning thing |
never listened a on Christmas Eve. You was used to sing
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peart things, like "l saw three ships" Sing it now, loud -
and not stand craiking, like turkey poults in the rain!’

'‘Not "The Ships" ' said John.

Mrs. Arden was inarticulate with rage.

'Wdl!" she sad at lagt, 'to think as I've worked and
scratted and saved and bore you two chillun, and now you
up and say in my own kitchen as | munna hear talk of my
favourite carol.' _

‘Stephen’'s gone in a ship.

‘Stephen, Stephen!  I'm fair sck of the name. | can
understand right well now them wold fellows as stoned that
StePhen in the Bible. By the way you din about him he
met be someone as died respectable and |eft money, instead
of enjoying himsalf among the buffaloes. And al aong of
him [ canna hear a bit of heartening song from chillun as |
give their first wash to, dl three!'

‘There!" said John, ‘to-morrow we'll have a tuthree carols,
mother.’

'Is Deb awake?

‘Aye!
_'V\}Ihy didna you tdl me? There's her broth been re%g%/
this hour. A more forgetful man | never see - forget to est,
forget to deep! If it had depended on you, you'd have
forgotten to be born." _
~ She disappeared upstairs, making the most_of her prac-
tical qualities, since John had dl the others. John fetched
in the holly, and began to arrange it round the pictures as
a little surprise for her. _ _ _
Then he sat down to 'lap up' his Christmas presents in
various bits of ornamental paper saved during the year;
fastening them with some copper wire that he had by him,
and writing on them after long, pleasant cogitation.
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Chapter 48

FAINT tinklings - quick and small as arobin's ‘chink-chink*
- came up the dark dopes above Slepe on Christmas even-
ing. The handbell ringers were coming Christmassing, as
they did every year when the weather allowed them.

Joe and Lily had just arrived, and they were all having
tea, Deborah apart in an arm-chair by the fire, withdrawn
in heavy unconsciousness. She had got up at John's en-
treaty. It had taken her hours to dress - so hard was it to
fix her attention on anything - and, once downstairs, she
sank again into stupor.

Joe, not having seen her since her illness, tiptoed across
the kitchen with the air of a hop-scotch player and a great
scratching of hobnails on tiles.

'When you'm quiet, Joe, you make more noise than when
you'm noisy,' said Mrs. Arden.

‘Well, Deb,' said Joe, in the ventriloquist whisper that he
kept for invalids and the 'Amens' in chapel; 'how be you?

‘I be dl right, Deborah spoke dowly. ‘Aye, quite dl
right.’

'Our Deb's a good-plucked 'un,' said John, with tears in
his eyes.

Lily kissed Deborah.

‘Well, Deb," she said, in the rather patronizing tone that
she used to the sick or unfortunate; 'l hope you'll soon be
well.'

'Aye. Soon be well,' said Deborah, without raising her
eyes.

Joe sat regarding her with awe. What had come over her
to make her a stranger to him? She was only 'our Deb,' a
good sister and pleasant spoken - but nothing out of the
common. He was puzzled by her remoteness, her dignity.
For the chlamys of grief, though it does not create, brings
out hidden greatness. Deborah, in her slence, her unalter-
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able grief, her tragedy, which to many would have been no
tragedy, had the bearing and presence of a queen of some
vad, unknown land.

'Damn his eyed' said Joe suddenI?/, with passion, bang-
ing his closed hand on the table till the cups rattled, and
quite forgetting his invalid manner.

Mrs. Arden opened her mouth for reproof, but redizing
who he meant she remarked instead -

'l S the same!’

‘Wdll, mother!" said John.

‘I wish, if you must swear, Jog, complained Lily, 'you'd
swear gentedl.'

‘Damn who, Joe? asked Deborah, coming half-way out
of her reverie.

Joe was, to use his own expression, 'put about." He stared
helplesdy at Deborah.

'Damn who? she repeated, in levd tones.

At this moment a tinkle was heard outside.

‘It's the S handbells!" cried Lily. 'What a treat!
Handbells, and such festivities, had never cometo Bitterley.

Joe welcomed the diversion. 'Aye, there they come,' he
said, 'Cadwallader an' al.

'‘Damn who? said Deborah.

‘Best summat, Joe,’ murmured John anxioudly.

'Cadwallader, Deb,' said Joe. 'Damn Cadwallader and
his missus and his kid," he repeated, with great rdief at
having found alamb for the sacrifice.

Deborah went back into her stillness,

The gate clicked and John went to the door.

‘Well, neighbours!" he said, 'you're kindly welcome.
What'rn you going to give us?

The postmaster, as head of the band, and bass bell, said
he'd thought of'Ox and ass,’ which everyone knew to mean
'‘Good Christian men, rgoice; though why the ringers
?Iévgs named it after a line in the second verse, no one

'‘And avery suitable 'un,’ said Mrs. Arden, ‘for if we 'anna
got an ox wen two cows, and our Joe's an &ss if ever there
was one!

When the merriment subsided they grouped themseves
in a semicircle, Job Cadwallader having been urgently en-

260



treated to come in at the right moment and not half a note
too late as he aways did; the postmaster cleared his throat
and sad in the tone of one inciting a mob to evil-doing -

"The chime'

Obediently, under the large stars on their black velvet,
the chime of eight bells rippled out - with one dotted note
occasioned by Job.

'You did it agen!" said the postmaster, in a grieved voice.

'I did me best,' said Job; 'but when I'm expecting 'im to
waggle he dunna, and as soon as I've giv up expecting he
does it sudden-like.'

"Y ou're not master of your bell,' said Shakeshaft solemnly.

‘Cawaller ain't maser of his missus nor hisself, so it ain't
likely he'd be master of anythink as determined as a bell,'
said the blacksmith, who had taken a good ded of refresh-
ment.

'If you'm Christmas peart when you'm on'y done the
Parson's and the Squire's and two more, what'll you be
when we'm through? asked the postmaster.

The blacksmith subsided.

‘Now! The chime again and into the hymn right off.'

The antique tune, sweetly and emphatically uttered by
the bells, slipped out over the great plateau, pearl-tinted in
thelight of stars and the rising moon. The sense of thewords
was in the air - they were so well known by all - and they
brought the strange joy with which some old Christian
hymns touch the human heart, ajoy aien to those here -
and to most human beings - who are pagan at the core.

EvenJohn's Christianity was earthy, fuller flavoured than
any formulated creed can be- but perhaps not fuller
flavoured or as natural or as rich as the Gospel story, if we
knew it in its entirety. This was John's favourite carol
because it brought in the animal world.

'Ox and ass before Him bow.'

‘Ayel’ he murmured; 'the dumb things know.'

Mrs. Arden tapped her foot to the tune and found no trial
of faith in the words; for every birth to her was wondrous,
and she was only a little less thrilled by the coming of this
marvel two thousand years ago than by the coming of a
neighbour's child to-night.

Lily rocked idly in the old rocking-chair. If her rather
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vague and muddled ideas could have been unravelled they
would have resolved themselves into a kind of pity for a
woman who had the pains of maternity without the
ameliorations of wifehood. . _

Joe sat contentedly drinking in the picture of childhood
and cattle and mangers, for these were things he knew,
friendly and homely. But therewas not in himor in any of
those present the sense of sinfulness implied in the carol -
for that sense is an artificial product of civilization, and
though it may be both beautiful and necessary in some
|enw ronmentsit is not so among smple peopleliving normal
ives

'What a dot-an'-go-one chap you are, Job,' said the post-
master. 'What als you, hopping on the note like that?

'I done my best,’ saidJob. 'l fixed my eye on the clapper
three bells afore my note, and | puts me tongue out and |
thought | should catchen 'im, but | didna. Belike I will
some time.'

'When bit-bats deep yeads up'ard and women deep
aone,' piped a smal man who rang the treble bell. He was
dapper as arobin, and wore a perpetual smile, as if he had
thought of a splendid joke in babyhood, and had never yet
told it. He was the wit of the party; there was much mirth
and covering of large mouthswith [arge handsat hisremarks.

'Will!" sad the tenor bell, who was parish clerk; 'such
speaking's not convenient. _ _

'Nor yet deeping aone bain't!" sad the blacksmith, who
had an enormous voice, which gave to his remarks (dl
broad in humour) a kind of shameessness.

‘Now, now/ said the postmaster, flndlnf; his flock rather

play "AsJoseph

unruly; 'manners afore ladies, men! Wel
was awaking." ' _ . _

Afterwards John asked for ‘Lead, kindly Light, with a
sorrowful glance at the silent figure by the fire.

'Oh! laws mel' said Petty, 'that gloomy thing agen! What
aman! What do we want wi' encircling gloom and angels
faces, vl\</|h%n we'm just going to St down to Christmas
an' pickle”

'And beer,’ sad the blacksmith, outsde, in tones that

would have been persuasive if they had not been stentorian.
‘Ringing first, sad the Iez%dzer firmly.



They played, and Deborah sat with the map on her knee.
She had drawn a line from Liverpool to New York across
the Atlantic. But no pencil line, nor anything dse - letters,
cables, photos - can soften the tragedy of distance. She had
suffered so much that she was numb, as people are after
intense physical pain. She looked worn, but this added to
her beauty, for the spirit shone more clearly. The younger
men among the ringers, looking into the melow firelight of
the room and seeing her there, doof from the rest, beautiful
and silent, thought Stephen a great fool. They adso, seeing
Lily's sunflower of a head going to and fro in the rocking-
chair, thought Joe alucky man; which thought Lily divined,
and smiled intoxicatingly at them dl.

‘Well, thank you kindly!" said John a the end. 'And,
now come you al in, and have a drop and some pies!

They camein, shuffling, broadly smiling. The blacksmith
was in high feather.

'Well, Joe!' he shouted. 'What's one and one make?

Two. What a soft riddle!" said Joe.

‘Three!' roared the blacksmith, with depths of meaning,
and the less discreet laughed.

‘Very mild for the season,’ said the postmaster, to cover
this remark. 'A mild, dropping time.'

‘I thought it was a black frost,' said Deborah, in a low,
desolate voice; 'a long black frost.'

Every one in the room grew ill. A kind of fear gripped
them. Mrs. Arden wiped her eyes. Joe stared at his boots.
Lily looked impatiently at Deborah, angry with her for
dimming therevelry. Theringers stood with mugs and pies
suspended. John put down the jug he was carrying and
went over to her.

'In the black frosses,' he said, 'there's green and reds down
under, and summer in the making.'

He sat down by her and stroked her arm gently.

'I hear tell,’ said Cadwallader, who was not noted for
tact and who had been following a train of thought, 'as
they're dl sixes an' sevens a the mine, since hesgone. The
manager canna get the men in hand no moren a babby.
He'd got a way with him, they say, though he was young,
and they durstn't go agen' him. What'n you treading on
my foot for so heavy, Mr. Shakeshaft?
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Deborah turned to Job with the first faint look of interest
that she had worn since the twenty-first.

‘All sixes and sevens be they? she said, with pride.

'‘Aye, missus' said Job, taken aback.

‘Canna get on 'ithout him? she asked eagerly.

‘No danger, missus.'

'‘Ayel' she said, with such a fire of love in her eyes that
the men watched her open-mouthed.

'‘Aye, they'll miss him! They'll not find his like. Not in
dl the 'orld can they find the like of- my Stephen.’

It was the first time she had said his name. She was im-
mediately overcome with such terrible weeping that Mrs.
Arden was aarmed, and helped her upstairs.

The blacksmith, tears rolling down his cheeks, advanced
in boxing style upon poor Job.

Til gie you a black eye for tarrnenting of her!" he shouted
in a bass voice which was rather spoilt by its unsteadiness.

‘I didnal' Job retreated. 'l only sad -'

‘Listen at him! "Only said!" '

‘Now, now, Jim!" the postmaster interposed, ‘shooing' his
ringers out as he would 'shoo' fowls.

'‘Good night dl,’ sad John. 'Dunna take on, Job, for
tears is a balm.’

Theringers disappeared, scattering faint silvery tinklings
that fell on the night like drops of water. Through them
could be heard the blacksmith's infuriated bellowings.
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Chapter 49

AFTER a January of blinding snow and amost unbroken
frost, February came with the first minute white points of
snowdrops pricking through the soil of the warm valley
gardens.

It was lambing time, and John was busy, night and day,
with his flock, often sitting up till dawn in the fold-house
where the sheep were.

Deborah would stand at her dark window on the nights
when she could not deep, and watch his lantern - an old-
fashioned octagonal one with horn dlides - dance to and fro
across the fold, like a dependable will-o'-the-wisp, when he
came and went to the house, fetching oil or bringing alamb
to warm by the fire. It comforted her as the sense of a
watcher comforts asick man, asvivid faith in God comforts
the dying. She was sick with a great self-weariness. She
wanted Stephen and had only herself. She had lived out-
side her own personality, and now to be sent back into it
was like returning to some smal village after travelling
across the world. She was paralysed in emotion, her heart
slowly dying. On her face began the subtle misting-over of
expression that ends in a look of torpor and means stag-
nation of soul.

On the nights when deet drove like a tide against the
small, leaded panes of her window she would look across
thefold at the yellow, homely glow of the unglazed window
behind which her father dozed or tended the lambs. He
was her one link with sanity; for him she still had some
living love, which had somehow survived the desolation of
her life. When the unanswerable questions, ‘Where is he?
‘Why doesn't he write? came upon her more urgently than
usual, and her love groped in the darkness of ignorance for
some small clue of her beloved; when the thousand ills that
might befall him came on her with sickening agony, and the
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deadly remembrance that she would not be near him, could
not get to him, whatever might heg)m, however he might
want her, tried her amost to madness - then she would
follow John about, pitiful in her purpose ess existence as the
young lambs that bore her company. And John, with his
tall, bent figure, his clear, noble profile and far-seeing eyes,
became to her in these benighted months a symbol of the
Flockmaster who understood al and healed all. As hewent
to and fro on his daily duties, impeded at every step by the
smal creatures that loved him, followed silently by Rover,
hilarioudy by the hens, wistfully by the ewes that ill
waited their hour, importantly by those that were shadowed
by one or two black-faced, black-legged lambs, he soothed
fher g)ll his endless patience, his large humour that had room
or dal.

He could not cure her nor take away any of her pain, but
he could strengthen her by the beauty of his personality, as
the hand of some one deeply loved can help those in phy-
scd agony.

Mrs. Arden, looking sometimesfrom the kitchen window,
bright with pink and red geraniums, would stamp with
jedousy at seeing Deborah following him all day and her-
«df not needed. Then, in a revulsion of feeling, she would
wipe away the tears and say -

‘Well, he desarves it an' | dunna. To see him now! dl
clustered up with a throng of lambs and fowl, and them
soft ducks, and Rover- as Is getting softening of the brain
- nhot to speak of the cows an' pigs an' ewes as ought to
know better - and he never kicks one of 'em, though he's
]Eorceglto go like walking on eggs, and as dow as a tortoise's

uneral.'

Then she would go to the door and shriek across the yard
Ejhat tea was nearly ready, and go in again to concoct some

ainty.

On a night towards the end of February, with a sharp
frost, she called them across the darkening yard.

'‘Coming, mother," cried John.

‘Always coming, you are, like summer butter, and never
come!' replied his wife, with asperity. For cold nights
'ketched her chest,' as she put it, and she was sorrowful for
Deborah, and felt the bitterness of those who desire to com-
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fort and have no skill init. In the west there was dill a red
gash that stained the dusky tops of the shinen and the
house and the shed at the back with reflected light. A scent
of hay came from the little stack on the sharp air, with the
warm smell from the shippen where John had just finished
milking. A blackbird ‘craiked' from the smal kitchen gar-
den where he had found a warm roosting-place, and was
seitling for the night. In the shed the sheep stirred and
stamped. Whitefoot pulled down hay from his cratch and
chumbled it contentedly. The smal world of creatures
under John's care was at peace. Within, against the close-
drawn blind and the shutters, the geraniums stood up fresh
and bright in their brick-red pots.

The furniture shone, the tiles glowed, and above the
crackling wood-fire bubbled the usual saucepan of potatoes.
Teawas laid, and Mrs. Arden took up her knitting till John
and Deborah should comein. She was making socksfor the
two new-comersinto thefamilg. She made socks for dl the
babies in the neighbourhood; but as she talked dl the time
she knitted, she never knew how many titches she had
started thefirst pair with, so they wereinevitably of different
sizes - adifficulty she conquered by hoarding them dl and
then sorting them into large, medium and small.

The large she put aside for Deborah, attaching such
generous s to them that Lily's had to have merdly
rosettes. In this way she expr her sympathy. She was
ds0 very busy at present 'doing up' the cradle with pink
glazed calico and mudlin. This was kept locked in the attic.

She finished off a small boot, sewed the bow on, and
looked up as John opened the door.

'Where's Deb? he asked anxioudy.

'How'd | know, when | never set eyes on my own child
from sunup to sundown, with you 'ticing her offin the bitter
cold to get her jeath? replied his wife.

'l thought she was in an hour ago. | missed her.'

The two old people gazed at each other with growing
anxiety.

Unspoken fears were in both their minds.

Til go and bang the tray," said Mrs. Arden at lagt, taking
refuge in practicality.

‘It unna be no manner use,' said John. 'If she's anywhere



in the place shell be in the buildings, and shelll answer
when | cal.' But no answer came to his anxious, wistful
cals, and he lit the lantern and went out again.

Patty followed, struck silent by fear, and having the same
air of dependence on him as dl creatures had in trouble.

As they turned disconsolate from the old threshing-floor
under its round roof to the stable and the loft over, a
stumpy figure came through the gate.

'What'n you lost? he queried, his hoarse voice hoarser
with the cold: 'money or sense? You'm none to spare of
neither.'

'Wen lost our Deb,' said John, his voice trembling.

'Oh! well, shelll come in at meal-time.'

Patty rushed at him and administered a stinging box on
the ear.

‘I'll learn you, you cdlous litde nut without a kernel,' she
cried, beside herself with anxiety.

‘Now, now, Patty!" said John.

Eli was amused, surprisingly and pleasantly. Anyone
who braved him amustd him and gave him a pleasurable
thrill; and human emotion - especialy the emotion of love
which led people into such incalculable doings - amused
him as much as anything had power to do.

He therefore received the box on the ear with more bland-
ness than he ever showed when people were pacific.

Til look aong of you," he said. 'An' then you can gie me
a drop of your sheep ail, John, for I've got none.'

He found it convenient never to have any of these things,
drawing his supplies from John.

'Han you looked on the rick, up the ladder? he asked.

‘Well, of all softness-!" said Patty.

‘It's where I'd go, if | wanted to be out of the clickety-
clack of a tongue like a wold wind-pump, never ill day
nor night.'

John climbed the ladder dowly, his lantern in one hand.
Half-way up he stopped.

'Mother, you go and put the kettle on, he said, 'in case
shem bad and wants tea and that.'

Patty obediently trotted off.

'Eli," said John, 'you can go and help yoursdlf to that ail.'

Eli ssized an opportunity that he did not often get.
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John went up on the ladder, having succeeded in his
object - to be aone if he found Deborah.

The top of the stack, under its corrugated iron roof, was
dark. John turned the lantern-light on 1it. There was some-
thing dark at the end of the stack. He groped his way aong.

'Deb!" he said.

She sat crouched, white, silent. In her hands - blue with
cold - were Whitefoot's reins.

‘Deb!" he said. 'Deb, my dear!”

In his voice were dl the low notes of tenderness.

He put his arm round her, and warmed one of her cold
hands between his, talking softly of smal things in tones of
infinite love.

He sometimes talked to the sad-eyed ewes and young
lambs in tones like these, and they would look lovingly at
him, understanding what he meant, though not what he
said. Deborah looked at him now, across leagues of thought,
out of a far country of despair.

'What ails you, Deb, dear heart? he asked. °Tell your
old dad what ails you.'

She looked at him dumbly.

'See, Deb, my pretty," he went on winningly, ‘'mother and
me, we've been fair crazy with sorrow, looking you in every
place. And the cold ketches mother summat cruel. Wunna
you come in now? I'm cold, too,’ he added artfully.

'Aye, it's cold - cold as death,' said Deborah. Her words
were shaken with her long shivers.

"There's no need to talk of death,’ said John. ‘'We'm well
and hearty, thank God.'

‘It came on me," said Deborah, looking at him with horror
in her eyes, 'sudden-like, when you went for the cows, as
Stephen' - she stopped.

'Yes, my dear?

'‘As Stephen met be - dead,’ she went on, in an expres-
sonless voice. 'Dead and lonesome. It came on me as he
met be. And though he dunnalove me, nor yet didna want
me in the full of life, he met be lonesome and wanting me if
he was low in the cold grave - wanting me, and me not
there.'

‘Aye, | see, Deb,' said John. 'Well?

'‘And 20/ said Deborah, 'itZGSBGnQ ed to me as | met go to



him, if he was dead, though | couldna live with him in life
- for he dunna love me and 'ouldn't want me. And so |
fetched the reins’

IAyelI

‘And come up here, and -'

"There, there!” sad John. 'Dunna go on, lass  1'd sooner
you didna.’ _ _

He was sck with horror and suffering for her sorrow. He
knelt by her on the ha{, searching for comfort to give her,
staring out at the black sky. As he gazed, a line of light
came up over the little wood, and the moon rose, majedtic,
Ielsur_eI%, changing the massed clouds to ingots of sillver and
the high cirrusto an ivory filigree. The house and shippen
sprang into being, bright-roofed, black-shadowed. A cock
crowed, and the sound came through the clear ar with the
peculiar sweet pathos it has at night. _ _

John knelt, tranced, his eyes on the moonrise, his soul
cau[();ht into one of its visonary moments. _

'Deb," he sad, in a voice quite different from his usual
one, 'he inna dead. HEmM maybe in sore trouble; but he
inna dead." _ . _

She looked at him with the penetrating look of the
stricken, and knew that it was not just a facile phrase to
comfort her. She was convinced as she could have been by
nothing d<e _

'How d'you know? she whispered.

I know," said John, 'as whimbrels know the way to the
upper pastures and frogs thp way to a far pond. It came
oer me like it does now and agen, quick as lightning, and
quiet as an owl.' _ o
~ From the house came the voices of Patty and Eli, raised
in altercation, for Patty had seen in the bright moonlight
how generously Eli was helping himsalf.

'He'inna dead,’ John repeated pleadingly. 'He met come
back at long last.

'It wunna be any use He dunna love me'

'But he met be ill, and want nursing.”

'Aye. He might,' said Deborah reflectively.

st|_1!eI(Ij want you then,' John went on, persuasvely and
wistfully. _

‘Only for a while/
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'‘Aye. Maybe. But youll not like him to be .asking for
you 1o nurse him, and you not there?
¢ Deborah got up stiffly and with difficulty, for shewas half

rozen.

She sood up in the white moonlight and stretched her
arms westward. _ _ .

I want him!" she said, with a controlled passon that
shook her. 'l want him as is the ‘orld and dl to me. And
| canna find him -' _

" "l sought him whom my soul loveth, | sought him and
| found him not," ' said John, quoting the beautiful words
with the tender cadence he kept for such things. ' "It was
but alittletime . . . but | found him whom my soul loveth;
| held him and would not let him go," '

The words fell like April rain on her seared heart.

'Aye, | could find him - out of the 'orld, and keep him in
the face of death and hell, said Deborah, 'if hed lief be
found and kept: but hed liefer not.'

'We must live in good behopes' said John. 'And well
talk a bit of him now and agen, you and me, Deb, what a
fine chap he is and dl, and how hard he worked and how
they misshim. And now well comein to poor mother, asis
that anxious -' S _

'She's scolding Eli,; sad Deborah, with the lambent
humour that came to her in tragic moments. 'She dunna
want me. There's none wants me, only you, father,” she
went on, and broke into bitter weeping. _

‘But | want you so bad/ said John, 'that there inna no
sun, moon, nor stars 'ithout you, my lass. So you'll come
whome with me now, wunnayou, Deb, and let mother tuck
you warm in bed, and I'll kindle a bit of firein your room,
and light the lamp, and well talk about Stephen.’

S0 he persuaded her in homely phrases that breathed a
god-like love. I

They got down the ladder with difficulty, she was so
numb with cold and grief.

Patty heard them coming over the frozen yard and ran
out.

She had conquered her fears by preparing for Deborah'i
return, and had kept her thoughts off dread possibilities by
scolding Eli.
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‘Listen what I'm going to tel you!' sad Eli, who was
amogt bland, and had decided to go before John found out
how much oil he had taken.

'You'm a passel of fools. But you keep a plenty of things
- I'll say that for you - and it'll bring you to the House''

a7



Chapter 50

MID March came with a week of spring weather. The hoar
frost dipped from the brilliant, pointed lilac buds and the
stout, brown chestnut buds as soon as the sun was up. After
tea, in the fresh, vivid fields, blackbirds sang in the clear
evening light, and through the mild darkness afterwards
the lambs cried.

"The days be drawing out,’ said John, coming in with a
primrose for Deborah.

Too long they be,' said Deborah.

John looked at her worn face, and came to a decision
long pending.

‘I'm going to market, Saturday, mother,' he said.

'Market? With one cow dry, and the other near it, and
the garden stuff done, and eggs as scarce as charity, till not
ahen can look me in the face? What in the name of softness
for?

'Oh, tuthree things | want.'

On Saturday John called at the office of the county
weekly, and asked for the editor.

'Engaged,’ said the boy.

John sat down, took out his New Testament, and put on
his spectacles.

In due time the editor appeared, and John, dreamy from
his favourite passage in Revelation, pulled out a sheet of
paper.

‘Will you please to read it, sSr? he said.

'If Mr. Stephen Southernwood will write to this office he
will hear something to his advantage and oblige/

'Yes, that's quite clear.

'You think it'll fetch him, sr? Or had | best explain a
bit?

‘It sounds inviting," said the editor. 'Money, | suppose?

‘Well, no,’
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‘Land left?
IN 1

0.
'What then, if I might ask? _
‘A little 'un - soon," sad John, as if that were the best
that could befall any man. _
'Good Lord!" sad the editor, who had hdf a dozen chil-
dren. 'No - don't explain, if you want him.' _
'‘And it'll find him, certain sure? asked John, looking at
the editor over his pectadles. 'In America? _ )
The editor struggled between truth and the credit of his

er.
pa?Nell,' he sad, 'of course, Americas a big place, and
athough we've a large circulation, he might not see it.
Why not try a cable, if you know his address?
:}Eﬁgnna, sad John. ‘I mun try a different sort of cable.’
'A bit of a prayer.'

hwsrt]wm John got home, Mrs. Arden was throwing hay to
the .

'Andeeip hope you've done gallivanting for a bit,” she said,
‘for | cannado al. Theré's Deb daving, day in, day out, to
stop thinking, and Lily, as wunnado a hand's turn, and me
up and down between 'em like a bird in acage. If | go
down and get Lily to take an airing, when | come back
there's Deb scrubbed both the floors. And you off to town,
as if you wunna going to be two grandfathers in a month.
And never a "thank you" from Lily! And there's Deb,
worth gx of her, and met be a widow for dl the good that
Stephen is to her.'

'Well, we mun do our best, mother.’ ) _

‘Hark at him!" We mun do our best - and him going off
and enjoying himsdlf! It's long work and short words as
?ets b;hrough trouble, not them as stand and blaat like
a,n 1

Within, Deborah st in the fading light, weary after too
hard a day. She aways exhausted hersdlf in an Instinctive
desire for mental torpor. There was no light of comin
motherhood in her eyes. Shewas not interested in her child.
If she ever thought of it, she felt intense pity for it. For the
rest, her thoughts followed Stephen, and she had none to
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epare for hersdf. She had no eyes for the things around her
- the Devil's Chair gtirred no fear in her, the Flockmaster's
sSgnpost gave her no comfort, except that she remembered
her dream of him with Stephen's face. The orded before
her brought no terror, the future no curiosty. She was
like one a$)hyX|ated. For if the thing that iS the spirit's
breath of life is taken away, its life stops. All that she did
was mechanical. Because she was strong, she fought her
thoughts by work; becatise she was naturally unselfish, she
made clothes for Lily's child as well as her own. Lily took
full advantage of this. She did not feel sorry for Deborah -
shewas S0 sorry for herself. Herswas not one of the natures
from which sorrow strikes out a vast pity for al the world.

John looked a Deborah, tragic in her white slence. He
thought of what he had done, and rubbed his handsin child-
like *oy, never doubting that he would have a speedy reply.

"It you must rub 'em, rub 'em with the soap in 'em, and
get washed, for goodness sakel' said Patty. 'And have your
meat - for It's &s late as luck.'

'‘Maybe I'll bring luck,” sad John, through suds,
from the wash-house. -

‘Maybe youll do alat, but if | didna poke you and prod
Klou, you'd go to deep standing, like Whitefoot in the shafts.

ow, Deb, my dear, draw up to your tea’ she went on,
with a drop of three notes in her voice and a tenderness
that none but the Sck ever heard from her. 'A hit of thin
bread-and-butter, now? .

4 'Anytgl_ gg, thank you, mother,’ sad Deborah, as she

ways did.

‘That's a good girl. | only wish Lily'd say the same. So
frangy as she is, and my cooking's too rough, seemingly,
though she canna cook herself, not if it's ever 0. There she
dts, snivelling in the arm-chair, eating sugar till she feels
sck, and then refusing good food, and Joe having to go
down on his knees, as clumsy as a load of cods and feed
her by spoonfuls, and him looking at me - as had done a
morning's washing for her - as if 1 was a black convict-
crimina! Only saints have the patience as she cdls for, and
I'm not a saint, thank God!'

Outside in the dusk a thrush sang with poignant sweet-
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ness, possessing the silent pastures with its fresh voice. John
listened, his spoon arrested in gtirring, the music plucking
at him like a hand on a harp. He listened so long, while the
song dipped into the clear, primrose west, that Mrs. Arden
was irritated.

'What's eggs? she rapped out.

'Egos:

'Yes Dunna you know what "e-g-g" is? What be they
now?

I didna ask,'

‘And butter?

'l didna ask.

‘Well, of dl the -

Wordsfailed her. She put her feelingsinto cutting bread.

John said nothing. He was accustomed to silence, for in
success or failure the seer knows the impossibility of explain-
ing himself. _ S

'Can you loan me a few turmits? said Eli's voice at the
door. 'My sheep's finished theirs - greedy beasts!"

'Ysﬁu didna put in enough,' said John. 'l was afraid you'd

ort.'

'He wanted to be short!" cried Patty with perspicacity.
'You've never asked after Lily yet, Eli.

'Why should 1?7 Spent breath's gone and wasted.’

'You unnatural, grudging little bantam!'

'If ?/ou was my wife -

'If I'd been so crackbrained as to be any such thing, I'd
maybe've ended by making you summat like a man - work-
ing overtime at you.'

'Best come for the turmits, Eli," said John. _

‘Taking t'te turmits out of our very mouths,' said Patty
wrathfully. 'And a}/ou soft enough to give 'em.’

'Give and it shdl be given to you, mother.'

'Not in thislife!" Patty spoke with the scepticism of those
who toil for their daily needs. 'And in the next we met not
want turmits. _ _ _

She turned and surprised Deborah slently crying. She
was much concerned. With her, visble grief meant much,
hidden grief little.  She suddenly realized how Deborah had
been fedling dl this time. She shyly stroked her arm.

“Hell be sure to come soon/ she said.
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‘Never no more. Besides, away or not away's no different
now. He dunna care about me'

Mrs. Arden gave it up.

'I canna make Deb out,’ she said to John later.

'Cut love's hard to mend, mother. But if so be he'd come
back, there met be things to be said for him as we dunna
know.'

'If so be hed come back," said Mrs. Arden, 'and | could
get my tongue round him real proper, | could say "Lord,
now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace." '
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Chapter 51

IT was early June, and Deborah was out-of-doors again,
taking dow walks with her bab?; in her ams. On the green,
lonely hills the sheep grazed with their lambs, and thealr was
never empty of their sweet, sad calling. Inthewarm plain the
May hedges were aready in flower, and the thorn-trees that
clustered by the valley streams like wide-skirted children, or
climbed the steep hillddes, were oEenlng their hard green
buds and breaking softly into white. Looking at them,
Deborah remembered how she had sad to Stephen, The
thorn blows late.” Once more the bracken pushed out soft
fingers, and cuckoos cried from orchards at the foot of the
owms.  The snipe summoned his love from his airy circles,
and curlews ran dong the hilltops with their forlorn, efin
music.

"The seynty tree's gold over!' cried Mrs. Arden one day,
when thelittlefamily came back from Slepe, where the baby
had been christened. She plucked a spray for Deborah, and
another for Lily, who had come up for the christening party.
Lily had insisted on calling her boy Stephen, to Joe's great
bepuzzlement. Deborah would not cal her child by its
father's name. She blazed into hostility at the sugﬂgestlon.
The very idea made her amost regard her own child as an
interloper. _ .

‘None shdl be cdled by my man's given-name!" she said.
"I'd be minding me, nights, when | cdled the lad whome, of
the days that's gone, the shiny days, and the ways of him as
| cdl whome never no more.” And when it was only the lad
that came, and not my Stephen, 1'd come nigh to hating the
poor child.'

So hewas called John. _

_After tea Deborah went with her baby aong the bright

ribbon of turf that led through the heather to the shepherd's

dgnpog.  She found Lily's presence irksome. Lily was 0
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untroubled, so approved of, so cold. Deborah did not know
that her sense of injustice was the ag?_elong feud between
sorm-tossed greatness and sheltered Tittleness.

Low on the opposite ridge, the larch woods till kept their
breathless May freshness, reaching uB wistfully toward the

aunt, unchanging heights and the Devil's Chair. Among
them the fir-trees reared their tarnished blue-green - sullen,
archaic, sentinels of death in aworld of immaculate, in-
domitable youth. A soft, strong wind blew from the wes,
quick with theyear's promise, brimful of meadow and moun-
tain scent. Large clouds continually came up from beyond
the Chair, darkened it, swept over the valley, and suddenl
gjrllsappeared like conjured ghogts as the warm air strud

em

Deborah sat down beneath the signpost, exhausted with a
weariness that even the tiny shell-pink fingers, so deter-
minedly fastened on her thumb, could not lift. She looked
down ét the gol den spray of laburnum on her breast, drew in
its curious sharp scent, and began to sSng in a low voice -

'Some were sobbing in the gloom
When we found it, when we found the golden arrow -
Wand of willow in the secret cwm.'

She looked across at the Devil's Chair - dark and shining
as a nlght-sagphl re. It seemed to her that there was no
hostility now between the two ranges, between the towerlg
throne and the small white cross.” Always before, she h
supergtitioudy regarded the Chair as wholly evil, the Flock-
master's signpost as wholly good. Now she saw good and
evil mingled, and felt a slumbering terror in the protecting
cross, a hidden beneficencein theinimica stronghold across
the valley. Beyond both, behind light and shadow, under
pain andjoy shefelt apresence - too Intangible for material-
Ization into words, too mighty to be expressed by any name
of man's. Intuitively she looked at the dogmas she had been
taught, and in thefiercelight that her experience had lit in
her she found them wanting. She had nothing definite to
Put in their place, only a conception as vague and volétile as
ight or scent, and without the anaesthetic quality of those
creeds that affirm God to be love and goodness only. She
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was naturaly religious, and she felt an dmost mystical com-
fort and rapture in the peace of the Flockmaster's green pas-
tures, and In the presence that dwelt there for her as wdll as
for her father. But away in the black night, among the
tomb-like rocks, in the glare of her burnt happiness, she had
heard devilslaugh, had felt a dark power brood on the crag.
Instinct told her that the two vision were one. She was con-
tent with the balance of life as she found it, being dimly
aware that the terror and the beauty intermingled in some-
thing that was more wonderful than beauty.

"The thorn blows late," she murmured, with the patience
of one that has come through tumult and found peace.

She thought how Stephen had failed her; then, quick as
light on water came the remembrance of her dream, when
Stephen appeared to her as the Flockmaster, holding in his
glance infinite, godlike love and pity. She looked down at
her child. Life had given her this gift, for which she had not
asked, denying her the gift she desired. Y et, bent above the
deeping face - clear and sweet as a pale-tinted wild rose -
she acquiesced, though sorrowfully, inthe decree. She had
loveto give dtill, inlarge measure, and here was one of love's
little beggars.

She gazed into the distance while the dow, honeyed love-
liness of evening intensified toward its climax. Above the
bl ue ranges rose bluer mountai nsof cloud; against thisback-

round the swallows, yet more brilliantly blue, darted with
the half-gay, half-panicstruck frenzy of creatures aware of
their endless capacity for joy and of the tr%qic brevity of
their day. With such wild, despairing haste do natureslike
Stephen's seize the gleaming moment.

The Devil's Chair had a light behind it from the settin
sun; rays came from it asif it had a heart of warmth. Sud-
denly, inthe grave silence of all things at sundown, Deborah
turned sharply as if a a cry.
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Chapter 52

NOTHING had stirred; but far away, from the direction of
Wood's End, a man appeared walking with the difficult
haste of one eager but exhausted.

Deborah put the child down and stood up.

Stephen came on, dragging after him a gigantic shadow.
Deborah stood waiting, numb, H'oyless, snce for her the
meaning had been struck from dl meetings. The shadow of
the cross barred her dress.

Stephen said nothing. He looked at her with a dumb,
haggard %azethat had nothing of hisold sefinit. New lines
were in his face - lines too deep to be accounted for by
Ehyscal suffering alone. He was gaunt; strangers would

ave consdered before they spoke of him as a young man.
His lip trembled. He sat down on the mound at the foot of
the signpost and looked up at her, absorbed, silent.

'You'm tired, lad,” she said, with quick concern.

‘Not now. | was. But now I'm home.’

In the last sentence, with its wild, pathetic rapture, were
reflected al hisforlorn days of absence. For the intensity of
present joy is the gauge of past grief. _

His 'I'm home!' % Its triumphant security, told that he
had been in hell. In his voice were the tones of the world's
homesickness - the ni?htmares of children in the dark, the
b]yg((jj groping of lover for lover, the sob of humanity cast out
of Eden.

But Deborah did not understand. _

Too much Ealn had |eft her bewildered. She only felt, in
adim way, the pitiful irony of his words, snce she was his
home no more.

‘You look as if you met have been poorly, lad," she sad
practically. _ _ )

'Yes, | 'had typhoid. | was in hospital for months. That
was why | didn't come. Anggihe minute | knew | couldn't



come, | wanted to more than anything in this life or any
other. | was off my head for along time; | couldn't remem-
ber anything except your name. It was awful. | couldn't
get to you, and | couldn't live without you.' _
'Poor lad. You dlus liked to do things sudden-like.’
~ She had not understood. He became aware of the change
in her. Terror flashed into his face. _
‘Deborah,’ he sad, standing up; ‘Deborah, | want to kiss

U.

"Youd liefer not, | know,' she answered. 'It's only for my
ske. Thank 7you kindly dl the same, Stephen.’

‘Liefer not®

‘Aye.’ _

‘But I've come half across the world for it!"

He did not mention that he had worked his way home on
atramp steamer, sick and ill and scarcely convalescent. He
did not mention a score of things- that might have aroused
her. Trouble that happened to himsdlf had ceased to be
worth either mention or thought in his estimation.

'Aze,‘ sad Deborah. 'But first you went.'

'l know. Good God! | know. Was any man ever such a
blind fool? But | felt - then - that going was the only way to
keep sane. These ranges - they got hold of me-' He tal-
tered. By the new light in him'he saw how meaningless his
reasons must appear to her. He knew that now neither the
wilderness nor dark weather, devils, nor the infinite void,
meattered to him in the least. His love for Deborah made
him impregnable to terror, gave him agrasp of truth deeper
than reason. He had found the golden arrow, to his own
agony and ennobling. _

"There's no ill-will, lad,' Deborah went on, in the toneless
voice that was natural to her now. She was anxious that he
should not reproach himsdlf, for a moment's pain for him
was more than she could bear. o

I understand al about it,’ she went on, sitting down and
laying amotherly hand on his hair as he flun himself at her
feet. "Aye. All about it. You thought - asfolk will - asyou
!covedt me best in the 'orld, and then you came to see it dif-

erent.’

I didn't know -I didn't understand. But now | do. |
love you - oh! what's the gzogzd of words? You can sg'



'See what, Stephen?

'Thet 1 love you better than mysdf. _ .

"You was usd to say that,' said Deborah, with terrible,
unintentional cruelty; “'but you didna’

‘But | do now! | do now! How can | show you? Can't
you believe it, Deborah, my darling?

‘Never no more. _ _

Suddenly, in her eyes - her emotionless lips, he learnt the
agony she had endured. He covered hisface with his hands;
hard ‘sobs shook him. o

‘There, there!’ she said, patting his shoulder. ‘Dunnateke
on, lad! There's nought amiss.

He groped for her hand.

'Poor child,' he said brokenly.

Deborah, a year ago, would have known from the v
smplicity of hiswords, and their selflessnessin the midst o
his own misery, that he loved her now, if never before. To-
day shedid not know. She was awoman of onefixedidea-
that he did not want her. So he must not be alowed to
sacrifice himsalf out of kindness.

‘There, therel' she comforted him. 'It's nought.'

'I'm like aman that kills himselfin his deep, he muttered.
'Tdl me about it - that night.' _ _

‘The longest night,' she said, like a child repeating a well-
learnt lesson. _ o

'Don't, don't!" he cried, flinching.

But she was back by the Devil's Chair, in a horror of dark’
ness, and she had forgotten him.

"The devils laughed down the spinney and called me a
kept 'ooman, and so | was-ring or no ring. For there's
nought can hallow aman and an ‘ooman as lives together if
they dunna love each other; and if they can abear to be
apart, and if they can do 'ithout the little ways each of other
-" She paused. 'Oh, well!" she ended, with a hint of cold
Bgscé% ‘then the 'ooman's a kept 'ooman and the child's

orn.’

"The child -? Stephen questioned. He had not noticed
the white bundle, frail as the cotton-grass down that wan-
dered from hill to hill, a poor white waif blown aong the
deep, dark mountains. - _

'Aye, Stephen! your chlld.‘2883hewaswddenly anxious that



he should enjoy to the full the pride of fatherhood - thejoy
she had wanted for him. She took the child' up and parted
the shawl.

Therel' she said. 'The only thing I've ever done for you,
Stephen.'

She sat with the child on her knee.

He knelt and examined it, anxious nhot to hurt her by any
seeming indifference - but thinking only of her.

The sun had gone. From the thickets of colour in the
west, as from an orchard of ripe falling fruit, the red and
yellow softly passed. In the subdued light the little group
was like an austerely imagined Holy Family.

'It's very -' said Stephen gropingly, 'very small, isn't it?
And a bit broad for its length?

The child began to cry, frightened by the tear that fell on
its face as Stephen bent over.

'All that too!" he muttered, and shook his head in akind of
helplessness. 'All that pain - for me!

'He's only broad because of his wraps,' said Deborah,
kindly explanatory; 'and he's big for his age,’ she added,
quoting her mother with detachment.

The baby cried louder. Hewas hungry, and had inherited
from his father the axiom, 'Here and Now!"

‘I mun take him whome and give him his supper,’ said
Deborah.

'What does it have? asked Stephen, catching at triflesin
the desperate way of those in a great crisis.

'He's breast-fed," said Deborah.

'Then need you -7 began Stephen, striving to keep her
with him. 'l mean, can't it be fed here?

'‘No.'

In her proud, adoof glance he read the death-sentence of
his hopes. He was a stranger. He looked round him like a
man lost on the ranges in a snow-storm.

'I'd better go,' he said. ‘It's dl | can do. You hate the
sight of me. | don't wonder.'

‘You know | love only you out of the 'orld, Stephen!'

'Well then-!" he cried, with a rush ofjoy. 'Can't you
believe that / do? How can | make you believe?

"You canna. You told me you did afore, and you didna.
I canna believe anything agen.'



'‘Deborah!  Hive with me once more -just for one week,
one day, a home yonder above Lostwithin. You'll under-
stand then,' he cried frantically; 'you'll know without telling
when you see how I'll take care of you!'

"There inna no whome there now, for | burnt the things.
And the cattle go to and agen by the hearth. And there's
none to stay the wind and the rain driving in o'er the thras-
hold.'

'l make a new home; | can!' He flung his head back
with his old, unconquerable look.

"Thank you kindly, Stephen, but I'm well enough as | be.
It's only your goodheartedness, | know. But | dunnaneed to
be beholden to anyone.'

‘But it's | that would be beholden, Deborah. I'm asking
it as a favour, the greatest in the world.'

'‘Afore, when you asked, | gave you al | had - such as it
was, and you flung it back in my face. I've no ill-feding,
Stephen. Only I've no more to give!'

Stephen stood up. On his face as he looked down at her
was the lambent beauty of those who find the Golden
Arrow and clasp it to their hurt and glory. Hisfacewas the
face of her dream. In the dusk, tal and deep-eyed beside
thelittle signpost, he was the incarnation of the Flockmaster.

Worn, world-battered, despairing, he stood there in a
grandeur that had not been his before - the splendour of
perfect manhood. All the passions of his eager nature were
quelled before this new, burning force in him. All his old
readiness of tongue, his old poses, were gone.

Hefelt nothing of his own tragic beauty as he said gently -

"The dew's falling, Deb, you two should be home. Good
night.'

'‘Good night, Stephen,” said Deborah, not redizing the
parting any more than the meeting; 'and may the kindly
light be along with you.'

From the cwms rose white wraiths of mist, dipping aong
the hillsides, ascending, torn by the sharp buttresses of the
rocks, touching the hills to a strange, grieved beauty.

From the westward side two of these wraiths came dowly,
detaching themselves with soft determination from the phy-
dca world of rock and tree, and sweeping high over the
plateau on the wind, like spirits too delicate and too eager
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for the limitations of a materia world. They faded in the

dusk.

At lagt Stephen turned and went a few steps in the direc-
tion from which he had come. He looked back, and she
waved her hand; then she dso turned to go.

As s00n as he was out of Sight, al power of movement |eft
Deborah. There was no room in her mind for anything but
the sense that her fingershad touched his hair, and now did
not touch it. Slowly, as life comes back to a paralysed limb,
she awoke to the knowledge that he had been here and was
gone. What did it matter whether he loved her or not,
whether she was a 'kept woman' or not, whether he |eft her
agan some day? She wanted him. Everything dse was
washed from her brain by this primaeval, ungovernable pas-
son for the reassurance of touch. _

She hastily Eput the child in the heather, though it was wet
with dew. Even motherhood was swept away. She ran
aong the path caling 'Stephen! Stephen! _

But no voiceanswered. Around her wereonly theinscrut-
able hills, the night sky - intolerably secret, remote, vast.
The child wailed, and its cry pierced the solitudes like the
eternal lament of humanity with its limitless desires, its weak,
smal hands. o S

Away at High Leasowes a little light moved in widening
arcs, asJohn searched for Deborah, coming slowly nearer in
a smal aura of warmth aong the hill in the cold gloom.

But Deborah gazed away Into the vagi]ue night, for she
knew that somewherein thehugefolds of the hillsalight waa
passing from her - a light which shone, now that it had
ceased toflicker, with alarge glory even more beautiful than
her father's. 1t had smitten her new-found quiescence and
destroyed it, wakening her tolife. It could, she knew, circle
her in‘from dl uproar, al griefand gloom, though she dwelt
in the sarless cwms of pan and death.
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Chapter 53

IN the rosy kitchen at High Leasowes, Deborah and her
mother sat by the fire, tensely slent. John had taken the
octagond lantern and was away on the hills.

'If he's to be found by mortal man, father 11 find him for
certain sure, so ease your heart, Deb, my dear,' said Mrs.
Arden; 'wunna you put on that gown wiih the poppy-

rg?
Sp‘l\?o. I'll take nought for granted," Deborah replied. Like
al who havelived with sorrow and |ooked below the surface
of life, she had ashivering sense of itsirony. Shesprangup,
the child in her arms, and sank into her chair, half-fainting,
when she saw that only Eli sood at the door. He had come
to borrow the sheep-shears, having broken his own.
~ 'What atime of night! Borrowing's alus in season seem-
ingly," scolded Mrs. Arden. "You'l go round in your bones
to borrow your coffin, Eli! Now asyou be here, you may's
well look what a fine boy Deb's got.' _

Eli advanced upon Deborah and stood grimly contem-
plating the baby. _ o

‘W7 queried Mrs. Arden, thirsty for admiration, from
however unpromising a quarter. . _

But Eh' waslost in frowning study of the child, which was
get hby a composed blue gaze - fearless, eager, wilful as

en's.
ddenly Eli leant forward and shook hisfist &t the child.
'‘Where's my Bible? he shouted.

Deborah stiffened. Through the uncurtained window she
had seen, very far away, asmdl light. While it was only a
point in the darkness there was a sound outside of a man
running. They dl listened. _

_In the breathless quiet the footsteps acquired a stranﬂe
lignificance. It was as if héjé?amty ran blindly down the



deep, hastening with unquenchable longing toward some
mystery that the night cradled.

_ Stephen good in the doorway. He camein. Mrs. Arden
tiptoed through the door and went down the path.
Stephen looked at Eii.
'Get out!" he said. _
And Eli, in an unaccountable, awed slence, went.
Stephen shut the door.

'Well/ said Eli, stealthily unglueing himsdlf from the win-
dow, and startllndq Patty nearly out of her wits, 'if the young
fool wants to go down on thefloor like astruck bullock, why
canna he go down to the Lord A'm|gh;?/, and not to an 'oo-
man as is nought but his wife when dl's said

He dammed the gate after him. . _

_'IE] he was my son -I' he said, and faded in the dim, soft
night.

ohn came up. _ ,

The lad outstripped me, mother," he explained. Tm
thinking it's the shippen for you and me to-night, while cut
love's mendm%.' _ _

They sat on the straw, in an aura of light from thelantern,

'Shanna | kindle a bit of firefor 'em, and light the lamp?
asked Patty. _

"There's no need, mother. D'you mind the tae of then,
that found the Golden Arrow, and went with apple-blow
scent round 'em, and a mort 0' bees, and warmship, anc
wanted nought of any man? There's no need of fire 01
can'le for them, my dear, for they'm got their light - the
kindly light - and the thorn's white
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