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INTRODUCTION

THERE has been a great proliferation of fiction in our day.
There has been an even greater decline in quality. Since
Ulysses, if you accept Ulysses as a great novel, there have been
very few really grcat novels in English. Lady Chatterly, The
Rainbow and Women in Love; Ford Madox Ford’s Tietjens
series, really one novel; some of Sherwood Anderson; the un-
finished promise of William Carlos Williams’ First Act; a few
others. The Green Child is fully the equal of any of these, al-
though it is of a rather more special kind. Graham Greene
speaks of it as surcharged with a sense of glory—gloire—that
special lustre and effulgence which Aquinas marks out as the
sign manifest of great works of art. Certainly The Green Child
has it—an unearthly, hypnotic radiance. Partly this is due to
style as well as to the temper and depth of the mind and sensi-
bility. (Or is this a definition of style?) Anyway, it is hard to be-
lieve your eyes as you read. The sheer perfection of the writing
is very rare in English since the loosening of standards in Nine-
teenth Century fiction.

Landor wrote this way, and Bagehot, and Mill, and Clerk
Maxwell, and various explorers and scientists, but the novel-
ists mostly have forgotten how. Read has, in addition, some-
thing that Pilgrim’s Progress has, or Walton’s Compleat
Angler, or Gilbert White’s Natural History of Selbourne, or,
on a different plane, Robinson Crusoe. These books are in
some sense allegories, archetypes. They have, scaled down,
what you find in Homer, Le Morte D’Arthur, Rabelais—mytho-
poeia. And they have something else, something that maybe is
essential to myth, and which you have to have if you are go-
ing to capture the mythic quality of the past, and which, for
all their chatter about Le Mythe et Le Verbe, the muggy sur-
realists never had—clarité. I have never gone with Walton
along flowery banks by calm rivers after the gallant trout with-
out feeling as though I were walking into Blake’s Crystal Cab-
inet, into a visionary world where the grass and flowers were
like gems and the water like lambent aether, where the air
contained something better, more noble, than oxygen and
nitrogen.

In The Green Child reality is again entranced and trans-
lucent with the light of a natural glory behind it. What is more
remarkable, one gradually comes to realize that it is about this
state of being as such that Read is writing. It is impossible
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to believe that he sat down and did it deliberately. One can-
not be deliberately glorious. But certainly the book is one of
the most sustained products of conscious rapture in our litera-
ture. It is really “gripping.” You slip deeper and deeper into
the soft clench of Read’s rapture. This vise-like grip of vision,
so soft and unobtrusive, but so inescapable, is so powerful be-
cause it is, finally, the vision of reality. There are no raptures
in hallucination, only the tawdry residues of somebody else’s
frustrations and crippled libido.

All of the books I have mentioned have a conspicuous fea-
ture in common. They are all written with full respect for
Blake’s minute particulars, for Sam Johnson’s ineluctable
modality of the visible. They are all “action fiction” first of
all. They are shcer narrative. In recent years psychological-
allegorical fiction has become very popular, but most of it has
suffered from the worst possible faults that such writing can
have—imprecision, subjectivity, and psychologizing. It is not
enough to describe the situation realistically, ike Gregor’s sen-
sations on that dreadful morning he found himself a bug.
Realism is not enough. Apelles’ flowers drew bees and butter-
flies to them, but the flowers of allegory must give off perfume
and be sweet with honey. This is why Hawthorne’s retellings
of Greek myths for children are so much his best work. Baucis
and Philemon live outside of Salem in a brighter and deaner
West Peabody, Hester only in his own troubled mind.

I am not going to tell you the meaning of Read’s allegory—
the secret of his myth. At Elcusis the priestess rose from the
subterranean marriage bed of the heirosgamos and exhibited
an ear of barley, and today, scholars in their ivied halls by the
Cam and Thames and Charles dispute about what she meant.
Sink into his developing vision, led on by the careful loving
delineation of reality—the village where he was born, the
pampas and plateaux of dream, the caves he explored as a boy,
finally the vision will crystallize around you and shut you in
and the story end in an equivocation that seems to undo all
that has gone before. What does it mean? What does the Tao
Te Ching mean? What does the Book of Changes, that im-
memoriably subtile document, mean? All myth, all deep in-
sight, means the same as and no more than the falling of the
solar system on its long parabola through space.

Kenneth Rexroth
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1

HE assassination of President Olivero, which took

place in the autumn of 1861, was for the world at
large one of those innumerable incidents of a violent
nature which characterise the politics of the South
American continent. For twenty-four hours it loomed
large in the headlines of the newspapers; but beyond an
intimation, the next day, that General Iturbide had
formed a provisional government with the full approval
of the military party, the event had no further reverbera-
tions in the outer world. President Olivero, who had
arranged his own assassination, made his way in a
leisurely fashion to Europe. On the way he allowed his
beard to grow.

When he disembarked in Spain, he seemed unremark-
able enough, for the return of the emigrant, swarthy and
bearded from a life on the pampas, was a common event
in that country. But Spain was not where he designed
to stay; for though the Spanish language had become
natural to him, so that he habitually used it in thought
and speech, his real nationality was English, and the
ruling desire in all his present conduct was to return to
his native land and particularly to the scenes of his
childhood. Thirty years had elapsed since his precipitate
departure—thirty long years during which those scenes
had withdrawn to a fantastic distance, bright and exqui-
site and miniature, like a landscape seen through the
wrong end of a telescope. But though the sentimental
nostalgia which consumed his being was so strong, his
rational fear of disillusionment was also considerable,
and it was only with many haltings and invented delays
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that he approached England. In Spain, in Provence, in
Switzerland, in Paris—wherever he stopped on his slow
progress northwards—he lingered to test his sense of
reality. Reality? That may not be the right word to
describe the contrast between two states of mind, one of
which is drinking in the bright charm of tangible things,
of picturesque towns and people, of hill and sky, of food
and wine, of books and papers casually bought, of music
overheard; the other occupied by a landscape distant and
withdrawn in the long dark tunnel of time, but bright in
its crystal setting. He who had practised so successfully
the art of forgetting, now sought to revive in himself the
art of remembering. He found that the first essential was
to resign all conscious attempts at recalling the past.
Events and places in their individuality demand a place
in time, and after thirty years, how can one reconstitute
a sense of time? To escape from the sense of time, to live
in the eternity of what he was accustomed to call “the
divine essence of things”—that was his only desire. But
it was this very essence that now impelled him to return
to the place where his personality had first been liber-
ated, in circumstances extraordinary enough to make
them the enduring reality of his life.

Once in England he no longer delayed, but made
straight for his native village. He had left it on foot, and
had walked nearly forty miles to the nearest railway; but
now a new line carried him to the village itself. From a
junction on the main line, the train took a meandering
course among the hills, stopping at every station and
sometimes waiting for a considerable time to allow cattle
or goods to be loaded. Olivero—in England his name
had been Oliver—still retained the black cloak and wide-
brimmed hat in which he had left South America, and
he was therefore a conspicuous figure among the country
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farmers and their wives who, from time to time, shared
the carriage with him. He remained silent and reserved
in his corner, gazing out on the countryside and noticing
the signs of change which thirty years had inevitably
produced. Late in the afternoon he found himself in
familiar country: the outline of the hills, the wooded
slopes, the church towers and an isolated house or two
were recognised with an unexpected access of emotion;
but the towns, with their stations and accompanying
sheds, were seen from a strange aspect. He was relieved
to find that his own station was some distance from the
village: he was not prepared to plunge too suddenly into
the heart of his past. He left his bag at the station, and
waited until the last of the passengers who had descended
with him had disappeared down the lane which led to
the village. Then he followed them slowly, his head bent,
as if afraid that to look up and around would disturb
him too much. When he reached the first houses it was
nearly dusk.

The village consisted of two streets, crossing at the
market-place. A stream ran along the road he was taking,
with houses beyond it, approached sometimes by only a
broad plank, sometimes by a wooden bridge with hand-
rails, and in a few cases by a stone culvert. When it
reached the market-place the river bent round to the
right, still accompanying the road which went in that
direction. Here it was separated from the road by a line
of sycamore trees, and the prospect, as one looked along
the street, with the old almshouses on one side, the
sycamores and the river with the high wall of the Hall
beyond it on the other side, was one of the prettiest in
England. Beyond noticing that the trees were bigger and
the shade denser than he had remembered, Olivero
looked neither to the right nor the left. but made
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straight across the market-place to the inn, where he
found a room and arranged to have his bag brought
from the station.

These preliminaries settled, he came out into the
market-place again, and sat for a moment on a bench by
the market cross. Lights were beginning to appear in the
cottage windows, but except for an occasional figure
going from house to house, there was scarcely anyone
about. He sat listening to intimate sounds—voices in the
soft dialect he had once spoken, the click of a raised
latch, the rattle of a milk-pail, the chiming of clocks in
the houses; and underneath all these occasional sounds,
the persistent lapping of the stream in its pebbly bed. A
white railing opposite him ran along the edge of the
stream, and presently he got up and went across to this
railing, and leant against it as he gazed down into the
rippling water.

It was then that he noticed, or thought he noticed, an
extraordinary fact. The stream as he remembered it—
and he could remember the pressure of its current against
his bare legs as he waded among its smooth flat pebbles
—ran in the direction of the station from which he had
just come. But now, indubitably, it was flowing in the
opposite direction, towards the church. The reflection of
the moon, which had now risen placidly above the syca-
mores, made this clear in the fluctuating ripple of the
stream; whilst here and there a stone projecting above
the surface curled the water back against the force of the
current. For something like an hour Olivero remained as
if transfixed to the white railing; for the whole structure
of his memory was challenged. He recalled detail after
detail of his early experience in relation to the stream:
the trout suspended with their heads upstream which he
had often observed from the stone bridge by the church
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—it had been one of his favourite amusements to try
and drop a stone on the unsuspecting fish, but of course
the fish always shot away before ever the stone had
touched the surface of the water; the pool below the mill
where they used to bathe—and here he distinctly re-
membered the sagging branches of the willows with long
beards of faded weed, and how—yes, positively—these
wisps when caught by the bank of the stream inclined
towards the village; besides, the mill itself was a mile’s
distance upstream, beyond the church, and beyond the
mill the stream made its way—which is a manner of
speaking, because it had made its way in the opposite
direction—made its way through the meadows and the
woods until it came to the open fells, and there, among
the slopes, it had its source. He had often followed the
bed of the stream on a long day’s excursion right up to
this source, a bog scented with low bushes of myrtle and
bright with yellow-green patches of butterwort. There
could be no doubt that the stream rose out yonder
beyond the church and flowed through the village in
the direction of the railway-station. But yet—unless his
eyes deceived him—there before him was positive evi-
dence that the stream now flowed in the opposite direc-
tion, towards the church.

His first impulse was to seek for some physical ex-
planation of the phenomenon he had observed. The
meanderings of a stream, for example, can be very
deceptive. All kinds of obstacles divert the natural flow
of water towards the lower level of the sea—inequalities
in the height and hardness of the ground, not to mention
the deliberate interference of man—so that a stream
which is flowing from the north to the south at one
point can easily be flowing from the south to the north
at another point not so far away. Ask any man in what
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direction he would be travelling when he passes through
the Panama Canal from the Atlantic to the Pacific
Ocean, and if he deigned to answer at all he would say,
most often, from east to west; or if he suspected a catch,
he might say, from north to south; he would never sus-
pect the truth, which is that owing to the contortions of
that strange isthmus, his actual direction would be from
west to east. It is not to be expected, therefore, that a
stream should always keep to the same direction in its
progress towards the sea: in reality it may move through
all the points of the compass. But from where Olivero
stood in the market-place, to the bridge near the church
where he had watched the trout, the stream ran straight;
there was no possibility of a deflecting meander. He
came to the conclusion, therefore, that the direction of
the stream, if changed it had been, must have been
changed by human agency—he dismissed, incidentally,
the thought that did for a moment flash through his
brain, that possibly an earthquake had shifted the levels
of the land in some way and so caused a contrary flow;
for earthquakes, of course, never occur in England.

He decided, late as it was, to proceed upstream to
solve the problem. The moonlight was sufficiently strong
to show the way, and who knows but that in the dark
his early instincts might the easier revive and reveal to
him the paths which he had known as a boy—fisher-
men’s paths along the banks of the stream, difficult paths
for any stranger. But before actually setting out, he bent
over the stream by a stone step where the villagers
brought their pails to fill, and drawing back his cloak
and sleeve, he dipped his hand in the stream, right up
to his sensitive wrist, and felt the flow of the cold water,
thus confirming by an independent sense the impression
which he had received from his eyes. While like most
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men he was content to be guided by the superior sense
of sight, yet there was no harm—indeed, some consider-
able comfort—in adding yet another sensual witness to
such a rationally incomprehensible fact.

It was now about eight o’clock. He had had tea at the
junction where he had changed for the branch line, and
in this part of the country tea is the last meal of the day.
There was no reason, therefore, why he should return to
the inn, and the innkeeper might naturally suppose that
he had gone out to visit friends. The main street was
now quite deserted—in an hour most of the lights would
be out, for already pcople were going to bed. He walked
slowly along until he came to the stone bridge; here the
street went straight on, whilst the stream, still accom-
panied by a smaller road, turned to the_left. There was
not much point in lingering on the bridge: it arched
itself high above the bed of the stream, and at night
there were no fish to be seen. But as if only to repeat an
earlier habit, Olivero went and looked over the stone
cresting, down to where the water looked black and
sullen in the shadow of the arch. Nothing, however, was
to be gained by staying there, and he soon left the bridge
and took the road to the mill.

There was still no perceptible incline in the ground, so
Olivero did not stop to consider whether there was yet a
contradiction in that elementary law of physics which
decrees that water can never flow uphill. That law, as he
now recalled, Olivero had had some difficulty in believ-
ing when it was first enunciated to him at school. He
knew long stretches of the stream, which when seen from
a neighbouring hill, had all the appearance of sloping
upwards in the direction of the flow. Besides, water was
not a powerless element; it had cohesion, as you might
observe in a drop of rain, clinging like a crystal bead to
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the edge of a cabbage-leaf, mirroring the whole world on
its hard surface. Again, it had always seemed possible
to his boyish reasoning that the force which impelled
water downwards should be capable of impelling the
same water upwards—and when it was explained to him
that this force was the force of gravity, it still seemed a
reasonable calculation to allow that a stream of water
which had fallen for x number of feet over a distance of
y miles, should be capable of rising x—n number of feet
over a distance of y—n' miles. The factor n might, of
course, be considerable, owing to the regrettable tendency
of water to slip backwards; but still, on any reasonable
basis of probability, one might expect a stream to flow
up a gentle incline of say five hundred yards.

He remembered these childish calculations as he pro-
ceeded along the road to the mill. He was now on
exceedingly familiar ground—so familiar that years ago
he had known the colour and shape of every stone em-
bedded in the footpath, every variation in the shape and
composition of the hedge which presently bordered the
right side of the road, now that the last cottages were

assed. For the greater part of his childhood the mill
had been his home, and this path he had taken daily
between the house and the school. The other side of the
stream was here bordered by a high hedge of ragged
trees—elderberry, willow, ash and blackthorn; under
their overhanging branches the water-hens used to dart
in and out. Soon he could see the long white front of
the mill shining in the moonlight, and to the right, half
buried in a huge copper-beech tree, the mill-house. But
as he approached he became aware, with a trepidation
he could not justify, of changes—changes in the atmo-
sphere, the sound of the water, the vague outline of trees
and hedges. His pace grew slower and he finally stopped,
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to try and assess, in the moonlight, the evidences of the
changes confronting him. He stood at a point where, in
former days, there should have been a shallow ford in
front of him and a footbridge to the right; for at this
point the river divided into a loop, one arm, the one on
his left as he stood, being the water which had passed
through the mill from the dam beyond, the other, on
the right, being the natural course of the stream. But the
ford and the white footbridge had now disappeared, and
the road to the mill ran fair and level over a brick
culvert. Advancing slowly to this new bridge, he dis-
covered an unexpected flow of water beneath him; but
this phenomenon was explained almost at once by his
further discovery that the water which had formerly
flowed in rather noisy force from the diverted mill-race,
had now entirely ceased, the bed of this side of the loop
being quite overgrown with grasses and willow-herb.
This surely implied that the mill had ceased to function,
or perhaps was now run by some power other than
water. But the blank deserted look of everything, even
in the moonlight, pointed all too surely to the former
explanation, and when Olivero approaching nearer, this
explanation was confirmed by the broken unglazed wip-
dows, in which one or two old sacks flapped desolately.
There was no light in the house itself, but the garden
was tidy and a cat sprang from the acacia tree by the
garden-gate and came to rub its sleek body against his leg.

Olivero returned to the stream. He was now quite
certain that his memory had not deceived him, and that
the direction of the current had actually changed. The
reason was still to seek. He recrossed the culvert and
took the path which led round to the back of the mill,
to the dam and the weir. Here little had changed, but
the supporting bank between the weir and the dam had
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been partially washed away or destroyed, thus allowing
the stream to resume its natural direction, along a bed
which he remembered as the beginning of a cart-track
leading from the mill to a disused tannery half a mile
upstream. Intent on solving his mystery, he pursued his
way along the side of the stream, stumbling for a time
through a rank growth of nettles and hemlock, but
eventually gaining the ruins of the tannery, where once
more he was on familiar ground. A clearly-defined path
now led along the side of the stream; on his right was a
wood, but over the stream were the meadows which be-
longed to the mill, and beyond them, parallel to the
stream, would be the road which led to the moors. For a
few moments he deliberated: it was getting late and he
was uncertain how long the moonlight would last. He
might perhaps cross the stream and make across the
meadows for the road, which rejoined the stream two
miles farther up the valley: the going would be easier in
the dark, and surely there could be no intervening cause
to explain the stream’s change of direction. But the
events of the last hour, especially the discovery of the
deserted mill, had so thoroughly imbued him with a
sense of uncertainty, that he determined to take no
chances, and with an occasional glance at the stream,
made his way as quickly as he could along the difficult
path before him.

Nothing occurred to interrupt his progress—the stream
flowed on before him; he could both see and hear the
direction of the water. It went laughing over the stones
in its bed, mocking him, luring him onwards. Then
suddenly he perceived lights in front of him, and he
reckoned that they must come from a house known as
the Cauldron, which stood at the point where the moor-
land road from the village crossed the stream. He re-
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membered, with a sudden intuition of the possible ex-
planation of the deserted mill, that the Cauldron too
had been a mill of a sort—a small affair with a couple of
rough millstones suitable for grinding rough grain, such
as rye, into meal for cattle—a mill used by the few out-
lying moorland farmers to save them the extra cartage
involved in bringing their grain to the village. What if
this mill had expanded, grown grander and more
efficient, until it had finally superseded the village mill?
There was no knowing what an ambitious man might
do, once the possibility had come into his mind—for
power, the only necessary means, was at hand. He re-
membered, about the time he left the village, some talk
of modern machinery that could grind flour finer and
whiter than any ever produced before. It was likely
enough that the miller at the Cauldron had stolen a
march on his conservative rival, installed the new plant
and gained all the trade.

As he drew nearer, his supposition was confirmed by
the discovery that the several lights in front of him be-
longed to one building, or group of buildings, and when
nearer still he heard the steady hum of machinery. The
mill, rebuilt and enlarged, was working through the night.
He saw now the flicker of wheels and the flurry of straps
through an open window. The path brought him up
against a garden fence, and he realised that he would
have to make his way through the mill-yard, past the
house. He was a little loth to do this, for fear of being
stopped and questioned—not that he had a guilty con-
science about the investigation he was making, but still,
it would be difficult to explain his business to people who
might not see the importance it had for him, who might
even consider him a little mad, wandering about at mid-
night on such an apparently unimportant errand. In-
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stead, therefore, of passing through the yard gate, he
made his way round the back of the house, on the side
overlooking the fields, intending to rejoin the stream
beyond the mill.

At this side of the house a single window threw its
bright light across the field—an open window on the
ground floor, quite near to the level of the ground.
Olivero’s instinct was to avoid the fan of light by making
a wide detour in the field, but he was deflected from this
intention by the unexpected appearance of a figure, that
of a man, who loomed out of the darkness beyond the
light, carrying a burden in his arms. As this figure drew
nearer the light, the burden was clearly to be recognised
as a lamb, quite still and perhaps dead, which the man
proceeded to pass through the open window, and then
to follow himself, first thrusting in his legs, and turning
to draw his body after them, for the window was low
and inconvenient. The whole procedure took place with
the quickness and certainty of an act deliberately done,
and naturally aroused the curiosity of the unsuspected
onlooker. Olivero realised that at the time of year it was
perhaps not unusual for a lamb to die of exposure, but
the weather was exceptionally fine; and why, in any case,
should the lamb be rescued at midnight, and taken into
the house with such obvious secrecy? It occurred to him,
that as most people have a repugnance for the flesh of
animals that have died naturally (that is to say, from
the act of God, and not in a slaughter-house), and as
most cattle-owners resent the loss incurred in this way,
the man might be smuggling in the dead animal to pass
it off, later, as a slaughtered one. But the lamb appeared
to be too small for the table, and in such a lonely place
it would not be difficult to do the smuggling by light of
day. Some other explanation seemed necessary, and for
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the moment the problem of the stream ceased to pre-
occupy his mind.

He stood for a few minutes in the shadow of the wall
and then began to sidle slowly towards the light. He was
perhaps ten feet away when he drew up petrified by a
shrill scream that issued from the open window. But his
rigidity only lasted a second; he darted to the window,
and acting now instinctively, fell flat on the ground and
slowly raised his head to the level of the sill. There once
again he was held transfixed.

On a bare table to the right lay the lamb; its throat
had been cut and was bleeding into a large bowl, over
the edge of which its head hung pathetically. In the
middle of the room the man stood, drawing back the
head of a woman by the hair and -compelling her to
drink from a cup which he held in his hand. So much
was clear at a glance; then Olivero noticed that the
woman, who was extraordinarily frail and pallid, was
bound by a rope to the chair in which she was seated,
and that her expression was one of concentrated terror
as she struggled to refuse the proffered cup. The blood
which she was being forced to drink dribbled down each
side of her mouth and fell in bright stains down the
front of her white dress. The light came from a paraffin
lamp, whose golden globe swung impassively above this
scene of terror.

In such circumstances a man does not act consciously;
he is suddenly presented with a situation to which he can-
not be a passive onlooker, but in which he must partici-
pate. Strange fluids pass into his blood-stream, his eyes
dilate, his hair bristles on his scalp, his nostrils distend.
For thirty years, much against his natural inclinations,
Olivero had been a man of action. On many occasions he
had been compelled to act violently and suddenly, and
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though after the event it was invariably difficult for him
to reconstruct the timeless elements of his actions, and
impossible to explain to himself their motivation, yet he
had always acquitted himself well—gaining without con-
scious effort a reputation for courage and even for reckless
bravado little in consonance with the ordinary mood of
his existence. And so now, without hesitation, he hurled
himself into the room, legs foremost as he had observed
the man do; but, unfortunately, as he clung to the sash
of the window to raise himself and twist his body round,
the sash descended and left him in an incongruous posi-
tion, the upper half of his body outside the window, his
legs waving wildly inside the room. This mishap, which
in any normal circumstances would have been merely
comic, gave a still further fantastic turn to the scene of
horror inside the room, but it also served to dispel the
instinctive defences which a man might be expected to
put up when suddenly confronted by the complete figure
of an opponent. As it was, the man in the room, when
he turned and saw the waving legs, merely put the cup
he was holding on the table, releasing at the same time
the head of the woman. He stood nonplussed whilst
Olivero quickly regained his balance, struggled to lift
the sash imprisoning him, and finally emerged, hatless
and ruffled, but impressive and massive against the low
frame of the window.

For a moment the two men remained confronting
each other in silence.

Olivero was completely shaken out of the instinctive
mode of action. His thoughts raced quickly through his
brain. He knew that properly he ought to cry: ‘Release
that woman,” or words to that effect. The woman, mean-
while, had dropped her head on her breast, softly moan-
ing to herself, not even curious to follow the drama
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taking place before her. Perhaps it was something in her
attitude or appearance which made Olivero realise that
anything conventionally dramatic or violent would be
useless in the present situation. So making a gesture
altogether Spanish in its politeness, he merely said:
‘Perhaps I can help?’

The man did not reply, but retreated behind the chair
in which the woman was tied. From this point of vantage
he continued to eye the intruder with wild but helpless
animosity. Keeping his gaze fixed on the man, Olivero
advanced into the room a step or two, and in this very
act he perceived that his opponent was cowed, and
would retreat rather than offer any opposition. Olivero
therefore, but still slowly, advanced farther into the
room, until close by the woman, and then quietly began
to unloosen the cords which bound her.

She remained limp and passive. Her released arms fell
like pendulums on each side of the chair; her head re-
mained sunk on her breast. Feeling infinitely tender
towards such a helpless victim of man’s malice, Olivero
lifted one arm and began to chafe the bruised wrist. It
was then that he noticed a peculiarity in her flesh which
explained her strange pallor. The skin was not white,
but a faint green shade, the colour of a duck’s egg. It
was, moreover, an unusually transparent tegument, and
through its pallor the branches of her veins and arteries
spread, not blue and scarlet, but vivid green and golden.
The nails were pale blue, very like a blackbird’s eggshell.
The faint emanation of odour from her flesh was sweet
and a little heavy, like the scent of violets.

Olivero looked up at the man, who stood glowering
against the wall. It is the Green Child!” he cried. The
man merely stared fixedly, but Olivero knew that his
guess was right.
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For as he chafed the chill wrist, his mind carried him
back to that strange event which had caused a sensation,
not only in the village, but throughout the whole world
of newspapers, the very day he had left home thirty
years ago. The news had overtaken him as he pursued
his way, and had for long days filled his mind with a
sense of wonder, even with a sort of rage that he should
no longer be capable of investigating the phenomenon
on the spot—he who, in the whole village, would have
been the natural person to take charge of such an affair.

Anyone who cares to look up the records will discover
that in a certain year—the curious may deduce from
what has already been said that it was about the year
1830, but for reasons which will be obvious when this
narrative has been read, it was necessary to disguise the
time and place of these events—well, in a certain year
there appeared in the village of —— in the county of
—— two children, apparently about four years old, who
could not speak any known language, or explain their
origin, or relate themselves in any way to the district—
indeed, even the world—in which they were found.
Moreover, these children, who were lightly clothed in a
green web-like material of obscure manufacture, were
further distinguished by the extraordinary quality of
their flesh, which was of a green, semi-translucent tex-
ture, perhaps more like the flesh of a cactus plant than
anything else, but of course much more delicate and
sensitive. These children were adopted by a widow
,woman in the village, in order that they might be edu-
cated and civilised—though for that matter they were
gentle enough in their manners, indeed timid as fallow
deer; but they had no notions of God or of even such
morality as an English child of that age has usually
acquired. Now, Olivero had never forgotten this strange
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event—in his mind it had the significance of an un-
resolved symbol, obscurely connected with his departure,
and connected, too, with the inevitability of his return.

It is not therefore surprising that he should have
jumped so quickly to the explanation of the strange
appearance of the woman before him. No sooner had he
realised her identity than a new state of calmness
descended on him. His mind was still extremely active,
images of a diverse nature emerging and sinking in rapid
succession; but this mental activity resembled the con-
tained and poised revolutions of a gyroscope, resting, at
one point, 1 his brain, but otherwise distant, and un-
related to the cool element of his flesh.

With his handkerchief he wiped away the traces of
blood on the woman’s face and then folded her arms
across her lap. She was breathing gently, without agita-
tion; her eyes had opened, but her fixed gaze was directed
to the floor. Olivero looked towards her companion,
whose attitude had become less tense and defensive. His
head was now turned slightly aside, and something in
the sly side-long glance with which he observed Olivero,
struck the latter with a sudden sense of recognition.

“You are Kneeshaw,” he said, and then went towards
him.

The only effect of this recognition was to deepen the
man’s fear. To the physical reaction was now added a
sense of the mysterious divination possessed by the
stranger. But now his fear so possessed him that his body
became limp and powerless, and with a moan he fell
down at Olivero’s feet.

It was far from Olivero’s intention to do the man any
harm. He was afraid of the feeling of contempt which
threatened to possess him; moreover he was now so
anxious to solve the mystery of the scene he had wit-
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nessed, and so convinced of the special destiny which
had brought him to this place and to these people, that
he knew he must at any cost restore a relation of confi-
dence. He bent down and took the man by the arm,
raised him and led him into a chair at the end of the
table. He then went and seated himself at the other end
of the table. But he had no sooner done this than he
observed the lamb on the dish between them, and felt
embarrassed by its presence. So he picked it up and
carried it across to the window, and there deposited it
outside on the ground, closing the window afterwards.
He then returned to the table.

‘Kneeshaw,” he began, ‘carry your mind back thirty
years. You were a schoolboy. Your last days at school—
do you remember them? Do you remember one day, one
afternoon, your master had spread on the schoolroom
table a model railway with a clockwork engine. It was a
great novelty in those days—not the kind of toy which
now can be bought in any toyshop, but a miniature train
carefully constructed by an engineer. That engineer was
my uncle, one of the first great railway engineers. He
gave me this model railway when I was a boy. Because [
had certain ideas about the inadequacy of knowledge—I
still remain faithful to them—I was in the habit of
allowing you boys to play—to become absorbed in your
phantasy and imagination. Whilst you played I watched
you, and learnt much about the nature of your minds.
Sometimes I watched you unobserved, and on one occa-
sion I saw a boy, whose character was in general sullen
and unimpressive, seize the engine and begin winding it
up with an evil intensity. You had all been warned not
to overwind the engine. This boy suddenly decided to
disobey this instruction—to destroy this ingenious toy
which he knew was valued by the master and a source
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of endless delight to his companions. I saw him wind the
spring swiftly and strongly, exerting all his strength as
the spring grew tight. Then, of course, it snapped; the
released coil of metal unrolled and the engine fell from
the boy’s hand and lay on the table like a disembowelled
animal. You, Kneeshaw, were that boy, and I was the
master. When that spring snapped, something snapped
in my mind. I left the village the next day, and until
this day now, thirty years later, I have never returned.”
Kneeshaw sat very still whilst Olivero spoke. His gaze
lifted sharply when Olivero revealed his identity, but the
feeling that had been roused in him was one of curiosity
rather than of amazement. Those past events which had
so much significance for Olivero, controlling his person-
ality for years by their steady persistence in his mind,
were evoked from the forgotten records of Kneeshaw’s
past only by the accident of this meeting. The young
schoolmaster who had struggled for two years with an
intractable group of seven or eight boys had passed en-
tirely out of Kneeshaw’s life before he had reached the
age of twelve. Kneeshaw remembered him as tall and
dark, his face very pale beneath his lank hair. He remem-
bered the classroom—the round table at which they all
sat, the black marble mantelpiece with an arm-chair
before the fire from which Olivero did most of his teach-
ing—recitation, dictation, spelling and a little arithmetic.
The house was still standing—the schoolroom was now
the office of Mr. Coverdale, the solicitor, and the first
floor was used by the Conservative Club—an ugly town
house, out of character with the rest of the village. It
stood much farther back from the street than the rest of
the houses, and what had once been a garden was now a
dreary paved yard, Mr. Coverdale’s brass plate being the
only bright thing in it. It was as though the village, so
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harmonious and beautiful in itself, had refused to asso-
ciate with this hard square block, had pushed it into the
background to dilapidate and decay.

The school had come to a sudden end, and the master
had left the village; his father at the mill died a few
years later and there had been no one left—why should
Kneeshaw have remembered anything about him? He
remembered the toy engine, but he did not remember his
own act of vandalism; he had never known that it had
had any connection with Mr. Oliver’s sudden departure.

The schoolmaster was speaking again: ‘Tt was a little
thing, but it broke a tension in me. My mother was
dead; I disliked my father. I had never planned to spend
my life as a village schoolmaster, a calling for which I
had neither the physical nor the mental aptitude. I
thought 1 might become a poet, but my poetry was
gloomy and obscure, and nobody would publish it. I felt
impotent and defeated, and longed for external circum-
stances to force action upon me. I struggled feebly with
the ignorance and stupidity of you and your com-
panions, but as I had no faith in knowledge, my only
desire was to leave you in possession of innocence and
happiness. This was interpreted as weakness or laziness,
and gradually parents took away their children, till only
a handful was left, a handful of neglected children, the
children of parents who did not place any value on
education, but merely wished to be rid of an incon-
venient burden for a few hours every day. Some of
these boys I loved—they were like young animals, like
calves or foals, with clumsy limbs and bright eyes and
sudden senseless movements. I thought they were with-
out evil until the day I watched you playing with the
engine, until the day a spring snapped and the tension
was ended. I left you all’
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The woman moaned softly in her chair. Olivero
looked into her face. She was breathing softly, and
seemed near to sleep.

“Tell me about her,” Olivero cried, turning once more
towards Kneeshaw, ‘the Green Child.’

“The Green Child.” Kneeshaw repeated the words in
a low voice. He spoke the words and remained gazing
at Olivero. There was nothing in the circumstances to
make contact easy between the two men. For fifteen
years, since the day he brought the Green Child to this
mill as his wife, Kneeshaw had lived a life of isolation.
He was unread and almost inarticulate, facing the prob-
lems of life with direct instincts, acting from day to day
as these instincts dictated. He was now faced by a man
who obviously belonged to another world—a world of
easy speech, of ideas and sentiments, of complicated ex-
perience. There was no natural impulse to communicate
with such a man. But tragedy drives us beyond natural
behaviour, on to a level where imagination and phan-
tasy rule.

‘The Green Child,’” he said, ‘came to me fifteen years
ago.

‘There were two,” said Olivero.

‘One died,” replied Kneeshaw. ‘He did not live more
than a few months in this world. He would not eat—he
wasted away. And now this one is tired of this world,
and wants to go back to the world they came from.’

‘And that is why you were forcing her to drink blood?’

‘Yes. For many weeks now she has eaten nothing
solid—she drinks water and milk, but even milk she
does not willingly take. She is wasting away and will die,
because she never eats meat, and has no desire to live.’

“Tell me all. I have heard nothing since the day I left
the village.’
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Kneeshaw then told the story of The Green Children,
told it disjointedly and with many interruptions and
cross-questionings from Olivero. Meanwhile the Green
Child herself had fallen into an unconscious state which
might be sleep, for she breathed deeply and regularly.

Kneeshaw told how two strange children had one day
appeared walking towards the village from the direction
of the moors. He repeated some of the facts about their
appearance and behaviour which Olivero already knew,
and went on to relate how the woman who had first seen
them, old Mrs. Hardie who had once been Olivero’s
nurse, had taken the children into her cottage, and
clothed them and fed them as if they were her own
children. She was a widow and her only son, Tom
Hardie, was a sailor at sea. In those days, before news-
papers existed in their present nature, before there were
reporters and press-photographers, an event like the ap-
pearance of the green children soon ceased to be a
matter of more than local interest. It is true that there
were many enquiries, and for a long time the green
children were pointed out as an object of curiosity to
visitors. A doctor from a neighbouring town made an
attempt to examine the children in a scientific manner:
he wished to take their pulses, sound their lungs, listen
to the beat of their hearts, even to do much more scien-
tific things, such as analyse their water and take a speci-
men of their blood. But Mrs. Hardie was a jealous step-
mother, and kept the green children inviolate from such
investigations. It was through the action of this dis-
appointed doctor that the legal position was enquired
into; but it was found that there was no treasure trove
in green children, that the law did not in any way pro-
vide for such an eventuality as the appearance of two
such extraordinary beings; so possession being nine
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points of the law, Mrs. Hardie was allowed to keep the
children de jure as well as de facto. The only other
trouble was with the village parson, who insisted on bap-
tising the children; but the younger child, or the one
who was apparently younger (for there was no distinc-
tion in their behaviour or degree of knowledge) died as
he was being taken to the church, and this so scared the
parson and all who had any desire to interfere, that Mrs.
Hardie was left in future severely alone. It is true the
dead child could not be given Christian burial, but no
one raised any objection when Mrs. Hardie decided to
bury it on the triangular patch of ground which was to
be found where the road from the moors split in two,
one half to go direct to the village, the other half to
the mill. It was rumoured that a highwayman had once,
in the eighteenth century, been buried on this waste
land.

The other green child, whom Mrs. Hardie began to
call by the prosaic name Sally, grew up in a normal way
—that is to say, she took proper nourishment and in-
creased in size. It was always a matter of speculation to
say how old the children were at the moment of their
appearance. By their physical development you would
have said about four or five years; but in spite of the fact
that they could not speak and apparently had no natural
thoughts, there was an ageless look in their fully formed
but minijature faces which defied all such speculations.
And though Sally increased in size of stature, the ex-
pression and character of her face did not alter at all; so
that now, thirty years later, she had the same ageless
innocent features which she had when she first ap-
peared. One could only say that everything was on a
slightly larger scale.

There were not wanting those who, at the time of the
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first appearance of the green children, saw in the whole
matter a portent of witchcraft, and some of the more
credulous and suspicious of the villagers would gladly
have seen the green children destroyed. But this was a
time when enlightenment was spreading very rapidly
through the country, and with enlightenment comes
toleration. Besides, the Green Child did no one any
harm: she lived almost unobserved in Mrs. Hardie’s
cottage—a cottage that stood some way out of the vil-
lage, with its back to a wood. It is quite possible that
for the greater part of the year the Green Child might
have wandered about the woods and the fields totally un-
observed, because of her protective colouring.

The road between Kneeshaw’s home and the village
led past Mrs. Hardie’s cottage, and every time he passed
that way, Kneeshaw thought of the strange child who
lived there. Sometimes he would see her, suddenly stir-
ring out of the immobile green background, like a
startled moth. But she was so timid that she never spoke
to him and it was only sometimes when he met her
walking along the road with Mrs. Hardie coming back
from the woods with a bundle of kindling-sticks on her
back that he could ever get a nearer view of her. Then
he would sometimes stop Mrs. Hardie to ask if she had
heard from her son Tom lately and in what foreign
parts he might be then. And because before he went to
sea Tom had been a sort of elder brother to Kneeshaw,
Mrs. Hardie would stop for a minute or two and talk to
the queer sullen lad. For several years nothing more
happened; but then one year, perhaps ten years after the
first appearance of the green children, Mrs. Hardie fell
in a faint, and she began to feel that her end was not far
off. She knew that she must provide for the future of
the Green Child, and the only person to whom her
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thoughts turned was Kneeshaw. Kneeshaw was now a
young man of twenty-two; he was sober and energetic,
and the little mill kept by his father was often busy
night as well as day, grinding corn for the up-dale
farmers. Though a woman was greatly to be desired in
that household (for Kneeshaw’s mother had died when
he was born), Kneeshaw had apparently no interest in
women, and in spite of the importunity of his father,
showed no inclination to take a wife.

The casual meetings on the road became more fre-
quent, and the conversations about Tom much longer.
One day as they passed near the cottage it was raining,
so Mrs. Hardie asked Kneeshaw to shelter for a while.
He went in with them, and the Green Child made them
tea. As he watched her silent movements about the
room, her shy and delicate flutterings against the fire-
light, Kneeshaw knew for the first time the anguish and
longing for the presence of a woman in his own home,
above all, a longing for this creature who belonged to
another world—a world so delicatc and subdued. He
carried her image back to the bleak mill, to the great
bare kitchen with its open fireplace and high smoke-
blackened rafters.

Mrs. Hardie soon knew from the bashful look in his
eyes and the agitated movements of his body, that
Kneeshaw was in love, and she smiled on him and en-
couraged him. But the Green Child herself made no re-
sponse. Actually she knew nothing of the nature of
love, and felt none of the fleshly promptings which ac-
company the emotions of love in ordinary mortals.
Though she had by now learned how to speak in the
English language, her knowledge of it was conditioned
by the circumstances under which she lived—by the
daily life of an old widow woman, with no interests
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beyond the rather isolated existence she led in the
village. There were no books in the house, and Mrs.
Hardie did not even read her Bible, from which the
Green Child might have learned so much of the history
of the world and the passions of men. To tell the truth,
Mrs, Hardie could not read, and when one of Tom’s rare
letters came from the outer world, she had to ask the
postman to step in and read it for her, for which ser-
vice he was always rewarded with a glass of elderberry
wine. About every two years Tom came home for a
week, but though after a fashion he was an affectionate
son, he was only at ease in the company of men, and
spent most of his holiday in the village, drinking with
old friends at the inn; or perhaps he would walk up the
valley to see Kneeshaw. He was glad to think that his
old mother had someone in the house to help her and
look after her in case of illness, but the girl, to be sure,
was a queer fish, and he could make nothing of her.
Once he had told his mates in the foc’s’le the strange
story of the green children, but they had laughed at him
for a credulous fool, so he never mentioned it again;
and when he came home, he acted as though he knew
nothing of Sally’s history. He completely ignored her,
and she on her part did not find such behaviour un-
natural.

Matters had been brought to a precipitate conclusion
by the final illness of Mrs. Hardie. One morning she
fainted as she rose from her pillow, and remained for a
long time unconscious. She was still unconscious when
Sally, wondering why she was so long appearing, went
up to her bedroom and found her still and white on the
bed. Sally did not know anything about death, or its
symptoms, so she sat down to wait for the old woman to
awake. Presently her eyelids did flicker a little, and a
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few minutes later she was fully conscious. But she was
very scared at what had happened and sent Sally, not
for the doctor, whom she despised, but for Kneeshaw.
She remained in bed, and when Kneeshaw came, re-
quested him to come up and sit down by her side. She
asked him to take a box from a ledge in the chimney,
and to open it. Inside were ninety golden sovereigns, a
gold filigree brooch and a locket with a wisp of Tom’s
hair enclosed in it. The brooch was to be Sally’s and the
locket was to be sent to Tom, but the money, she said,
was to be Kneeshaw’s if he would go down on his knees
and solemnly swear that he would take Sally and marry
her, and be good and kind to her all her life. The clock
downstairs was striking the hour of twelve whilst Knee-
shaw was on his knees, and when he came downstairs
the Green Child was standing against the light of the
kitchen window, peeling potatoes, and the light shone
through her bare arms and fingers and her delicate
neck, and her flesh was like flesh seen in a hand that
shelters a candle against the air, or the radiance seen
when we look at the sun through the fine web of shut
eyelids. Kneeshaw carried the box back to the mill and
showed the golden sovereigns to his father, and his
father readily agreed to the marriage. With so much
money they could buy one of the new roller-machines, and
so make flour finer than any the village mill could make.

Mrs. Hardie never rose from her bed again, but died
one night in her sleep. The Green Child, when she could
not wake her, came to fetch Kneeshaw, and he, knowing
what had happened, madesher stay behind with his
father. Then he went to the village and brought the
doctor to Mrs. Hardie’s cottage, and it was quite true
that she was dead—of heart failure, as the doctor certi-
fied in due course. She was buried in a pauper’s grave,
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for no money was found in the house; but later her few
bits of furniture were sold by the auctioneer, and with
the money that they brought, the rent was paid and
there were no more questions about her estate. Nor was
there anyone to question Kneeshaw’s action in taking
the Green Child for a wife; for though the parson could
not marry them because the Green Child had never been
baptised, there was no one who would bother to inter-
fere with them; they might live together, isolated in an
indifferent world.

Kneeshaw’s father lived perhaps five years after the
coming of the Green Child to his house, but he does not
enter any more into the story. He was a very fat old
man, and spent most of his time sleeping in the arm-
chair in a dark corner of the immense kitchen. The only
other occupant of the house was a kitchen-maid. When
the Green Child came, the maid was sent away, but then
Kneeshaw found that the Green Child was so ‘gawm-
less,” as he called it, so inapt in domestic affairs, that the
maid had to be engaged again, to do the cooking and
the cleaning. Among the first peculiarities Kneeshaw
discovered in Sally were an inability to go close to a fire,
and a violent distaste for any form of animal flesh. She
was much more susceptible than a normal person to
extremes of heat and cold, and would shrink as if
scalded from a fire two feet away; she could not bear
her hands in hot water, and she even shrank from the
heat of a human body. Her distaste for meat was con-
stitutional; she turned in disgust from the sight of raw
flesh. Trout from the stream she would eat, but always
as a cold dish. She would drink a little milk, but was avid
only of hazel-nuts, sweet-briar and water-cress, and of
all kinds of mushrooms and toadstools.

When it came to describing their personal relations,
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Kneeshaw was naturally very diffident: he spoke in
phrases that implied more than they stated. His animal
instincts were of the same sullen but strong nature ex-
hibited in all his outward behaviour. He was without ex-
perience and therefore without the art necessary to edu-
cate his companion in the pleasures and duties of mar-
riage. The Green Child was not merely ignorant of nor-
mal sexual cravings—she was entirely devoid of them.
She fled from Kneeshaw’s embraces as from a hot-
breathed faun. She fled out into the night, into the
woods, into the branches of the acacia tree which
strangely existed in this lonely spot, and there the
feathery leaves held her in a safe retreat. She liked the
cold water of the mill-race, and without shame or hesi-
tation would throw off her frock and float like a mer-
maid, almost invisible, in the watery element. She did
not seem to have any affection for human beings or
animals; she never mentioned Mrs. Hardie from the
day of her death; she never paid the slightest attention
to the retriever dog, the poultry, or the cattle. Only
sometimes she would be seen observing intently little
birds, especially those which lived near the ground, such
as wrens and linnets; she listened to the earth like a
blackbird. She did not sing or whistle, or amuse herself
with any sounds. Only the sound of rippling water in-
terested her, and she would play for whole days in the
pebbly bed of the stream. She was not capable of much
physical exercise, and when she had walked two or three
miles, was quite exhausted. If she went out, she always
walked in the direction of the moors, away from the vil-
lage. At first Kneeshaw was alarmed when she did not
return by nightfall, and would set out with a lantern to
find her—finding her always by the side of the stream.
She would follow him obediently back to the mill, but
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as time went by, Kneeshaw would sometimes fall asleep
before he had become aware of Sally’s absence, and not
once, but many times thereafter, she was out the whole
night, sitting by the side of the stream. This was less
strange than might appear, since she very rarely slept
like a normal human being. It is true that for long hours
she would sit in a kind of trance, unaware of what was
passing before her, but with eyes open. At night-time,
when she lay on her bed in the dark, she might have
slept; but Kneeshaw had never observed her in a sound
slumber, and if she slept at all, slept so lightly that his
very approach was sufficient to wake her.

Two events drew Kneeshaw’s attention away from the
Green Child. One was the death of his father, together
with the expanding trade of the mill—the mill absorbed
more and more of his time and energy. The other event
was less creditable. One summer day he discovered the
kitchenmaid asleep in the barn where the hay was kept.
She was lying on her back, her limbs open and aban-
doned. The sudden lust that swept over Kneeshaw met
with no resistance, and from that time onwards Knee-
shaw’s natural desires were completely satisfied by this
subordinate member of the household.

This did not, however, leave Kneeshaw completely in-
different to the Green Child. She continued to attract
him in a way and for reasons he would have found diffi-
cult to analyse. It was perhaps the mystery of her flesh,
the possibility of discovering in her a different mode of
love; it was partly the simple charm of her behaviour.
Olivero, in all his questionings, could not discover how
long a state of veneration had lasted; Kneeshaw, natur-
ally, did not wish to expose himself too much, and
though Olivero had profited by his long experience of
behaviour in all kinds of men, he was somewhat baffled
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by a character at once so elementary and so complex as
Kneeshaw. In Kneeshaw primitive instincts were much
stronger than the conventions of civilised life; but this
does not mean that he was necessarily crude. One has
only to think of the complicated taboos of savage races
to realise that the progress of civilisation has not been
entirely a change from simplicity to complexity, from
roughness to polish, from natural to artificial manners.
The degree of humbug, as some might call it, seems to
have remained fairly constant; it is only the component
details that have changed. A progress from complexity
to simplicity would no doubt require a non-human
world, as Olivero was to discover.

This attitude of respect may have been maintained by
Kneeshaw for as long as ten years. But by that time
daily intercourse would have reduced the man’s in-
stinctive fear (for that is what his veneration would
really amount to) to a minimum; and meanwhile his
relations with the kitchenmaid may have become stale
and ungrateful. Certainly, at some period several years
before Olivero’s return, Kneeshaw had begun to torment
the Green Child. He began by shutting her up in her
room, in the hope of reducing her movements to some
regularity. If only, he had felt, he could make her sleep
and eat at the normal hours, perhaps she would grow
more human and tractable. At first she escaped again
and again—either through the window, or, when that had
been barred, by the chimney, which was wide enough to
admit her slight and sinuous body. On these occasions
she would disappear for many days at a time, but some
fear kept her from venturing too far from the district,
and her body, wild and exhausted, was always recovered
by Kneeshaw from the moors, where in the side of a hill
she would have made a bed of heather and bracken.
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Even when she had been successfully caught, difficul-
ties arose. Kneeshaw turned the attic into a prison.
There, though she drank water and milk and a portion
of such herbs and salads and cold fish as they brought
to her, she visibly wasted. One day they found her in
the semi-darkness battering with her delicate fists
against the boards which Kneeshaw had nailed across
the window. She had fainted in the attempt, and
alarmed, Kneeshaw had carried her frail body down-
stairs, and laid her on the sofa in the room they called
the parlour. He was alarmed to see the change that had
taken place in her; her flesh had turned from its green
translucent colour to a waxen yellow, the colour of ripe
golden plums. Her eyes had darkened: her breathing
was scarcely perceptible. For a long time she lay there,
and in the strong light which flooded in upon her,
seemed to revive a little. Kneeshaw left her there to
sleep on the sofa that night, and when he came down
the next morning, very early, he found her standing in
the embrasure of the window, in the first rays of the
sun. Her natural tint had returned, and that day she
ate again and so gradually regained her strength. She
never returned to the dark room upstairs.

When she was strong enough, Kneeshaw took her out
into the fields and along the banks of the stream. They
spent many long hours in this way, not happy together,
because the Green Child had almost ceased to speak and
wandered about self-contained, whilst Kneeshaw was
suspicious and vigilant. But such excursions were diffi-
cult for him, and became increasingly so with the con-
tinued expansion of his business. About this time the
old mill in the village closed down; Olivero’s father’s
successors were unenterprising and had finally suc-
cumbed to the competition of Kneeshaw’s mill. Knee-
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shaw installed a foreman, but the mill had to work such
long hours, often through the night, that Kneeshaw
himself had to take his share of the day in the mill;
and, besides, there was now so much else to do—the
markets to visit, the farmers to interview, books and ac-
counts to make up. In none of these operations could
the Green Child assist him; her very presence at most
times would be embarrassing. There was an increasing
number of people about the place—labourers, carters,
farmers from up the dale and down the dale. The his-
tory of the Green Child was known to all these people;
perhaps every man, woman and child within a radius
of thirty miles knew of her presence in this world. She
was therefore the object of much curiosity and enquiry,
all of which Kneeshaw deeply resented. It became
known that the miller was touchy on the matter, but
still there were always facetious or ignorant people who
would not let it rest.

When the routine of life carries a man through the
days and months and years, it is surprising how long a
state of mental tension may persist. People who are not
occupied, whose minds are not, as we say, ‘taken off’
their troubles, must quickly come to the climax of their
emotional experience. But a man like Kneeshaw could
let years pass in a state of psychological futility, simply
because his mind was so occupied with practical activi-
ties, that it automatically excluded personal adjustments.
The psychology of the Green Child was a different
matter; in a sense, it did not exist. There was no evi-
dence that she possessed any ordinary human affection;
at the death of Mrs. Hardie, as already mentioned, she
had betrayed no grief—she had not even mourned for
the brother she lost. Her reactions in more habitual '
emotional situations were obvious, but physically odd.
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Anger and astonishment she did not show by any vocal
or facial expression, but in a trembling of the limbs and
a clouding of her translucent flesh; joy was expressed by
an increased radiance of flesh, by a bright onyx flame in
her eyes, and by a laughter which was a soft crooning
sound at the base of her throat. Sorrow, like affection,
she did not seem to know, but fear and repugnance pro-
duced that blanching or etiolation of the flesh which was
“the effect of depriving her of the sunlight, but produced
it suddenly, like an inverse blush. This leaves the emo-
tion of love still unaccounted for, and that, of course,
was the emotion which Kneeshaw had sought vainly to
arouse in her. He could not conceive that anything so
feminine (and therefore so strongly “attractive to his
masculinity) could be without what we in the learned
world call sexual characteristics, and the blind motive of
all the attention he devoted to the Green Child had no
other origin. It was a research into the mystery of the
Green Child’s heart.

But pursued in a dumb instinctive fashion.

Kneeshaw did not convey all these details to Olivero
that night, as they sat with the Green Child unconscious
in the chair beside them. But as the situation that must
have existed for the last five or even ten years became
clearer, Olivero grew sick with anxiety. The man who
spoke to him, who answered his questions in a sullen
unwilling manner, was the boy who thirty years ago had
symbolised for Olivero the evil destructive instinct which
lurks beneath the civilised conventions of society. In
his mood of youthful despalr the 'ilght of this boy
deliberately breaking the sprmg of an intricate toy had
precipitated the final crisis of his disillusionment, and
with that image burnt into his mind, he had left the
scenes of his childhood. Though his subsequent experi-
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ence had taught him to moderate his despair, even to
accept evil as a necessary agent of good, an irritant to
stir the slothful soul to action, yet nothing had diminished
his sense of the actuality and power of evil. As Knee-
shaw spoke, he began to realise, with almost unbearable
anguish, that once again the instinctively evil boy had
had an intricate machine in his hands, and as he turned
to the frail figure in the chair, he feared that once again
the spring had been deliberately overwound.

When he had finished questioning Kneeshaw—or
- rather, when he could no longer bear the pitiful sight of
the frail figure lying exhausted in the lamplight—he pro-
posed that they should carry her to her room. Kneeshaw
suggested that they should put her on the couch in the
parlour, since she liked that room the best, where she
would wake in the morning with the sunlight streaming
in upon her. So telling Kneeshaw to precede him with
the lamp, Olivero went over to the chair and picked up
the Green Child in his arms. He was amazed at the
lightness of her body, much lighter than the body of a
child, lighter than a sheaf of corn. The parlour was on
the other side of the vestibule, to the right of the window
through which Olivero had made his entrance. It was
full of a musty fragrance that came from the unused
furniture, the jars of dried rose-petals on the mantel-
piece, the bleached sprays of honesty. Inside the shining
brass fender were two large and convoluted shells, from
whose pink lips a very distant sea murmured con-
tinually. Kneeshaw placed the lamp on the circular table
in the middle of the room, and Olivero came in with his
burden and placed her on the couch, which was already
drawn across the window embrasure. He took cushions
from the chairs and very gently disposed her head and
arms. Olivero looked out into the bright night and won-
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dered whether he should draw the shutters, but, remem-
bering her love of the sunlight, thought that perhaps
even the moon’s weaker rays might be of some comfort
to her, so left them. She was now lying stretched between
the lamplight and the moonlight, breathing gently, the
fair tresses of her hair catching the light about a waxen
face whose peaked misery went straight to Olivero’s
heart. He stood watching her, something of the fierce-
ness and unrest of his life suddenly quenched in this
unearthly coolness.

When he looked up it was to see Kneeshaw’s face
glaring at him from the space beyond the lamp. He had
remained standing there ever since he placed the lamp
on the table; his hand still rested loosely on the table-
edge. He watched Olivero intently and jealously. The
suspicion and resentment that had mounted in his sullen
nature all during the questioning to which Olivero had
submitted him were now resolved into hatred of the
intruder. Olivero’s assurance, the mastery with which
his mind moved among complexities of character and
motive only dimly apprehended by the simpler man,
angered Kneeshaw. He foresaw that Olivero would
quickly acquire an ascendancy over the Green Child,
that he would know how to deal with her, how to speak
to her, how to make her human. What he had striven to
do through the fruitless years, this man would accom-
plish in a night.

“Let us go back,’ suggested Olivero. ‘Bring the lamp.’

He walked out of the room, and Kneeshaw followed
obediently enough. They returned to the living-room,
and then stood facing each other, Olivero with lowered
head, his hands clasped behind his back, quietened by
the obvious fatality of the situation; Kneeshaw waiting
and watchful.
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Presently Olivero jerked himself out of his reverie and
addressed Kneeshaw.

‘It is now too late to return to the village. If I may, I
will stay here until morning.’

‘There is no spare bed,” returned the other man.

‘It does not matter. I can rest in one of these chairs.’

Kneeshaw moved uneasily. Olivero’s persistence had
inflamed his temper. He wished to be rid of this man
who threatened to disturb the sheltered plan of his life—
threatened, even, to take the Green Child from him.
‘You must go,” he cried, his clenched fists working up
and down like hammers.

Olivero realised that he must keep calm, must appear
to yield to the other’s persistence. At the same time, he
would not leave the Green Child. He had come too far
and endured too much to be thwarted of his destiny at
this hour of fulfilment.

“Very well,” he said. ‘T will go.’

But he did not intend to go. He did not know exactly
what he should do. He glanced at the window, but
shuddered inwardly. He decided to seek the stream
again, beyond the mill. It could not be, of course, that
any machinations of Kneeshaw’s could have diverted
the current, but he would like to have the mental satis-
faction of knowing that the stream continued its per-
verse course beyond the mill. He passed out through the
door at the back of the room, Kneeshaw standing sul-
lenly aside. He went through the kitchen and found
himself in a paved yard, with dim shadows of trees in
the distance before him. But to the left stood the mill, a
narrow building three storeys high, its windows dimly
lit. The hum of the machinery came softly across the
darkness, with the more distant sound of swirling water
behind it.
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Olivero walked past the end of the mill, past the door
through which he saw a twinkle of wheels and a swing
of belts, and came to the other end. Here the stream
was dammed, and the water sank swiftly and almost
silently under the road at his feet. It emerged on the
other side of the road, in a sluice down which it ran like
a swift bolt of steel, and was shot with force into the
pockets of the great mill-wheel. Olivero passed through
a small wicket-gate that led on to a platform above the
mill-wheel; on his right was a door into the mill. The
mill-wheel seemed to move slowly under the great weight
of descending water, which broke into angry spray
against the dull resistance of the cumbrous wheel.
Down below the surplus water from the dam escaped
along a steep chute. Beyond the wheel all the waters
united again in a tormented whirlpool, from which a
roar came up that deadened all other sounds.

Olivero went to the far end of the small platform and
looked down into the confused waters. The moon was
still sufficient to cast an oily sheen on the water, but
Olivero could see no direction in the whirlpool: the
falling water had in many years gouged out a deep pool,
and one might look into this pool for a whole day with-
out seeing its hundreds of cross-currents repeat a single

attern. It was a continual interweaving of irregular
ribbons of water, gushing and spouting in every direc-
tion. The final drift of the stream was now lost in the
darkness.

Into the darkness Olivero peered, but it was all so
hopeless. If for a moment he might stop the mill-wheel,
it might be possible to see what happened to the water
in the pool. Olivero knew, from his own childhood spent
at a mill, that it was the easiest thing in the world to
stop a mill-wheel. You had either to move the wooden
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trough down which the water descended to the wheel,
so that its stream fell free of the wheel; or you could
close the sluice itself and so cut off the stream of water.
After some deliberation, Olivero decided that the latter
method would be the better; it would leave the pool less
agitated. He therefore returned to the bridge, where the
lock controlling the sluice was placed. He was now once
more so intent on the solution of his original problem,
that he did not realise his action would stop the mill and
so betray him.

He screwed down the lock until it would screw no
farther, and then rushed back to the platform. The
wheel was slowly coming to a standstill, the water drip-
ping from its sodden moss-hung rungs and staves. To
get a better view of the pool, Olivero lay flat on his belly,
shading his eyes from the rays of the moon. He gazed
down into the waters, concentratedly. The waters below
still made so much noise, that he was not aware of the
cessation of the mill’s machinery, and did not even hear
the door behind him open. But whilst Olivero was
making his researches, Kneeshaw had returned to the
mill, and was presently amazed to find his machinery
coming to a standstill. The foreman had now left, and
therefore no one could have disengaged the mill-wheel.
The flow of water must have been diverted, and he there-
fore made his way to the platform to investigate. When
he opened the door, at first he could see nothing, but he
noticed that the water from the sluice was not running.
He therefore stepped out on to the platform, and in
doing so stepped on Olivero’s foot. He pitched forward
and fell, and since the platform was narrow, and had
no handrailing, he only saved himself from falling
headlong over the side of the wheel by clutching at the
wooden chute. When he recovered himself and turned,
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and stood up again, he found himself confronted by
Olivero, who had risen in surprise. Olivero was just pre-
paring to shout an explanation above the seething of the
water when he saw Kneeshaw’s face advance in the light
from the open mill door. It was distorted with intense
fury and hate, and in a flash Olivero realised that he was
going to be attacked. He sprang for the space between
Kneeshaw and the open door, but Kneeshaw sprang too,
and they closed in a grip on the platform. Kneeshaw had
clasped his arms round Olivero’s body and was attempt-
ing to lift him off his feet and carry him to the edge of
the platform. Olivero struggled and succeeded in getting
his right arm free and this he pressed palm upwards,
with all his force against Kneeshaw’s chin, hoping to
make him release his grip. But he felt himself being
lifted off the ground in spite of all his efforts. Kneeshaw
tried to turn with his burden, and Olivero seized the
opportunity, when his opponent’s balance was all on one
leg, of suddenly hurling his weight forward, kicking
backwards against the wall of the mill. Kneeshaw stag-
gered and fell across the platform. His head hung over
the pit, but he still gripped Olivero like a snake. Olivero
spread out his legs to guard against being turned over,
and found a buttress for each foot, one against the wall
of the mill, the other against the chute. It would be
practically impossible for the strongest man to overturn
him. With his disengaged hand he was still pressing
back the hard foul chin of Kneeshaw, and now he
pressed with all his force. He knew that in this way he
could break his neck, but he did not wish to go to such
an extremity.

‘Give in,” he cried, using the phrase he had used as a
boy. ‘Give in!’

He could not see Kneeshaw’s face, which was fore-
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shortened, but he took a relaxing of his grip to mean
that he had no wish to struggle any longer. Olivero got
up and stood leaning against the open doorway to re-
cover his breath. For a moment or two Kneeshaw did
not move, but then he lifted his head up and drew him-
self into a crouching attitude on the platform. He was
breathing heavily—like a doomed bull, Olivero thought
as he turned away into the mill. He sat down on a bin
near the door, uncertain what to do, but resolved above
all things not to leave the Green Child to the mercy of
this madman. Presently he saw the dark figure of Knee-
shaw cross the open doorway in the direction of the
sluice; he had gone, with a kind of animal simplicity, to
complete his original intention to set the mill going
again. Olivero heard the water swish down the chute
and break over the wheel; but since the gear had not
been disengaged, the wheel would not move. It had to
be released first, and gather momentum before the
machinery would engage. Kneeshaw reappeared at the
door with this purpose in mind. The lever and gear were
directly behind the bin on which Olivero was seated,
and at first Kneeshaw hesitated to pass him. But Olivero,
understanding his intention, signalled to him to go p