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PART I





oR dose on forty miles, from west to east, be-
tween the Aangenaam hills and the Teniquota

mountains, ran the straight grey road of the Aange-
naam valley. The valley lay in the Platkops district
of the Little Karoo, and north of the Aangenaam
hills was the wide open plain of those low, flat-topped
kopjes which gave the district its name. The plain
itself was closed to the north by the Zwartkops
range, which, like a jagged bar of steel, cut Platkops
off from the Great Karoo. Midway between the
Aangcnaam hills and the Zwartkops mountains, and
a journey of three days and three nights from the
far end of the valley by ox-cart, lay Platkops dorp.
Here Aangenaam men brought their produce far
sale or barter, and here, in the days before Mynheer
van der Merwe built his white church for the valley
at Harmonic, all such as could afford it had brought
their wives and families once or twice a year for
Sacrament.

The Aangenaam, though the longest, was the
poorest of Platkops valleys, and 'poor as an Aange-
naam man1 had long been a saying in the district.
The farms, with their many acres of desolate veld,
their rocky mountain-slopes and their widely scat-
tered lands, green only where water was to be found
or where water could be led, lay far apart, and a man
might ride fur many hours seeing no sign of life
between homestead and homestead. All through the
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valley-at Schoongesicht, Harmonic, La Gratitude,
Vergelegen - much of the farming was done by poor
men working hired lands for their own profit, or by
bijwoners working lands on part shares for their mas-
ters. It was for these poor men, who from year's end
to year's end could seldom make the journey to Plat-
kops dorp for Sacrament, that Mijnheer van der
Merwe had built his church,

Harmonic church stood close to a poplar grove on
the left bank of the Aangenaam river, and a little
beyond the church, on a slight rise, was the brown,
mud-walled house where Aalst Vlokman, the beadle,
lived with old Piet Steenkamp's daughters, Johanna
and Jacoba, and their niece Andrina. The beadle -
one of Mijnheer van der Merwe's bijwoners -was
fifty-six years old and unmarried. He was a short,
strong-willed, friendless man with small brown eyes
and a small, reddish beard, and always in the even-
ings when his work was done he would sit, silent and
alone, smoking his pipe on a low plank bench in
front of the house. From this bench he could see all
that part of the valley which made his world-the
lands which he worked for Mijnhcer van der Mcrwe:
the square white church where he served the Lord as
beadle: the straight grey road along which the men
and women of the Aangenaam valley came to Har-
monic farm for Sacrament: the drift across the river
and beyond it the little whitewashed store kept by
Esther Shokolowsky, the Jew-woman: tht poplar
grove below Mevrouw van der Merwe's flower-gar-
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den where great red mountain rocks stood out among
the flower-beds: and high above the garden the
whitewashed, corbelled gables and dark thatched
roof of the old Harmonic homestead, beautiful
against the ever-changing pinks and purples and
greys of the Teniquota mountains.

All this small world-the sights, the sounds, the
very smell of it - Aalst VIokman laved with a bitter,
brooding intensity for which he had no words and
which brought no comfort to his soul. He made a
good beadle, taking great pride in his church and
keeping strict order among the young people on
Sacrament Sundays. But into all that he did there
came a strange bitterness of spirit which drove men
from him, and in the long Aangenaam valley there
was no man who called him friend, no child who
called him Dom.

The little brown-walled house in which the beadle
lived with old Pict Steenkamp's daughters and which,
it seemed to him, they were for ever cleaning and
tidying up, had three small rooms and an outside
cook-house. With the house, which the sisters had
rent-free from Mijnheer van der Merwe, in whose
service their father had died, went a small orchard
and a mealic-land down by the river. Johanna and
Jacoba kept pigs and poultry, and goats on the
mountain-side, and sold their produce to Mevrouw
van der Merwe up at the homestead, or to the
old Jew-woman at the little store across the river.
They were quiet, hard-working, middle-aged women
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whom all the valley respected, but the beadle treated
them always with deliberate contempt. In rare
moments of anger Johanna, the elder, a silent
righteous woman who, in her judgment of others,
was as hard and final as her father, uld Piet Steen-
kamp, hid been, would raise her eyes and meet the
beadle's contempt with a bitterness that equalled his
own. But in Jacoba's gentle heart no bitterness could
ever live, no sin remain unforgivcn. Jacoba was
never, like Johanna, roused to anger by the wicked-
ness of others, but always gently amazed by their
goodness. She was never conscious, as Johanna was,
of right-doing, but often secretly troubled by a sense
of her own sinfulness. She accepted life with the
simplicity of a child and, like a child, bore it no
grudge for the evils it had brought her. Only for
her little Andrina did Jacoba sometimes pray for a
happiness greater than she herself had ever known.

Andrina du Toit, who had lived with her aunts
from babyhood, was the only child of their youngest
sister Klaartje, who had gone as a girl to her mother's
cousin at the coffee-house in Flatkops dorp and died
there when Andrina was born. Of Andrina's father,
who had disappeared up-country before his child was
born, the sisters never spoke, When word had come
to the valley that Klaartje was dead old Piet Steen-
kamp had borrowed an ox-cart and gone with his
daughter Johanna to Platkops dorp to fetch the child.
At that time Aalst Vlokman was transport-riding
in the Kalahari desert with one of his master's sons.
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When Aalst came back to the valley old Piet Steen-
kamp was dead and Andrina was four years old. For
his. services up-country Aalst was made beadle of
the square white church which Mijnheer van der
Merwe had lately built, and bijwoner of the lands
which for so many years old Piet Steenkamp had
worked. And as if by right he had gone to live with
the sisters in old Piet Steenkamp's brown-walled
house and sleep on old Piet Steenkamp's low wooden
bed. Thirteen years he had lived there and for thir-
teen years he had shown towards Andrina a harsh,
suspicious intolerance that seemed almost a hatred.
That the child, through all these years of bitter
brooding, had been dear to him none had ever
guessed.

Andrina was now seventeen years old, and in the
coming month of September was to join the church
and far the first time take Sacrament. To the beadle
the young girl was as beautiful as her mother had
been. She had Klaartje's clear blue eyes, the colour
of the winter sky, and Klaartje's fair, glossy hair, the
colour of ripe yellow mealies. She had also, as
Klaartje had had, that astonishing fairness of skin
which is sometimes found among the South African
Dutch, and when she spoke, or was spoken to, shy-
ness brought a soft faint pink to her cheeks. Her
features were as regular as were her aunt Johanna's,
but softened and rounded by youth. Her body was
slim and straight, and though many young girls
in the Aangcnaam valley were fully developed at
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fifteen, Andrina at seventeen was still shy of her
little firm round breasts.

In her shyness, her gentleness, as in her beauty,
the beadle saw nothing but danger for Klaartje's
child. And in the weeks before the Sacrament, as he
listened to her low answers in Mevrouw van der
Merwe's Bible class, it seemed to him also that
Andrina had no saving sense of sin. There was in
her young innocent heart only that same large and
dangerous charity which made her aunt Jacoba so
tolerant towards sinners, so pitiful towards saints.
And who, thought the beadle bitterly, was Andrina
that she should forgive sinners? Was it not for a
sinner that Klaartje, gay and beautiful, had died
alone in Platkops dorp?

Always in the Bible class the beadle was beset
by these misgivings. And because they made his
love for Klaartjc's child a fear, not a faith, they drove
him, in those early weeks of spring, to a greater
harshness than ever in all his dealings with her.
There came a day when Andrina's innocent, artless
envy of those young girls who, more fortunate than
herself, were to have new dresses for the coming
Sacrament roused the beadle to a fury cf appre-
hension, which found expression in bitter, and to
the girl incomprehensible, references to Klaartje's
life in Platkaps dorp. Johanna and Jacoba alone
understood him, Jacoba bowed her head in tears
and shame, but Johanna, meeting the beadle's gaze
with & fearless, righteous hatred, was moved not
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only to anger but to an act of tremendous conse-
quence. Rising from the table where they sat at
their midday meal she left the house and went
down in her wrath to the Jew-woman's store.

HE Jew-woman's store, on the right bank of the
river, was a small whitewashed building with

the single word 'Winke!' printed in large crooked
capitals over the half-door. It stood back from the
road in an unenclosed yard which went down to the
drift by which the river was crossed. The drift was
a shallow one, and except in times of heavy rain could
be crossed on foot by stepping-stones as Johanna,
with such bitterness in her heart, crossed it on that
bright spring day.

To Johanna Steenkamp, as to the rest of the
valley, old Esther Shokoluwsky, called simply, by
reason of her faith, the Jew-woman, was a tragic and
mysterious being who, to the end of her days re-
mained a stranger among Aangenaam people. She
was a small bent woman, withered and wrinkled by
age, and in her faded grey eyes the only vital expres-
sion ever seen was one of terror. Terrible things
had happened to her in her own country before she
had fled from it with her grandson, and from the
memory of her sufferings even in old age she had
found no escape.

It was to Zandtbaai - a little port which lay half-
13
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way between Cape Town and Fort Elizabeth — that
their wanderings had first brought the old Jewess
and her grandson in South Africa, and from there,
by way of Princestown, the young man had tramped
one summer down the Aangcnaam valley with a
pack of patent medicines for men and beasts on his
back. In the valley he had done good business and,
coming again some months later in a dilapidated
buggy drawn by two ancient mules, he had brought
with him a little box of cheap jewellery, some rolls of
Coloured print, reels of cotton, tapes, buttons, gaily
coloured handkerchiefs, as well as those patent
medicines upon which his fortune was founded.
With the buggy his business had steadily increased
and finally, hiring a bit of ground from Mijnheer
van der Merwe at Harmonic, he had built for himself
and his grandmother the little 'winke!' in which they
now lived. Here they sold prints and calicoes, bags
of coffee-beans, rice, sugar, salt, spades and buckets,
cooking-pots, kettles, gridirons, combs and mouth-
organs, sweets, snuff, and many patent medicines.
Money was but little used in the valley and in pay-
ment for their goods the Jew-woman and her grand-
son took from the bijwoners and their wives such
produce as they brought them from their lands-
mealies, pumpkins, dried fruit, forage and tobacco,
pigs and poultry. These in turn the young man
took to platkops dorp, exchanging them there, at
the market or at the stores, for such goods as were
needed to replenish his stock at Harmonic,
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At the end of the previous month of July young
Shokolowsky had bought part of the bankrupt stock
of a Platkopa store-keeper, and the little shop at
Harmonic was now overflowing with such an assort-
ment of goods as had never before been seen in the
Aangcnaam valley. With these the young man
expected to do much trade at the coming Sacrament,
but alrrady their fame had spread abroad, and round
about Harmonic the talk for some weeks had been
of the coloured prints, the ribbons and laces, the
cheap gay jewellery, and the little mirrors, rimmed
with pink and white shells, to be seen at the Jew-
Woman's store. To this talk, repeated in wonder and
delight by Jacoba and Andrina, Johanna had listened
unmoved. Such things were not for her and hers.
She and Jacoba, as suited their years and their
station in life, always wore black calico gowns and
sunbonnets, and Andrina's Sacrament dress, made
out of an old one of one of Mevrouw van der Mer-
we's daughters, lay ready, washed and ironed, in
the little wagon-box in the bedroom which the girl
shared with her aunts. With this dress Johanna
had been content until that moment in which she
met the beadle's gaze across the table at the midday
meal. But in that moment, in the bitterness of her
heart and in hatred of Aalst Vlokman, she had found
herself crying to her God that Klaartje's child should
be dressrd with the best in the valley.

When Johanna reached the shop, the Jew-
woman alone was there, sitting bowed and patient
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on a high wooden stool dose to the window behind
the counter. Johanna wasted no words, beat about
no bush. Greeting1 the old woman, she asked at once
to sec her prints, and when they were spread before
her she fingered each in turn with a deliberation
which the timid, humble Jewess felt to be majestic.
To Esther Shokolowsky, who had suffered much at
the hands of Christians, there was something- great
and awful about the bitter, righteous woman before
her. In silence she spread out her goods before her
and in silence Johanna made her choice. Johanna
asked for buttons, for tape for binding, far cotton.
She was served. There followed a long, unhurried
reckoning-so much for eggs and poultry was
already due to her, so much more in kind she now
must pay before young Shokolowsky next went to
Platkops dorp. When all was settled and noted
Johanna left the shop with her purchase under
her arm, and her heart as bitter as when she had
entered it.

As Johanna reached the little brown-walled house,
Jacoba ran out to her from the cook-house with a
cup of strong black coffee. Aalst Vlnkman had gone
down to his lands, and Andrina up to the homestead
where, on certain days in the week, she helped
Mevrouw van der Merwe in the kitchen, and Juff-
rouw de Neysen in the little post-office. The sisters
were alone, yet there passed between them no word
as to the happening sat the midday meal. If bitter-
ness sealed Johanna's lips it was sorrow that sealed
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Jacoba's, Jacoba's eyes were red with tears shed for
the beadle, for Johanna, for Klaartje, for little
Andrina. And Klaartje alone was beyond the com-
fort nf the strong black coffee with which she had
run to each in turn. Sorrow drove Jacoba always
thus to some definite act of service to others. Pov-
erty limited her efforts to coffee-making.

In the living-room, flooded with the bright spring
sunshine, Johanna, calm, majestic, having drunk her
coffee, opened her parcel and spread out the print on
the bare yellow table. The print had a pale grey
ground closely sprinkled with pin-prick black dots
over which were scattered small pink roses and litde
blue forget-me-nots. From the frequency of the
litde black dots Johanna drew a certain grim com-
fort for the daring of her purchase. Jacoba needed
no comfort. The litde pink roses, the little blue
flowers for which she had no name, were an actual
vivid joy to her, and Johanna's purchase of the print as
a dress fur Andrina was a miracle. Her heart, so lately
filled with sorrow, overflowed now with a simple,
childish delight. She saw her darling at the Sacra-
ment in this miracle of litde roses and knew that
not even the angels of the Lord would be more
beautiful than Klaartje's Andrina.

'And who then is Aalst Vlokman,' asked Johanna
grimly as she took up her shears, 'that he should say
to us what Klaartje's child shall wear?1
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T was in the kitchen that on this particular day
Andrina's services were needed at the homestead.

The kitchen was a big sunny room with a fire-place
resembling a low raised platform taking up one
entire side of it. At one end of this platform was the
door of the great brick oven, built out into thr yard.
At the other was a small modern stove. The stove
was seldom used and most of the cooking was done
in three-legged pots and pans over an open fire in
the centre of the platform. This fire was lighted
always between two large stones set at some distance
apart, and across which, to support a big black kettle,
rested the flattened-out iron rims of two old wagon
wheels. In a corner, dose to the oven door, stood a
long wooden oven-shovel.

The shovel, the chairs against the whitewashed
walls, the meal-chest, the kneading trough, the
bucket-rack with its row of brass-bound wooden
buckets, were all, like the ceiling of the room and
its doors and window-frames, made of yellow-wood
grown rich in colour with age and beautiful with the
constant use of years. At one end of the room was a
low brass stand, brought out from Holland by the
first van der Merwe who, as a Landrast in the service
of the Dutch East India Company, had settled at
the Cape. On this stood a copper jam-pot, shaped
like a huge fish-kettle, in which preserves were still
made. Above the lidded jam-pot was a deep wooden
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rack bright with polished copper baking-pots and
pans, also of the old Landrost's time and still in
constant use. The scoured cleanliness of the tables
and racks, the dazzling polish of copper and brass,
the deep, rich colouring of the yellow-wood ceiling,
the dark mist-smeared mud floor, and the high,
wide, many-paned windows, made the kitchen at
Harmonic one of the most beautiful rooms in the
old gabled house.

From the kitchen an inner door led to a small
passage, on the left of which was the dining-room,
on the right a large pantry. The pantry had a single
window (opening on to an inner court), and by this
window the passage was lighted, for the partition-
wall between pantry and passage was in fact but a
trellis-work of polished yellow-wood running from
floor to ceiling. In the trellis-work was a door to
which Mevrouw van der Merwe alone had a key,
and this door was always kept locked, So, each with
a little padlock of its own, was every canister of tea,
coffee, sugar, rice, rusks, cakes and spices on the
pantry shelves. The big yellow-wood chests of meal
and dried fruits, these too were kept locked. One
might have thought, peering through the trellis-
work, that Harmonic was beset by thieves or in-
habited by misers. It was neither. In the eld days of
slavery padlocks had been used and they remained
in use. And though to get a cup of coffee one had
to unlock the pantry door, unlock the coffee-canister,
and unlock the sugar-canister, no human being, white
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or black, ever left the homestead without being
offered food,

On baking days it was Andrina's duty to weigh
cut the stores in the pantry, and to help Mevrouw
with her pies and pastries in the kitchen. At sixty
MCVTDUW was still a famous and active housewife.
She was a big, gentle woman, capable and kind. All
children and young people loved her and found com-
fort for the troubles of their age in her serenity and
tenderness, in her low, clear voice, and in her smile
which, in lighting up her own rather full and heavy
face, seemed also to light up the hearts of those upon
whom it fell. She was a deeply religious woman,
yet all her religion lay for her in the fulfilling of a
single command-My little children, love one
another. Beyond this she never ventured. If in her
youth love had ever been for her a passionate adven-
ture of the body or the soul, it was in all things now
but a serene and gentle attitude of mind.

Of her eight children all now were married except
Frikkie, her youngest son, who remained at the
homestead working the lands with his father. But
the house was seldom empty of little grandchildren
for whom Andrina's services were as often needed
as they were for the baking or the post. With little
children Andrina was never shy, and though by
certain standards in the district their poverty might
bring Johanna and Jacoba Stecnkamp close to the
border-line of poor-whites, up at the homestead their
niece was treated by all as one of the family. By
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Mevrouw's own wish she had, whenever possible,
shared the lessons of the various groups of grand-
children who, on their longer visits to the farm, had
been accompanied by governesses. In the school-
room, in spite of her shyness, she had proved an
eager pupil. But apart from the children shyness
kept her always in the background and, except by
Mevrouw herself, with whom she had taken the
place of a daughter, she was seldom thought of until
she was missed.

At the present time Mevrouw had with her as her
only guest a six-year-old grandson, Jantje, from the
Caroline district, recovering from an illness. To
this small, eager, excitable and delicate boy, whose
home lay in the plain of the Great Karoo, no farm in
all the world was so beautiful as this of Harmonic,
and he was living now in daily anxiety for the arrival
of his parents so that his infant sister Magdalcna
might share its glories with him. Coming down this
afternoon with his grandfather from the mill in the
mountains, the smell of baking brought him flying
into the kitchen wild with excitement and hope.
Andrina was taking a pie out of the oven on the long
wooden shovel. The pie had round it a particular
decoration of rose-leaves in pastry which his grand-
mother made only on great occasions. She could
have made it to-day only for one person, thought
Jantje.

'Du-ma! Du-mal' he cried, 'ls it then for
Magdalcna?'
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'Magdalena?' repeated Mevrouw, smiling down
upon the flushed eager face as she lifted up the pie.
'Magdalcna? No, no, my little one. For the Eng-
lishman from Princestown.'

ENRYNINE, the Englishman who, some months
earlier, had come over the mountains to a hunt

in the valley and stayed at Mijnheer van der Mer-
wc's farm, had been sent out to relatives in Princes-
town for the benefit of his health. Princes town dis-
trict lay to the south of the Teniquota mountains,
and in the forest-lands between the mountains and
the sea were the estates of those English families
who, in the early days of the colony as a British
possession, had made the Cape of Good Hope their
half-way houae to the East. Princestawn was aa
English as Platkops was Dutch, and between the
two districts, between the two townships, was a
rivalry which no Platkops or Princes town man ever
forgot. From this rivalry the Englishman, as a
stranger to the country, had escaped, and in the
valley he had been welcomed with a simple, almost
Biblical hospitality which had delighted him.
Touched and wanned by this the young man had
made friends wherever he went. Wherever he went
he had drunk the strong black coffee that wan offered
him and eaten the little red cakes and the rusks that
went with it. He had taken pleasure in everything -
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in the kindness of the people, in the people them-
selves, in their houses, their lands, and the slow,
simple ways of their life. He had tried to speak
their language and his gay, hopeless persistence in
this had still further endeared him to them. To
the men and women of the Aangenaam valley
it seemed strange that a young man who rode
so well and shot so straight should yet be so
stupid about their language. But stupid and gay
he was.

From his hunting expedition the young man had
returned to his relatives in Princcstown only to find,
as time went on, that the dimatc there did not suit
his chest. PrincestDwn in the forest lands had one
of the heaviest rainfalls in the colony, Platkops in
the Little Karoo one of the lowest. He was ordered
back to the pure dry air of the Little Karoo, and in a
sudden whim had written to Mevrouw van der
Merwe and begged her and Mynheer to accept him
as a pupil-farmer at Harmonic. Mevrouw had con-
sented, and even as she set about her baking on that
spring afternoon the young man, impetuous, selfish,
craving for change, for amusement, for sympathy,
was on his way down the valley in the weekly post-
cart.

The Aangenaam valley post-cart ran once a week
from Harmonic to Platkops dorp and returned three
days later from Platkops dorp to Harmonie. Mijn-
heer van der Merwe's cousin, Tan1 Linda de Ney-
sen, acted as post-mistress. She was a pleasant,
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noisy, kind-hearted woman with a slight limp and a
withered hand, and her duties as post-mistress
encouraged in her a certain love of gossip and scandal
that was curiously free from malice. Tan' Linda had
a finger in almost every pie in the Aangenaam valley
and few grudged her the pleasure this activity
brought her. She lived, and for many years had
lived, at Harmonic as one of the family.

The post-cart could be joined at the toll-house
on the Platkops-Princestown road near the foot of
the pass over the Trniquota mountains, and it was
here that at midday the Englishman had met it.
It had a yellow body, red wheels, was drawn by two
small sturdy Cape horses, and driven by an old
Hottentot called Jafta. The pride of his office as
post-cart driver lay for Jafta neither in his horses
nor in his red-and-yelluw cart, but in his bugle, which
hung glittering in the sunshine over the end of the
splashboard. On every possible occasion the old
Hottentot, grinning with delight, would seize his
bugle and warn all travellers on that straight grey
and dusty road of the approach of his yellow body
and red wheels. His bugle was to him a Voice in the
Wilderness, and for several miles it was the only
voice the Englishman heard. Twice they drew up
on the roadside within sight of distant farms, and
Jafta, having blown his bugle, climbed out of the
cart and hung a mail-bag on a solitary post standing
upright in the veld. A mail-bag might hang thus
by the roadside for several days before it was col-
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lected, but none in the valley had ever yet been
tampered with,

They drove on, and before them, meeting in the
distance only to part again as one drew near, rose
the mountains to the south and the hills to the north
in a vivid, softening, ever-changing glory of pinks
and purples and greys. To the young man from the
green forest-lands of the Princes town district this
amazing wealth of colour, of light and shade, beauti-
fying barren rocks on mountains and hills, was a
miracle of which at that moment he felt he could
never tire, though he knew it to be of daily occur-
rence against the rising and the setting sun. Closer
at hand, in the lands of the far-lying farms, the corn
was already up and the fresh young green of mealies
was showing through the dark grey soil. The little
orchards were pink with peach-blossom, and the
veld too, grey and bare for so many months of each
year, was gay with spring flowers, The freedom,
the sense of space, the sharp, dear, invigorating
air filled the young man with an exhilaration of
spirit which was almost triumph. He would get
well here. He would get strong. He would live his
life as he phased among these simple people and
make of it what he would, regardless of his relatives
in Princestown. Suddenly, with the irritability of
sickness still upon him, he exaggerated the boredom
of life on his cousins' Princestown estate-the
extraordinary narrowness of his cousin Emily bring-
ing up her large family with a horsewhip: the solemn
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daily walks of the little girls with their English
nurses, and the elder ones with their governess or
parents: the visits in state to neighbouring families,
of the same correct English standing: the aloofness
from everything Dutch: the intolerable moral and
social restraint by which they proved their damned
superiority. . . . He was unjust, and knew it, and
knowing it became yet more unjust and more than
ever determined to insist upon his own freedom.

Half-way between the toll-house and Harmonic,
by the side of a little stream bordered by willow-
trees, Jafta outspanncd. He led his horses to cool,
watered them, fed them, and then built a fire for
coffee-making. Mcvrouw van der Merwc, he said,
had insisted that he must give the Englishman
coffee, and she had sent also, in a little tin which
he now produced, some of the little red cakes which
the Englishman loved.

Over their coffee the old man pointed out, far
up on the mountain-side, near a shepherd's hut, an
old stone-built trap for leopards. Leopards were
seldom now found in the valley, but Jafta spoke
with enthusiasm of the leopards which in the old
days of slavery had been hunted there. His father,
he said, had been a slave at Harmonic, and the
church-bell at Harmonic had once been the slave-
bell. He imitated the church-bell. This, he said,
was how it wmild go when he rang it for Aalst Vlck-
man, the beadle, at the coming Sacrament, Andrina
du Toit, with whose aunts the beadle lived, was one
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of those who was going for the first time to take
Sacrament.

To all his talk the Englishman, lying stretched
out on the ground, basking in the sunshine, listened
with a lazy content. Only when Andrina's name
was mentioned did his interest quicken. Andrina.
Yes, that was the name. Andrina. The girl who
was sometimes at Harmonic like a daughter in the
house and then when one looked for her was gone.

'Who is she, this Andrina?1 he asked.
But Jafta did not answer. Nimble as a monkey

he had leaped to his feet, run to his horses, and was
already inspanning.

Half an hour before sundown, heralded by the
bugle, the post-cart drove into the yard at Harmonic.
Mcvrouw was there to greet her guest, with Mijn-
heer and Frikkie, Tan' Linda de Neysen and
little Jantje. The Englishman began at once to air
that impossible language which he alone called
Dutch. The yard was hill of greetings, of talk to
which no one listened, of laughter high above which
rose Tan' Linda's cheerful cackle. In the midst of
it Aalst Vlokman came up from his lands to have
speech with his master. As he crossed the yard
Andrina came out of the kitchen to help as usual
with the post-bags in the little office. The English-
man saw her, turned, held out his hand, and said in
the one Dutch sentence in which he was completely
successful:

'How goes it, Andrina?1
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HAT evening Jacoba went, as always, up the
mountain-side above Harmonic to drive down

her goats to their kraal near the brawn-walled
house. Having found the goats, she drove them to
the whitewashed graves of the first van dcr Merwes
which lay a little to the west of the homestead. Here
she sat down on a rock to wait for Andrina who soon
now would be leaving the post-office.

Jacoba had came this evening straight up the
mountain-side from the Jew-woman's store which
she had visited as secretly as Johanna, earlier in the
day, had done. From time to time as she waited for
her little Andrina her hand went nervously to the
bosom of her black calico gown, but never did she
have courage to withdraw what she hid there. She
was not, except when despair or anxiety for others
overcame her timidity, a courageous woman, and it
seemed to her now that both her goats and the dead-
and-gone van dcr Merwes in their whitewashed
graves had their eyes fixed upon her bosom. And
What was there, after all, in her bosom? She slipped
her hand again into the opening of her bodice and
felt the smooth curves of little shells, the slippery
surface they surrounded.

From her seat on the rock by the graves Jacoba
could see that corner of the yard in which stood the
little post-office, the wagon-house and the stables.
The post-cart had already been drawn into the
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wagon-house and the horses stabled for the night,
but the post-office had not yet been dosed and
presently Jacoba saw a stranger, who seemed vaguely
familiar, cross the yard and enter it At the same
moment the beadle came round from the back of the
stables, and Jacoba saw him draw up close against
the wall and stand there watching the post-office
door. .Suddenly, under the secret in her bosom, her
heart filled with pity and the beadle alone held her
thoughts.

A few moments later the stranger, Tan' Linda
de Ncysen, and Andrina came out of the post-office
together. Andrina padlocked the door, gave up the
key to Tan1 Linda, and came running out across the
yard and up across the veld towards the graves where
Tan' Caba would be waiting for her. of Aalst
Vlokman there was now no sign, but it was not until
Andrina, slipping dawn on to the rack beside her
and pressing her head against her shoulder, cried
out in surprise: 'But what is it then that you have
in your breast, Tan' Coba?' that Jacoba remembered
what she hid there.

'Look then, my little one,' she said. 'It is for
you.'

Andrina undid the buttons of the coarse black
calico bodice and drew from Jacoba's brown, with-
ered breast a little mirror, six inches square, rimmed
with pink and white shells.

Tan' Coba,' she whispered. Tan1 Cabal Tan
Cabal'
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Together, with beating heart, they peered at
themselves in the little square of glass through the
fading light. For long they spoke no word, Never
before had either of them possessed or handled a
mirror. Never, in the little brown mud house, had a
mirror hung1 for them upon a wall. All their lives
they had dressed by faith. Yet now, with the mirror
actually in her hands, Andrina asked for no explan-
ation of this miraculous gift, and Jacob a offered
none. The goats, the van dcr Merwes in their
graves, the beadle — Jacoba had forgotten them all
in watching her little Andrina's joy.

At last the silence was broken, and Jacoba, draw-
ing the girl more closely towards her, asked:

'Who was he, then, that stranger in the yard?'
'The Englishman from Princcstown,' answered

Andrina. And once again she drew her slender
fingers round the little pink and white shells.

IT was part of Andrina's duty to help at the post-
office on the day following the arrival of the mail,

when letters might be tailed for from all parts of the
valley and when the private bags of the larger farms
to the east were made up. There was seldom much
to do, for the community of the Aangenaaxn valley
was not a letter-writing one. News travelled quickly,
but not by post. The Dutchman, living almost ay
dose to nature as the native himself, learnt his nevs
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from the spoors on the veld and the roadside, from
the passing of carts and wagons, from the flight of
birds, fruin the trembling of a bush, from the sudden
cry of an animal in distress breaking the silence of
the mountain-side. . . . By such means as these
news was borne from farm to farm as miraculously
as seeds are borne by the wind and sown in a distant
soil.

The post-office was a small square roam which
had once been a harness room, and round which
harness still hung from wooden pegs fixed to the
whitewashed walls. It had no window and all its
light came from the half-door opening into the yard,
In the middle of the room was a yellow-Wood table
on which stood pens, ink, paper, the Harmonie
stamp and pad, wax for sealing the bags, a roll of
string, a tattered book of postal regulations all
cheerfully ignored by Tan1 Linda, and a weighing
machine, the weights of which had long been lost
and replaced by a flat-iron, little bundles of pence
and halfpence tied up with string, two smooth flat
stones and a hammer-head. The weighing of packets
and parcels was a complicated business which Tan'
Linda had never dreamed of overcoming by the
purchase of new weights. An old book-case divided
into lettered pigeon-holes, a chair for Tan' Linda,
a stool for Andrina, a seat by the door for visitors,
an old map of South Africa, almost hidden by the
harness on the wall, completed the furniihing of
Harmonic post-office.
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This was Tan' Linda's kingdom, and here the
poorer men and women of the valley, many of whom
could neither read nor write, and shy young men and
girls in love, came to the post-mistress for help with
their correspondence. Her help was always good-
natured, and frequently romantic. She who had
never had any sort of love-affair of her own, and who
belonged to a race in which marriage was, far mere
often than not, a matter of convenience or an arrange-
ment between parents on behalf of their children,
was constantly seeing, constantly planning, love-
affairs for other people. For herself she had neither
an old maid's regrets nor an old maid's bitterness.
In spite of her infirmities she had found life, on the
whole, an amusing adventure, and the fact that for
her it was almost entirely adventure at second-hand
had its own compensation in the vividness of her
imagination. No love-letters in the valley, no letters
of condolence, were as beautiful and touching as
those written for others by this lively, noisy, kind-
hearted and afflicted woman.

It was for help with a love-letter that Jan Beyers
appealed to her when, on the day following the Eng-
lishman's arrival, he called at the post-office for his
master's bag. Jan Beyers was one of the smaller
bijwoners on Mijnheer van der Oosthuisen's farm
of Blauwklips. He was a shy, awkward youth who
found speech only less difficult than he found letter-
writing. Yet on that day, finding Tan' Linda by
chance alone [Mevrouw van der Merwe having called
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for Andrina), he suddenly opened his heart to her.
It was time far him to marry, Long had his parents
wished it. Would Juffrouw de Ncysen write for
him a htter to Betje Ferreira or to Toontje van
Niekcrk?

'Surely I will write far you, Jan Beyers,' cried
Tan1 Linda, her eyes alight with interest, 'but you
yourself must first say for me if it is Betj c Ferreira or
Toontje van Niekerk that you would marry

'Juffrouw, I cannot say,' confessed the young man
miserably. 'See how it is with mel When I call by
Toontje's house, then I think it is Betje. But so
suon as I go by Betje's house, then I think it is
Toontje.'

'Jan Beyers said Tan1 Linda wisely, 'for a man
to marry one woman and think all his days of another
is sorrow and madness. And you cannot now have
two wives. Neither Bctje Ferreira nor Toontje van
Niekerk should you marry if that is how it is with
you.'

'But, Juffrouw, think now I If I marry Toontje,
three sheep will she bring to my kraal, and if I
marry Bctje, there will be in our house the sewing-
machine that came to her from the sister of her
father's first wife that died of the dropsy in Flatkops
dorp. Is there another young girl in the valley that
would bring me three sheep, or one that has a sew-
ing-machine?1

JAnd would you then, Jan Beyers, marry three
sheep to think all your days of a sewing-machine,or
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marry a sewing-machine to think all your days of
three sheep? God forgive you, but if that is how it is
with you, then surely if you would have peace it is a
poor wife who has nothing to bring that you must
choose. Wait now! Such a one we must find for
you and her you must marry. . . .'

'But, Juffrouw,1 cried the young man in alarm,
'think

'Be still now,' commanded Tan Linda, waving
her withered hand. 'Is there a man in the world
that has such a tongue as you?'

The young man, abashed, subsided on to the seat
by the door and gazed unhappily round the white
walls. He was as incapable now as an infant of
resisting Tan' Linda's good-natured interference in
his matrimonial difficulties, yet his mind clung
obstinately to the sewing-machine and the sheep.

Sitting by the table Tan' Linda went slowly
through a list of the daughters of the poorer bij-
woncrs in the valley, -Saartjc Mostert, Lena Bos-
man, Klara de Wet, Doortje Ficnaar. . . . None of
these, for various reasons, pleased her. She was
searching for a fifth when Andrina, with little
Jantje, crossed the yard on her way down to the
Jew-woman's store on an errand for Mevrouw.
Tan1 Linda's busy, romantic heart gave a leap. She
had itl Here was the wife for Jan Beyers I Andrina
du Toit. Andrina who had no parents to arrange a
marriage for her. Andrina who was so shy that
surely if one did not show her the way to a man she
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herself would never find it. . . . And the young
man, Jan Bey era, sitting there in need of a wife, on
the seat before her-where would Andrina find si
more suitable husband? Was he not a member of
the church? Was he not a man of good character?
Was he not a good worker? True, he was poor, but
not so poor that he would not soon forget both the
sewing-machine and the sheep when he married
Andrina, who had nothing in the world to bring
him . . . When he married Andrina. . . . Already
for Tan' Linda there was no 'if.' She drew paper
and ink towards her, took up a pen, and began to
write.

When Andrina returned from the store Jan Bey-
ers had left the post-office. He had taken with him
Tan1 Linda's letter, which he was to think over and
present to Andrina on the first suitable occasion.
He had proved a little more obstinate about the
sewing-machine and the sheep than Tan' Linda
had expected, but Tan' Linda's busy and romantic
heart was untroubled by the doubts which beset his
own.

'There was here just now a young man that spoke
very kindly of you, Andrina,1 she said, with lively,
somewhat arch good-nature when the girl entered the
post-office.

Andrina blushed. And who was Tan' Linda the
match-maker that she should guess where Andrina's
thoughts went wandering?
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IN the bright, dear spring days which followed his
arrival, and in spite of the bustle of preparation for

the coming Sacrament which occupied the entire
household, the Englishman settled down quickly to
the life at Harmonic. The young man was deter-
mined to prove to himself, to his relatives over the
mountains, and to the world in general, that happi-
ness lay for him in complete freedom of action, and
with his craving for sympathy there went now a desire
to please that was not entirely unconscious. To gain
his freedom, to prove his happiness, he submitted
with grace to ways of life which were only less narrow
because they were simpler, and only more tolerable
because they were strange, than those from which, in
the Princestown district, he had so recently escaped.

Df the slow-moving thoughts of the Dutch, and
of all that made the coming Sacrament so great a
social and religious event in the lives of the Aange-
naam valley people, the young Englishman, with no
feeling for, and no interest in, the history of any race
but his own, understood but little. He accepted the
hospitality of the men and women around him with
the same careless grace with which he accepted every
gift of heaven, but he never explored the sombre
background of their minds. And in the Aangenaam
valley, as in every other South African community,
the Dutch retained their own direct Biblical inter-
pretation of life. They were the descendants of a
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race formed by the mingling of the early Dutch
settlers under the Dutch East India Company with
those French Huguenots who, fleeing to the Nether-
lands after the Revocation of the Edict of Nantes,
had been offered a refuge at the Cape of Good Hope
under the rule of the Company. At the Cape, a few
years after their arrival there, the French refugees
had been forbidden the use of their own tongue, and
only in the names of their descendants, and in the
often beautiful names of their farms, do traces of it
still linger, But though the Dutch Governors robbed
the French Huguenots of their language, it was from
the latter that, in the mingling of the two races, there
came, through the memory of past sufferings and
sacrifices, that intensity of religious feeling which
still makes the Boers a race apart.

For these early settlers, as for many generations
of their descendants, the literature of the world was
limited to a single book, the Bible. In that strange
new land of their adoption it was to the Bible that
they turned for help, guidance and comfort in all the
crises of a life which, in its simplicity and in the
physical conditions of the country in which it was
led, closely resembled that of the Patriarchs of the
Did Testament. In their long treks through unex-
plored desert and veld, in search of water and green
pasture for their flocks and herds; in the dangers
which beset them from wild beasts and heathen sav-
ages: in the weeks, months, years perhaps, of isola-
tion from any forms of civilization but those which
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they carried with them in their wagons, they were
sustained by the intensity and simplicity of their
faith. Through the wide open spaces of the Karoo
Jan van der Merwc from Holland, Pierre de Villicrs
from France, moved as through eternity, conscious
always of the presence of their God. They were not
now Jan van der Merwc of Holland, Pierre de Vil-
liers of France. Together they were, like Israel of
old, a people chosen of God for the redeeming of
this portion of the earth.

When the colony fell into the hands of the English
it was to preserve this Heaven-granted sense of
nationality that many Dutchmen, in succeeding gen-
erations, trekked still further north into unknown
country with their wives and their families, their
flocks and their herds, their Bibles and their guns.
Nor among those who remained in what was now
called 'the old colony' was this sense of nationality,
this belief in themselves as a chosen people, ever lost.
Throughout the colony, under English rule, the
Dutchman felt himself to be, in the sight of the Lord,
the rightful owner of a country which he, and not
the Englishman, had taken from the heathen. For
the heathen he had something of the bitter contempt
of the writers of the Old Testament. The freeing of
the slaves by the English was for him, and remains
for many of his descendants, an incomprehensible
act of injustice towards himself and of indifference to
the warnings of the prophets. And with each suc-
ceeding act of injustice towards himself the Dutch-
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man has been driven to a deeper, fiercer belief in his
race as a persecuted but chosen people whose pil-
grimage is not yet over.

To this people the Quarterly Sacrament of their
church, drawing men and women together from their
far-lying farms and lands, remains the great religious
and social event of their life. To their church in the
township of the district, men, women and children
journey by ox-cart, ox-wagon, donkey-wagon and
Cape-cart for the spring or the summer, the autumn
or winter Sacrament. From the outlying farms in the
Platkups district this journey to Sacrament in Plat-
kops dorp might take two or three days, and for the
poor who had no means of their own of conveyance
it was a journey that, to be made at all, depended
upon the kindness of others. To bring the Sacrament
within easier reach to such as these in the Aangenaam
vail ey Stephan van dcr Merwe had built the church at
Harmonic where the pastor from Platkopa dorp now
came several times a year to minister to his people.

Stephan Cornelius van dcr Merwe, the wealthiest
and most highly respected of all Aangenaam valley
fanners, was a tall, loosely-jointed man, slow in
speech and in movement, just, generous, and patient.
Both men and women stood a little in awe of him and
he had a quiet nobility of carriage which made even
little Jantje, whose joy in life it was to jump, step
more gravely when he walked byUu-pa's side. To
hia pupil, the Englishman, this tall, quiet man, who
so seldom spoke yet spoke always with authority,
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seemed a somewhat lonely figure. But though he
might live much of his life withdrawn from those
around him Stephan van der Merwe was in fart
never lonely. In his lands, in the veld, and on the
mountain side: in the cool, lofty rooms of the old
gabled house where his wife, All da de Villiers, still
smiled upon his lovr: in the square white church
where men and women gathered together for the
Sacrament, he was conscious always of the presence
of his God, His God was not, as He was for his wife
Ali da, a God of love drawing His people towards Him
like little children. He was Jehovah-the God of
Justice and of righteousness: the God to whom ven-
geance belongeth: the God who, showing mercy
unto thousands of them that keep His command-
ments, would, in His own time, bring His chosen
people into their full inheritance.

FOR the coming Sacrament only Jantje's parents,
with their little Magdalena, were expected at the

homestead, but for some days after the Englishman's
arrival preparations for these guests, and for the pas-
tor from Platkops dorp, kept Mevrouw busy in her
kitchen with Andrina in constant attendance upon
her there. And into the kitchen, like a gay, idle
young son of the house, drifted the Englishman at
all hours of the day,

To the Englishman Andrina's position in the Har-
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monie household still remained something of a mys-
tery. For reasons which he could not perhaps have
stated he questioned no one about her. He knew
vaguely that Johanna and Jacoba Stcenkamp were
her aunts, and that the Steenkamps were among the
poorest of the Dutch around Harmonic. But they
were never mentioned without a respect that made
them superior tu their present worldly position, and
at the homestead Andrina herself was treated always
as one of the family. And by all alike, it seemed to
him, her rare shy beauty was taken as much for
granted as was her shy and silent willing service.

Wandering through the kitchen in his pleasant
friendly idleness it was Mevrouw to whom the Eng-
lishman persistently addressed himself in the lan-
guage he called Dutch, but it was Andrina whom he
watched, Andrina's shyness did not, like the shyness
of his cousins over the mountains, come from self-
consciousness. It came rather from that selfless
humility of spirit which was also her aunt Jacoba's,
and it made her neither stiff nor awkward. In all her
movements there was, for the Englishman, an unex-
pected ease and grace which he contrasted bitterly,
unjustly with the correct, well-drilled bearing of his
Princes town cousins. Hampered by their correct-
ness, by their painful self-consciousness, the young
man had found even the mildest flirtation heavy work
with his cousin Emily's daughters. Whatever form
it took he did not think he would find flirtation heavy
work with Andrina.
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There came a morning when, passing through the
passage-way from the dining-room to the kitchen, he
Haw the girl at work alone in the pantry behind the
yellow-wood bars. The jingle of her keys, the bright
steel locks of the canisters and bins, the lattice-work
behind which, unconscious of his gaze, she moved so
quietly about her work, made the pantry, to the
Englishman, a strange, unreal, yet fascinating prison
for her beauty, For a moment he watched her in
silence, then, as to a prisoner, whispered through
the bars:

'Andrina! Andrinal Haw goes it, Andrina?'
Andrina turned with a single cry: 'Mynheerl1

She made no movement towards him, no other sound.
But the note of fear which had raised the tone of her
voice, the quick rise and fall of her little breasts under
her plain, tight-fitting print bodice, her blush, the
surprising hint of tears in her eyes, filled him with an
exultation for which he had been quite unprepared.
Yet at that moment he said no more. Slipping
through the passage-way into the kitchen, he went
out into the yard and made his way up on to the
mountain-side.

Left alone in the pantry Andrina mastered her
tears, which had been as surprising to herself as they
were to the Englishman, but she could not, so
quickly, master the agitation in her heart. In those
last weeks before the Sacrament many strange new
emotions had swept through her heart, her mind, and
her shy young body, and the new Andrina was con-
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stantly surprising, constantly alarming the old. As
the beadle had suspected, Klaartje's child possessed
but little of that saving sense of sin which filled him
with remorse and drove her aunt Johanna into a
bitter righteousness. Andrina's God was nut, like
theirs, a jealous God, visiting the sins of the fathers
upon their defenceless children. Andrina's God was
a serene and beneficent being who bore a perfectly
natural resemblance to Mevrouw van der Merwe.
Of Christ Andrina had never been able to form any
definite picture or any definite opinion. His divinity
meant nothing to her. Knowledge had come to her
so slowly, and about the facts of life she had been so
incurious that, until she joined the Bible class, the
miraculous birth of the infant Jesus had been no
more miraculous for her than the birth of any other
child in the valley who might name only God for his
Father, And the humanity of Christ had not yet been
revealed to her by suffering. The young girl was, in
fact, joining the church through no religious 'experi-
ence1 as the beadle and Johanna understood it, and
with no religious convictions whatever. But because
she was joining it her heart was filled with a vague
gentle expectancy of some divine adventure outside
her daily life. And into her daily life, as she awaited
this adventure, there had come again that gay and
disturbing young Englishman of whom, since his
first visit, she had never ceased to dream,

Df Andrina's interest in the Englishman no one
but the beadle had ever guessed. Her shyness had
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been a natural protection for her secret, her humility
had been her safeguard. Dn his first visit the young
man had included her in the gay and careless friend-
ship with which he had embraced not only all Har-
monic, but all the valley. But though the sun had
shone thus upon her Andrina had known that it had
not been created for her. Who was she that the Eng-
lishman should dream of her as she dreamed of him?
Her very daring in dreaming of him at all had at
times appalled her. And at those times she had come
as near to a sense of sin as she had ever yet been.
But her 'sin1 lay for her simply in her presumption.
In that alone did she find her shame. Her heart,
so young, so pure, so tender, was conscious of no
wickedness but this.

And now the young Englishman was at Harmonic
again, making music for her of her very name . . .
Andrina. Her name as he said it was like a song in
her ears . . . An drina . . . Andrina. His first greet-
ing when he stepped out of the post-cart, his greeting
now through the yellow-wood bars, was like a caress.
But different from the caresses of her aunt Jacoba,
which were the only caresses she had ever known.
On this cold, clear spring morning the Englishman's
voice, which had brought tears to her eyes, had
brought also a strange, new, exquisite fear to her
heart. And though she might master her tears she
could not master her fear. Nor did she guess that
in her fear lay the prelude to that divine adventure
which her soul awaited.
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WHILE up at the homestead Andrina was helping
Mevrouw and the Englishman was watching

Andrina, down in old Fiet Stcenkamp's house
Johanna and Jacoba were busy too with their hum-
bler preparations for the Sacrament. In their three
small rooms everything that could be scrubbed was
scrubbed, and everything that could be washed was
washed. Day after day, it seemed to the beadle, the
little house remained in upheaval, smelling strongly
of soap-suds and whitewash and mist. Never had he
known the Sacrament cleaning begin BO early, take
so long, or be so mismanaged. Through all his dis-
comfort also he was conscious of a strange fluster in
Jacoba and a strange grimness in Johanna. Groping
for some explanation of their moods he could find it
only in the fact that Andrina was joining the church.
But this explanation did not satisfy him. He swept
it aside, and, searching for another, landed amaz-
ingly upon the Englishman from Princes town.

From the moment in which, out in his lands, the
beadle traced the mysterious commotion and re-
straint of the sisters to the Englishman's arrival at
Harmonic there began for him a greater torment
than he had ever yet endured for Klaartje's Andrina.
Though for many years now there had been between
him and Johanna a double wall of bitter righteous-
ness, and though between him and Jacoba there lay,
like an accusation, her forgiveness, he had never
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before been conscious of these barriers except as a
sign of his own power. Never before had he wished
to destroy them. Never before had he wished to share
with any other human being his self-imposed guar-
dainship of Klaartje's child. And now that he wished
to do both he knew himself powerless to do either,

On the day of the Englishman's arrival at Har-
monic, chance alone had taken the beadle up to the
homestead as the post-cart drove into the yard. But
it was not chance that had kept him in the yard after
the Englishman's greeting to Andrina. He had re-
mained then of deliberate purpose to watch the girl's
movements. He had continued to watch them
through the bright spring days which had fallowed,
feeding his mind on vague and fantastic suspicions
which drew him, more and more frequently, an
morose and clumsily invented errands, from his
lands to the homestead. With the same clumsy cun-
ning he began now to make errands to the little
brown-walled house, convinced that, sooner or later,
he would find the Englishman there.

Of the beadle's suspicions the sisters knew noth-
ing. To the Englishman they had, in fact, as yet
given but little thought. Their minds were held by
something which at that moment was of far greater
importance to them than the entire race of English-
men—Andrina's Sacrament dress. It was for the
secret making of this that, when Andrina was up at
the homestead and the beadle was down in his lands,
they neglected their cleaning and took to their
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needles. And they were awkward with their needles.
Here lay the cause of Jacoba's fluster, of Johanna's
grimness. Sewing for both of them was a painful
operation undertaken only when desperate necessity
drove them to it- Their clothes as a rule came to
them, like Andrina's, from the homestead. The
black calico gowns and black calico sun-bonnets
which they wore for Sacrament had been made for
them many years before at the time of old Fiet
Steenkamp's death. And never yet had Andrina had
a dress made entirely of new material.

It was Johanna who had cut out the dress, follow-
ing as best she could the lines of the one given to
Andrina by Mevrouw. To Jacoba Johanna's mani-
pulation of the shears was so dangerous and daring a
performance that it gave her a slight pain about the
heart. Jacoba could no more have put shears to those
little pink roses, those litde blue flowers, than she
could have put a dagger to Johanna's breast. If
Johanna herself had any fears she stifled them. That
grim and courageous woman put her trust in the
Lord and cut. And to Jacoba's innocent and openly
expressed surprise the various strips cut out by
Johanna did, in fact, when tacked together, bear
some resemblance to the other dress. Jacob a'a opin-
ion of her sister, always high, went higher still.

For the better guarding of their secret from both
the beadle and Andrina, the sisters sewed in their
amall dark bedroom. At the first sound of Aalst
Vlokman's heavy tread, or of Andrina's quick light
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run, the print was bundled into the larger of the two
wagon-boxes which helped to furnish the room and
Johanna fell grimly to work with duster and broom.
Jacnba could never so quickly find occupation for
her hands or peace for her mind. The most innocent
of deceptions presented strange difficulties tu that
simple and single-minded woman, and her fluster
Would have been obvious to a far less embittered
observer than was the beadle. And Jacoba had more
on her mind than Johanna had, for was it not she
who had given Andrina the mirror?

The mirror, the existence of which had been
acknowledged by Johanna in a single sharp ironic
glance at Jacob a, hung in the bedroom on the wall
behind the door. Here by no chance could it be seen
from the living-room, and though this thought had
not been spoken it had influenced Jacoba, and Johanna
knew it, in the hanging of that little shell-rimmed
square of glass behind the door. On Sacrament Sun-
day the beadle would, for the first time, and in church
where protest was impossible, see Andrina's new
dress. There was no reason at all, thought gentle,
timid Jacoba, why he should ever see the mirror.

I0

THERE came a day shortly before the arrival of
the pastor, when Andrina was sent, with little

Jantje, up to the mill in the mountains for a supply
of the must-rusks made regularly for Mevrouw by
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the miller's wife. Andrina carried a small, square,
gaily painted tin canister, called a 'trommcltje with
padlock and key attached. In the trommeltje, in
which the rusks were to be put, were little red cinna-
mon cakes for the miller's children.

The track from the homestead to the mill went up
beyond the whitewashed graves, across a bare strrtch
of veld, and then down into a dip between two kopjes
in which lay a dark round pool. To the left of the
pool, in a narrow valley of their own, lay the upper
lands of Harmonic, green now with spring corn.
The track ran along the side of these lands and then,
growing suddenly steeper, made its way among
boulders and stony slopes, sugar bushes and aloes, to
the high, long, narrow plateau on which stood the
mill and the miller's house. Both the mill and the
squat, square, three-roomed, flat-roofed house were
built of rough red boulders and stones, and behind
them rose a cluster of great red rocks. Round the
side of these rocks came the mill-stream, making its
way with a pleasant clamour to its long wooden
trough above the wheel. Down in the valley below,
this same stream, on its way to the Aangenaam
river, watered the upper lands of Harmonic and
flowed through Mevrouw van der Merwe's garden.

To Jantje the mill in the mountains, setup so high
on its narrow ledge, and growing, it seemed, out of
the very rocks that so nearly enclosed it, was an
enchanted castle, and the tall, gaunt, black-bearded
miller closely related to an ogre, His delight in the
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mill, his secret, incurable fear of the miller, known
only to Andrina, drew him up the mountain-side
whenever he could attach himself to any member of
the household whose business lay in that direction,
Far beyond the miller's house, right in the deep
silent heart of the mountain, was another stone-built
house sometimes occupied by one of the shepherds.
This second house, which he had never seen, was
even more mysterious to Jantjc's imagination than
was the mill. Some day he meant to go there. But
at present his intention was a secret shared only by
Andrina, who was to go with him.

As they neared the mill Jantje, who had been
chasing little conies over the rocks, drew dose to
Andrina's side and with difficulty refrained from
taking her hand. Andrina looked down at him,
smiled, and said in her low, comforting voice:

'Jantje is not afraid?1

'No, what,' said Jantjc, sticking out his chest and
his stomach, and looking sternly ahead of him. 'No,
what!'

'For me, now,' said Andrina, as if thinking aloud,
'for me now I am not so sure. I would surely be glad
if Jantje would hold me by the hand . . .'

Jantje shot a glance at Andrina's serious face and
a hand into hers. 'Have no fear, Andrina I1 he cried,
with a chest as prominent now as a pouter pigeon's.
'Have no fear I I, Jantje van der Merwe, will take
care of you.'

For a moment he was silent, pondering over a
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scrap of that strange grown-up talk to which Tan'
Linda,, in desperate need of a confidant, sometimes
treated him. Then he remarked contentedly:

'And afterwards, when I am by my father's house
with Magdalen a, then surely, when they send you to
the mill, he will come with you and he also will hold
you by the hand.'

Andrina, puzzled, looked down at the small, eager,
upturned face. 'What is it you say, Jantje?1 she asked.
'What is it you say? Who is it that will hold me by
the hand when you are gone?'

'The man that Tan' Linda, has chosen for you,'
answered Jantjc and added, with a sharp cry of de-
light: 'Lookl look I A great, great-grandfather
conyl1

'Jantjc,' said Andrina in a low, pained voice, hold-
ing him firmly by the hand and ignoring the grand-
father cony: 'JantjcI Tell me now, who is the man
that Tan Linda has chosen for me?'

'Such a man as will surely please your aunt
Johanna,' answered Jantjc, quoting Tan' Linda.
And he added in consequently, after a backward
glance at the grandfather cony: The Englishman
now, he does not please Aalst Vlokman, the beadle

'How can you say that, Jantje,' cried Andrina with
increasing and unreasonable pain. 'How can you say
it?1

'How can I say it? How can I say it? It's now
easy for me to say it,' boasted Jantje. 'When Aalst
Vlokman looks at the Englishman he looks at him
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so . . .' And he pulled a face of hatred and scorn
for Andrina to see.

'But V he went on cheerfully, unconscious of
Andrina's distress, 'I, now, I like the Englishman,
and when I take you to the shepherd's house in the
mountains I will take him also. Yes, truly. He also
must come with us.1

Andrina made no reply. Everything that Jantje
said added, it seemed, to her unreasonable distress.
She had no wish to hear more and no further desire
even to learn the name of the young man whom Tan1

Linda had chosen for her. Tan1 Linda's young man
had no existence for her, It was but right that he
should remain nameless. But why should Aalst
Vlakrnan hate the Englishman? And why should it
give her such pain to hear, even from a child, that he
did so?

Again and again as she climbed the last steep
ascent to the miller's house did she ask herself these
questions. They were still unanswered when she
reached the yard and saw, in front of the mill door,
the Englishman himself talking to the miller and his
wife. Jantje saw only the ogre.

II

THE Englishman had come, not by the track, but
direct from the lands, with a message from

Mijnheer to the miller which he had thought himself
capable of delivering in Dutch, In spite of all his
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efforts, however, he had failed tu charm the miller,
a gloomy and unfriendly man, into any sort of com-
prehension of his master's wishes, and had turned in
despair to his wife. The miller's wife was a smalt,
dark woman, with large and sorrowful brown eyes.
She loved her husband, ogre though he was to little
Jantje, and ogre though he was fast becoming to his
own children. But her love was inarticulate and sor-
rowful. The miller, who had been kind and stupid
when he married her, was still stupid but no longer
kind. Ill-health had set its seal upon him and he
resented not only his ill-health but Mintjc's failure,
with all her care, to cure him of it. He did not be-
lieve himself to be dying, and knew himself to be, in
fact, much less ill than Mintje often thought him.
But he had came to trade upon his illness, making
Mintje suffer because he must suffer, and driving his
children from him in outbursts of temper which were
as often as not maliciously assumed. In this same
spirit he was trading now, to the Englishman's dis-
comfiture, on his stupidity.

Mintje, in spite of her intense anxiety to help both
the Englishman and her husband Andries, failed also
to grasp Mijnheer's message. She gazed unhappily
from one to the other and saw no way of helping
either. The strange young man might stand there
till midnight, smiling and talking and taking off his
hat and running his fingers through his hair, but
Andries, she knew, would never have more to aay to
him than 'I know not1 If it was a message from
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Mynheer that the young man had brought, then she
herself must at once go down to the lands to have it
told to her.

She was turning with this intent when Andrina
arrived with Jantje. 'Andrina!1 she called. 'An-
drina I'

At the sound nf the girl's name the Englishman
swung round and he too cried, in surprise and relief:
'Andrina I'

'Mcvrouwl' said Andrina. 'Mijnhcerl1 For a
second she halted, then, with Jantje's hand still in
her own, crossed the yard and joined them. Her
cheeks were flushed-with her climb, perhaps, but
the Englishman did not think so. Behind the quiet-
ness of her manner, beneath that repose which, it
seemed to the young man, her very movements so
strangely suggested, was that same shy agitation of
which he had first been aware when he greeted her
through the lattice-work of the larder. And again
his own heart beat the faster for it.

'Andrina,' said the miller's wife in Dutch, 'speak
now to the young man. Is it a message from Mijn-
heer that he has brought for An dries?1

'Mijnheer . . .' began Andrina, turning to him.
She got no further, Eager, impetuous, convinced
that perversity alone had kept the miller from under-
standing him, the young man once more repeated
his message in the language which he called Dutch.

'Mijnhccr,' said Andrina hesitatingly, as he
ceased. 'Mijnheer . . .'
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Again she was interrupted, and again the English-
man, gaily, eagerly, said his say. It was still Greek
to Andrina.

'Mijnheer,1 she said, more firmly now, not wish-
ing to wound him, yet seeing no way out of their
difficulty for the miller and his wife but by address-
ing the young man in his own language: 'MynheerI
If Mijnheer will but say it in English, afterwards I
will say it in Dutch.1

'Whatl1 cried theyoungman, amazed, ljtm speak
English?1

Andrina blushed, and again, though she met his
gaze with the candour of a child, there was a hint of
tears in her eyes.

'Yes she whispered. Then added quickly as if in
apology for her daring: 'But only so bad as Mijn-
heer's Dutch.1

The young man gave a shout. 'Andrina,1 he said,
'comparisons are odious, but you are adorable. With
your English you shall teach me how to tell you in
Dutch how adorable you are. Do you understand
me, Andrina?1

'No, Mijnhecr.'
'Do you want to understand me?'
'If Mijnheer will give me the message for the

miller,1 said Andrina, speaking low, fl will under-
stand it'

'Ah yes, the miller,' said the young man carelessly.
'Well, tell the old buffer that Mijnheer van der
Merwe wants the second sack of corn, from the lands
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by the little stream, ground for him to-day and he'll
send a boy up for the meal to-morrow.1

Andrina delivered the message, and the miller,
whose only remark to the Englishman had been 'I
know not,1 now said contemptuously 'I knew it,1 and
disappeared into the mill. Mintje also, her mind at
last at rest as to her master's wishes, took the trnm-
meltje from Andrina's hand and ran to her little flat-
roofed house to fill it. Jantje, released from the spell
of the ogre, slipped from Andrina's side and made
for the mill-stream, by the side of which stood
Katrinka, the miller's seven-year-old daughter.
Andrina and the Englishman were alone.

'Who taught you English, Andrina?1 asked the
young man, smiling.

'Mynheer,' answered Andrina, 'long ago I did
know a little, but after Mijnheer was the first time
here there came an English schoolmiss with Jantje's
cousins from Caroline district. And every day she
would speak with me and make me to read 'I go up,
He is in1 in a little green book with Jantje's cousins,
Afterwards, in the post-office I did myself try to read
in the post-office book and the Flattops paper.1

The Englishman looked at her curiously. 'What
made the schoolmiss begin to teach you?' he asked.

Andrina, as incapable of deception as was her
aunt Jacoba, answered in a low voice, as if confessing
a crime:

'I did ask her, Mijnheer.'
With a quickening pulse, and in a voice almost u
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low as her own, the young man said: 'Why did you
ask her? Had you ever wanted to learn English like
that before I came?1'

"No, Mijnhcer.'
'Did the schoolmiss ever teach you what "ador-

able" means?'
'No, Mijnheer.'
'Would you like to know what "ad arable1 'means,

Andrina? I could teach you that better than the
schoolmiss. It's not in the post-office book or the
Platkups paper. Shall I teach you, Andrina?1

Andrina did not answer. From the little stream
came Jantje's high, childish voice crying to the ogre's
daughter: 'Look, look, Katrinka, how far I can
jump 1' From the squat stone house Mintje called to
her children to come for the cinnamon cakes.

The young man, growing urgent, said gently, but
with a new tone of command in his voice: 'Look up
and answer me before I go. I'm going now. Shall I
teach you, Andrina?'

Andrina looked up. 'If Mijnheer will be so kind
as to teach me,' she whispered . . .

And even as she said it he was gone.

THE Englishman went down the mountain-side
with the pleasing sense of adventure well begun.

On his return to Princestown after his first visit to
Harmonic he had thought little of Andrina, and only
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when Jafta mentioned her name at the outspan'had
her beauty come vividly to his memory, Yet now,
dwelling upon the meeting at the mill, upon her
agitation, her tears, and the artless confession of her
study of English, he persuaded himself that it was
his interest in the girl which had brought him back
to Harmonic. In this he deceived himself, and knew
that he deceived himself. But he was determined
now to carry on the deception. Was it not to prove
his right to complete freedom of action that he had
left his strait-laced Frincestown cousins and come
to the Aangenaam valley? Very well, then - in dalli-
ance with Andrina he should prove it . . .

For Andrina who, a little later, went down the
mountain track with Jantjc, dalliance had no mean-
ing, and love was not, as yet, a passionate adventure,
but the slow awakening of her soul to a new un-
dream cd-of glory that drew her close to God. She
went back to the homestead with the must-rusks,
then crossed the yard and went into the post-office.
Here, sitting alone, waiting for Tan' Linda to join
her, she drew from one of the pigeon-holes of the
book-case an old and tattered English dictionary
held together by a cover of stiff brown paper. She
opened it at 'A1 and found her way laboriously to
'Adorable-that ought to be adored.'

'"Adored, adored," ' she whispered, drawing her
finger down the page in search of that word. She
found it and spelled out slowly ' "greatly beloved." '
She read no further. In a sudden panic she closed
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the dictionary and put it hurriedly back in the pigeon-
hole. Her limbs trembled. Her heart beat so loud
that it sounded like a drum in the valley for all men
to hear. And to the beating1 of that drum the new
Andrina came into her own.

That evening, as he came quietly round the corner
of the house, Aalst Vlokman saw, through the little
window of the sisters1 bedroom, Andrina standing
motionless behind the door. In her hand, held at the
level of her shoulder, was a lighted candle. For some
seconds she stood thus, immovable, and for those
seconds the beadle, immovable too, watched her.
But, from the angle at which he stood, he could not,
thanks to Jacoba, discover what it was that Andrina
gazed at
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THE first of the expected guests to arrive at
Harmonic were Jantje's parents with the

infant Magdalcna, and from the moment of their
coming it seemed to the Englishman that he was
never again to see Andiina without the baby in her
arms and Jantje by her side. As a matter of course,
accepted without question by every member of the
family, Magdalena had, within three minutes of her
arrival, become Andrina's particular charge, An-
drina was to sleep with the children at night in a
room at the end of the house opening an to the
stocp, and throughout the day she was to keep the
excitable Jantje as quiet as possible playing with the
baby. This arrangement was made without any dis-
cussion whatever, and almost, it seemed to the
Englishman, without speech. Here, in the present
state of things, was Andrina's place. And into her
place Andrina slipped as naturally and as quietly as
a mouse slips into its hole.

For Jantje life now became a delirious adventure
in which he was for ever calling the attention of the
world to his baby sister, or calling the attention of
his baby sister to himself. And he did this, when-
ever possible, by jumping from tables and chairs in
a series of leaps and bounds terrifying to behold and
meant to represent the agility of a spring-buck.
Magdalena, a placid, healthy child, was perhaps the
person least impressed, as she was certainly the
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person hast alarmed and inconvenienced, by this
amazing activity. His excitement brought on a
slight attack of the fever to which he was subject and
thereafter Andrina was given orders by Mevrouw
to keep the children in the flower-garden. Here,
said Mevrouw, there were at least no tables and
chairs, and if Jantjc must jump he must jump across
the little stream that came from the mill.

The garden at Harmonic, called always Mev-
rouw's though Mevrouw herself was no gardener,
was at this time of year a tangled wilderness uf roses,
wistaria, and plumbago in early bloom. This wilder-
ness was surrounded by a high stone wall, with a
gate opening on to the wide path in front of the
house and a second, seldom used, leading to tue
lower lands near the river. In the stone wall little
arches had been made for the entrance and exit of
the mountain stream, and in the centre of the garden
the stream made an island of a smooth, pointed,
upright red rock. Round this red rock, this dear
island, this enchanted castle, Jantjc loved to s:ul his
little twig boats. He loved just here, where the
waters narrowed before parting, and narrowed again
after meeting, to jump across the stream. He loved
just here to lie flat on his stomach and let the water
slip through his thin fingers like a living thing - to
catch it, toss it, and see it fall, in showers of dia-
monds, to lie glistening on the red rock. Through-
out life the shadow of a great rack in a dry and
thirsty land meant for Jantje the shadow of the rock
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in his grandmother's garden, and the River of
Water of Life the little brown stream that flowed
round it. Nothing un all the farm uf Harmonic, in
the lands, in the veld, or up on the mountain-side
was so dear to him as this enchanted spot.

From the rode paths led to various corners of the
garden, but there were no formal beds, and there
was no attempt at order. Among the rose-bushes,
lilies, petunias, verbenas, fuchsias and geraniums
grew as they pleased, and with them grew those
countless 'slips1 planted year after year by Tan'
Linda with her long steel knife. Any more active
form of gardening was impossible for Tan' Linda,
but from every house she ever visited she returned
uj thc Harmonic garden with cuttings which she
thrust into the soil with her knife. That she never
by any chance remembered the names of her cuttings
only made them, when they flourished and flowered,
so much the more wonderful to her. And, thanks
to her efforts, the garden became every year a little
more of a wilderness full of strange and beautiful
and unexpected things watered by the stream from
the mill.

It was to please Tan1 Linda that on his return
from Frinccstown the Englishman had brought
with him some bulbs from his cousin Emily's
estate. Tan1 Linda had at once conceived the
romantic hope that the young man would add the
flower-garden to his other interests as a pupil-
fanner. She was soon undeceived. Though the
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window of his bedroom actually overlooked the
garden, it was not until the arbour became the play-
room of Jantje and his baby sister that the English-
man, on hia way down to the lands, began to loiter
in it,

The Englishman's bedroom, given up to him at
his own request and under protest by Mevrouw, was
an 'outside-room' built against the high stone wall
which surrounded the garden and having in that
wall a small square window. It was quite detached
from the homestead, and had been built originally
for the Harmonic tutor. Its half-door opened on to
the wide path which lay between the garden and the
homestead, and a second window looked down a
side path which ran along the south gable. On its
flat, zinc roof yellow pumpkins were stored for
winter use, and here too, in the fruit-drying season,
figs were dried an the branches of mimosa thorns.
When rain fell its drumming on the roof made a
strange, menacing music for little Jantje.

In this room the Englishman now had his bed,
his bath, his guns, two rimpje chairs, a yellow-wood
table littered with papers, pipes and tobacco jars,
his saddle and bridle, and in a corner, as a concession
to Mcvrouw, a dressing-table draped surprisingly in
white muslin trimmed with blue bows. And here,
though still a member of the household, he felt him-
self free to develop other interests than those of a
pupil-fanner under Mijnheer's guidance, or of an
invalid in Mevrouw's care. As the former, he was,
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in fact, though he himself had not as yet realized it,
taken seriously by no member of the little com-
munity, As the latter, he had the sympathy of all but
Aalst Vlokman, the beadle. The Englishman was
not nearly ill enough to phase the beadle, whose
fears and suspicions, now that Andrina remained day
and night at the homestead, were driving him to a
sort of madness. And when the Englishman began
using the lower gate from the lands, and coming up
through the garden to the homestead, the beadle
decided to do so too.

CLOSE to the stream near Jantje's red rock was a
small rose-covered arbour and to this Andrina

took the children when she went down with them
into the garden. Buckskins were spread on the
ground for Magdalena to crawl on, and to the buck-
skins Jantjc brought his toys —his flock of sheep,
made of smooth white stones gathered on the moun-
tain-side, and now herded for Magdalena in a little
kraal made of twigs: his span of black oxen made of
the shells of baby tortoises and harnessed to a small
wooden wagon: his bamboo whip, with a long
leather thong cut for him by Ou-pa: his catapult:
his calabash dipper so that he might get water
from the stream when Magdalena grew thirsty: and
an old volume of Ctatteriox, once the property of
one of his aunts.

67



THE B E A D L E

It was the smooth white sheep which pleased
Magdalena most, and at whatever corner of the buck-
skin rug Jantje built his kraal, to that corner Magda-
Icna would creep to get at his flock. She never
wearied of this game and it ceased only when, with-
out warning, sleep overtook her on her way across
the rug. When she slept Jantje would open his
Chatterbox and Andrina would spell out the simpler
tales in English and translate them for him into
Dutch.

They were so engaged when the Englishman
went down one morning through the garden to the
lands. As he reached the arbour Andrina hurriedly
dosed her book and thrust it out of sight. The
Englishman smiled, stooped down, picked up the
shabby green volume and said, as to a child:

'No, no, Andrina, that isn't fair. Didn't you
say I might teach you? Come, let me hear you
read.'

And Andrina, with that quick, shy, unquestioning
obedience to the wishes of others which was at once
her danger and her charm, opened the book and
read slowly:

1 "Any looked out of his window . . ."'
'Not Arry,' corrected the Englishman, 'Harry.'
Arry,1 said Andrina obediently.
'No, no! Harry. Have you no "Harr11 in

Dutch?"
Tes, Mijnhecr. I say it Arry.1

'Spell it, Andrina.1
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'HARRY, the English. ARRY, the Dutch. Is it
not the same?1

The Englishman shook his head. 'I think not,'
he said. 'But we'll pretend it is. Do you like the
name Harry- Arty, Andrina?1

'Yes, Mijnheer.1

'Why do you like it?1

Andrina did not answer.
Tell me, Andrina. Why do you like it?1

So low that he could scarcely hear her, Andrina
whispered: 'Because it is the name of Mynheer.1

'Then call me by it,1 he urged. 'Let me hear you
say it.'

'Arry,1 said Andrina gently.
The Englishman stooped down, murmured 'You

adorable child,1 smiled, and was gone.
For Andrina this second meeting, this repetition

of the word 'adorable,' deepened her sense of that
dear and secret intimacy which now filled her heart
with such joy and such fear. There was nothing in
what the Englishman had said, yet for her there
was everything. Every word, every tone, was treas-
ured. 'Arry, Arry,1 she whispered, and tried again
the harder English 'Harry.1

'What is it you say?1 asked Jantje, whispering
too with the quick sympathy of childhood. And he
added, with as childish and quick t change of inter-
est: 'Look now! Here comes Aalst Vlokman, the
beadle,1
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ALST VLOKMAN, who for many years had not
thought of using the lower gate from the lands,

was coming heavily up the garden path. HE had
seen the Englishman stop at the arbour, and had
watched him go down tD the lands. He came up the
garden now on no definite errand but to look at
Andrina in passing. In the bitter brooding of his
j ealousy and love it seemed to him that he might read
in a glance all that Klaartje's Andrina hid from the
rest of the world. And if it was sin that she was
hiding now, he who had not been able to save
Klaartje from sin must save Andrina.

He came up to the arbour and halted with no
word to utter. Andrina looked up at him and in the
movement of her head, as in her eyes, her hair, the
soft faint flush which tinted her cheeks, the beadle
saw again the gay and beautiful Klaartje who, dying
for a sinner in Platkops dorp, had herself died in
sin. In Andrina's eyes was that same half-spiritual,
half-sensuous joy which had once shone in Klaartje's.
He saw it. He knew it. And in his tortured heart
there was for a moment nothing but pity. But pity
had so long been a stranger to his heart that she
could find no lodgment there. Fear and suspicion
swept her aside ind it was in a. voice harsh with
anger that he asked:

'And what docs he say to you then, the English-
man?'
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'Aalst Vlokman,' cried Andrina in alarm, 'arc you

ill?' 'e had risen to her feet and was gazing at him
in concern. His face was twisted as if in pain, and
he leant heavily against the wooden post of the door-
way. Andrina had no thought now of herself or of
the Englishman. She saw only that the beadle was
suffering, and that his suffering might be other than
physical she never guessed.

'Are you ill, then, Aalst Vlokman?1 she asked
again, 'Will you sit?1 And when he did not answer
she turned sharply to Jantje and said 'Quick! Fetch
for the beadle some water. . . .'

Jantje, proud to be of service, picked up his little
dipper and ran to the stream. The beadle watched
him fill it and return, but saw nothing clearly, and
his thoughts were now as vague and disturbed
as his vision. When Andrina, taking the dipper
from Jantje's hands, held it up to his lips, it
was Klaartje who stood before him, in just that
pose, in the coffee-house in Platkops dorp. It was
Klaartje who said to him gently, as if coaxing a
child:

'Drink then, Aalst Vlokman I Drink then.1

Like a man in a dream he drank, pushed aside
the dipper, and without another word left the arbour
and returned to the lands,
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THOUGH she could not dismiss the beadle from
her thoughts Andrina spoke to no one of Aalst

VI D km an's visit to the garden, and Jantjc soon for-
got it. The beadle had never held his imagination
as the miller held it, and soon he had not only Mag-
dalena and his parents to think of, but the pastor
from Flatkops dorp as well.

Niklaas Joosten, the pastor, a small, frail, white-
haired man, had for his parish the whole of the
Flatkops district, forty miles from north to south,
and close on a hundred from east to west. For many
years the only church for all this part of the little
Karoo was the one in Flatkops dorp, and Mijnheer
van der Mcrwc had been the first of the pastor's
people to build another. Between Mijnheer and the
pastor there existed a friendship which meant much
to both men, and the building of the church at
Harmonic had strengthened the bond between them.
Stephan van der Merwe was known to be a rich man,
but through all his years of service the pastor had
remained strangely unaffected by, almost indeed
unconscious of, the riches of others. His own needs
were so simple and so few, his generosity so natural
and so great, that but for the rather jealous, bitter
care of his wife and the affectionate concern of his
people he would have lived a life of absolute poverty
without, in fact, realizing it.

For the pastor Mijnheer had sent a cart and his
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best pair of horses to Platkops dorp, and the old
man arrived on the Monday before the Sacrament
so that throughout the week he might himself con-
duct the classes for those who were to join the
church. In the pastor's class, held twice daily in
the church and watched over by the beadle, the
young people were prepared for that final examina-
tion in Bible history and the catechism which takes
place before the ciders and at which the fitness of
any candidate to be Lome a church member may be
questioned. So that the attendance of all the candi-
dates at this last course of instruction might be
regular all those who came from a distance were
housed by friends or relatives living near the church,
or by Mevrouw herself at Harmonic. It happened
this year that Andrina was the only candidate
wham Mevruuw had under her wing at the home-
stead.

In Andrina the pastor, who sought her out in the
arbour, had long had a particular interest. Many
years ago he had known her mother. Of Klaartjc's
life in Flatkops dorp he knew indeed even more than
the beadle knew, but to no one in the Aangenaam
valley had he ever betrayed this knowledge. Klaart-
je's gaiety, which old Piet Steenkamp and his daugh-
ter Johanna had found so hard to forgive, had come,
perhaps, from some far-off French ancestor whose
blood ran more freely in her veins than in the veins
of the austere uid righteous Johanna or in the veins
of the gentle, timid Jacoba. Klaartje had been no
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Steenkamp either in looks or in character, and
Johanna, a Steenkamp in both, had never understood
her. This the pastor knew. And he knew also that
throughout Klaartje's wild and rebellious youth
Jacoba, with much to forgive, had never ceased to
love her.

In Andrina it was now her mother whom the
paster saw, and now her aunt Jacoba. Andrina had
all Klaartje's beauty, and though she lacked her
gaiety she had something of that quick response,
surrender, to emotion which had been so fatal to
Klaartje. Yet the pastor had no fears for her as the
beadle had. From some other source, shared with
her aunt Jacoba, came that humility of spirit and
that selfless devotion to the service of others which,
in his eyes, outshone all her other qualities. Andrina
was not for him the child of sin, but the child of God,
and when he spoke with her in the arbour of the step
she was about to take in joining the church it was on
the Fatherhood of God that he dwelt. Andrina had
never known the love of an earthly father, but see,
said the pastor, how God Himself had loved her l
Had He not surrounded her with love? The love of
her aunts, the love of Mevrouw, the love of litde
Jantje, and, greatest of all, the love of His only be-
gotten Son who had died to save her. . . .

Andrina listened, and the world did indeed at
that moment seem full of love - but it was her own
love, for the Englishman, that filled it. She tried to-
shut the Englishman out of her thoughts as she
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listened to the pastor, but can one at will shut the
sun out of the heavens? She tried to grasp the full
meaning of the sacrifice made for her by the Son of
God . . . but what was this sacrifice uf which the
pastor spoke with tears in his eyes? Did the Son of
God not know Himself to be the Son of God? Did
He not know that He would rise again and go to
His Father? Out of all eternity where lay the sacri-
fice, in time, of a life on earth of thirty years? What
sacrifice could there be for one who knew that death
was to end in so triumphant a resurrection? She
could not tell. She dared not, indeed, put her
thoughts into actual words. If the sacrifice of the
life and death of Christ upon earth were ED wonder-
ful and personal a sacrifice as the pastor said, it must
be some fault in herself that made it for her so mean-
ingless. . . . If Christ had been but the son of
Joseph, not of God, if He had died nut to rise again,
but to lie for ever in the grave, then, thought
Andrina, she could have understood and loved
Him

So her thoughts ran, and remained unspoken.
Yet when the pastor asked her at last : 'Are you
happy, my child, and can you say truly that you are
grateful to our Father for His many mercies?' it was
with absolute sincerity, and with a heart overflowing
with thankfulness for her dear and secret joy, that
Andrina answered:

Truly, Mynheer.'
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FOR some days after the pastor's arrival Andrina
saw but little of the Englishman. Her mornings

were spent now not in the garden with Jantje and
little Magdalena, but down in the church with the
other candidates, attending the paster's classes. In
class she was the most scriuus and earnest of the
pastor's students, but she was also the most diffident.
And her shyness as well as her sense of respon-
sibility towards Mevrouw kept her from joining the
others in their laughter and talk after the classes
were over. From the church she went straight back
to the homestead to take up her dudes again. She
was still Magdalena's nurse. She still slept with the
children at night. She was still at the service of every
member of the increasing household. And it was
only at meals, separated by the whole length of the
great table, that, for several days, she and the Eng-
lishman met.

Seated at that long, heavily-laden table, where
everything served but the rice, the salt, the sugar
and the coffee, had been grown on the farm, An-
drina was sometimes conscious of the Englishman's
gaze upon her. But he never directly addressed her,
and she was glad that he did not. She was there not
to talk to the Englishman, but to be of service to
Mevrouw. This she must never forget, and she
knew herself now to be in danger of forgetting it.
With the discovery of this danger had come her
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first warning of the selfishness of love. After that
warning she had tried, in self-repr`oach, to shut the
Englishman out of her thoughts. To see him at
meal-times, to thrill to his voice when he spoke to
others — this was all that she had any right to. She
knew it, and did not resent it. Yet in spite of her
knowledge, in spite of her childlike wisdom, her heart
cried out for more and she could not still its crying.

It was on the evening of the final examination
before the elders that at last, for a few moments,
Andrina and the Englishman found themselves to-
gether and alone. Andrina, who had risen early from
the supper-table to put Jantjc to bed, was setting off
in haste from the children's room to the church
when, running down the gable path, she ran straight
into the Englishman's arms. For a moment, stand-
ing in the pathway in front of his room, the young
man held her close. He did not speak, but, tilting
back her sun-bonnet, studied her features gravely
in the moonlight. Andrina, with a little fluttering
aigh, and no thought now of her selfishness or her
duty to Mevrouw, lay quiet against his breast. The
Englishman drew his hand lightly, gently across her
brow, her cheek, hcrlitde rounded chin. Still he did
not speak, but, in that dear and strange and reassur-
ing silence, bent down and gravely kissed her. For
a second her hand went up to his. Then swiftly,
before he was aware even that she was free, she was
out of his arms and flying through the night like
some strange, white-hooded bird towards the church.
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THE square white church at Harmonic, where
the candidates assembled for their examination

by the elders, was as bare within as it was without
Its walla were whitewashed, and, without cither
loft or ceiling, ended where they met the yellow-
wood beams and dark brown thatch of the roof
itself. The float, the scats and the pulpit were all
of yellow-wood which had not yet grown rich in
colour with age. To the left of the pulpit was the
vestry door, and in front uf it was the open space
reserved for baptisms, confirmations and marriages.

For their final examination the candidates sat in
two groups, the boys to the right and the girls to
the left, facing the pastor and the elders, who had
seats in a row immediately beneath the pulpit. The
beadle's stool was dose to the vestry door and by
drawing it slightly forward he, too, though not in
a line with the ciders, could see both groups of can-
didates. But it was, as always, Klaartjc's Andrina
alone whom he watched.

For the beadle the examination before the elders
of each succeeding generation of candidates was an
ordeal which he, though none had the right to ques-
tion him, had never attended without the foreboding
of personal disgrace and calamity. At these times
alone did he feel himself compelled to answer the
questioning of his own conscience, and his answers
left him in no doubt as to the judgment of the elders,
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To-night, however, it was not of himself that he
thought. His fears were all for Klaartje's Andrina.
Convinced as he was that Klaartje's Andrina lacked
the saving sense of sin, convinced of her moral
danger, consumed as he was by his suspicion of the
Englishman and his desire to expose him and so
save Andrina from disaster, he yet found himsrlf
remembering grimly, with an ironic sense of grati-
tude to Heaven, that the elders were not likely to
question her, as he had tried to question her, about
the Englishman. He alone had guessed that secret.
He alone must save her.

Df the beadle's fears for Klaartje's Andrina the
pastor knew nothing. He himself had none. Her
knowledge of the catechism and of Bible history
was, he knew, sound enough to please the most
exacting of elders. And of all the young people
gathered before him that evening it was Andrina —
so beautiful and so unconscious of her beauty, so shy
and yet so eager, so open and yet so secretive of her
new-found joy-who moved the pastor most. And
was the pastor God that he might read all that lay in
the heart of the young girl or know that her rapture
came not from the fact that she was joining the
church but from the memory of the Englishman's
first kiss?

Seated at the end of the little group of girls, it
seemed to Andrina that all the world must hear the
song she sang in her heart as she felt again, here in
the very House of Cod, the Englishman's lips upon
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hers and remembered his dear and unexpected
gravity. And in her joy there was at this moment
not the selfishness of love but that quickening of a
tender compassion towards others by which some
natures escape it. Timidly, as she rose to make her
answers to the elders, she smiled not only to the
pastor but to Aalst Vlokman, the beadle. The pastor
answered her smile with one which seemed to her
like a benediction upon her love. Aalst Vlukman
gave no sign. A prey to his fears, his suspicions
and his love, he buried his face in his hands and
did not dare to raise it again until, her ordeal over,
Andrina, accepted by the elders, returned to her
scat

THROUGHOUT the following day, at the evening
service of which all those young people who had

passed the elders1 test were to be publicly accepted
as members of the church, men, women and children
made their way, in slow-moving carts and wagons,
along the straight grey road to Harmonic. In the
church-land, and round about it in the open veld,
they outs panned, pitched their tents or spread their
wagon-sails, and built their fires for coffee-making.
All had brought with them provisions for their stay
- coffee, biltong, dried rusks in little kidskin bags,
husked and pounded mealies for pap, meal for
griddle-cakes and salted goat-ribs to brander on the
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coals of their wood fires. Below each cut and wagon
hung a three-legged pot, a big black kettle, a wooden
cask for water, a folding stool strung with thongs of
leather. Many brought with them also, on swinging
bed-frames strung with leather, their feather beds
and pillows, and their gay patchwork quilts.

In the Aangenaam valley, cut off from both Plat-
kops dorp and Princestown village, men and women
still retained many of the old customs which had
already died out elsewhere. Here the older men
still might be seen wearing kidskin trousers and
soft, wide-brimmed felt hats, while the women, like
Johanna and Jacoba Steenkamp, wore black calico
gowns over many petticoats, and black calico sun-
bonnets called kapjes. Veld-schoen were worn by all
alike, and but for their vcld-scho en the feet of many
were bare. Among the younger people coloured
prints were slowly coming into fashion for the
women and girls, and cord trousers and cloth waist-
coats for the men. With their coloured prints the
women wore stiffly starched plain white sun-bonnets,
like miniature wagon-tents. The making and cord-
ing of these sun-bonnets, the starching and ironing,
was a work of art needing long practice. Only the
wives of the wealthier farmers, and only the most
daring of these, wore hats.

In the gathering round the church rich and poor
mingled together without distinction of class. Here,
in the sight of God, all were equal. The square
white church was the temple of His chosen people.
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Hannonic was their Jerusalem, the sacrament their
passover. None might feel this as intensely as
Stephan van der Merwe felt it, but it lay behind the
consciousness of all who had journeyed thither.
And like the Jews of old the men and women of the
Aangcnaam valley combined the business of their
simple lives with the service of their God and took
this opportunity of bartering their early spring
produce at the Jew-woman's store. Round about
the church, at the store, up at the homestead, wher-
ever one turned there was throughout that bright,
clear spring day the deep low hum of life, the crunch
of wheels, the cries of voorloDpcra to their oxen, the
sharp clear voices of little children, the mingled
smell of wood-fires, roasting coffee-beans, bra tide red
goat-ribs, griddle-cakes, all making for Stephan van
der Merwe and the pastor a song of jubilation and
an incense to their God.

Among the younger bijwnners who had come this
spring to take the Sacrament and deal at the Jew-
woman's store was Jan Beyers, with Tan1 Linda's
letter still in his pocket. The young man was still
hankering after the sewing-machine and the sheep
and unable to decide between them, and still fearful
of, and rebellious against, the more romantic choice
which Tan1 Linda had made for the good of his
soul. But the time had come now for his decision
and he must make it. He could not, he knew,
visit the post-office with Tan1 Linda's letter still
in his pocket. Bctjc Ferreira, Toontjc van Niekerk,
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Andrina du Toit-to one of these he must, before
the day was out, present it. True, it was addressed to
his 'beloved Andrina.' But 'Andrina1 could easily
be crossed out and 'Toontje' or 'Betje' inserted.
Such things often happened to Tan1 Linda's letters.
And what, after all, did he know of Andrina du
Toit? She was not nice and fat like Toontje. She
was not loud and merry like Betje. One never heard
of Andrina du Toit as one heard of other young girls
in the valley. One never saw her except when one
searched for her. And a man did not want a wife
who hid from the world like a shy young child be-
hind its mother's petticoats. A man wanted a wife
with a proper sense of her own importance, a plump
body, and goods to add to his. None of these things
Andrina had, yet Andrina was the wife that, God
forgive her, Juffrouw de Neyscn had chosen for
him.

The young man, having, with all the slow, cau-
tious, childlike cunning of so many of his race,
finished his business at the Jew-woman's store, was
making his way back to the church lands pondering
on these things when Aalst Vlokman came down to-
wards the drift from the poplar grove. In his pre-
occupation he had paused on the last of the stepping-
stones to study once again Tan' Linda's letter, and
it was a curt 'If you pi easel' from the beadle that
now roused him.

Jan Beyers, glancing up from his letter, did not
move. Never before had he addressed the beadle or
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had any desire to da so. Like all young people in
the Aangcnaam valley, and like many older ones, he
looked upon Aalst Vlokman as a man to be avoided.
Yet now, with his matrimonial difficulties gathering
fast to their dimax, it was to the beadle himself that,
from his stepping-stone in the drift, he made his
astonishing appeal.

'Look now, Aalst Vlokmanl1 he said. 'You that
live in the same house with her, tell me now-is
Andrina du Toit, who has nothing to bring him,
such a young girl as a man would be wise to give up
three sheep and a sewing-machine to marry?1

For a moment the beadle remained speechless.
The young man's question did not astound him, for
nothing in life ever astounded him. But it opened
up a way for him by which he might save Klaartje's
Andrina frum all that he feared far her, and his mind
groped slowly along this way. That Jan Beyers, and
his people for him, had long been considering matri-
mony he knew. He also knew, better than Tan1

Linda knew, that in all his transactions the young
man was swayed by his love of a bargain. After
marriage he would settle down as men of the
Aangenaam valley invariably settled down, to the
life of a faithful husband and affectionate parent.
But until he was so settled Jan Beyers would
bargain for his wife as a man might bargain for
cattle.

'And whu then,' asked the beadle slowly, ' says
that Andrina du Toit will have nothing to bring?'
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'But, beadle, is she not an orphan? And are not
her aunts Johanna and Jacoba Steenkamp?1

'And what then?1 demanded the beadle.
'What thenl1 cried the young man, amazed.

'What then? Now surely, beadle, even if Juffrouw
de Neysen herself had not said it, all our valley must
know that Johanna and Jacoba Steenkamp have
nothing to give their niece when she marries !'

'And what if I, that live in the same house with
them and know much that Juffrouw de Neysen does
not, swear to you now, in the sight of the Lord, that
on the day that she marries Andrina du Toit will
bring to her man two plough-oxen. . . . What then,
Jan Beyers?1

'No what, beadle 1' said the young man cautiously.
'Show me first the two plough-oxen that Andrina
will bring to her man!1

'Turn round on the stone that you stand on,1 cried
the beadle. 'Turn round on the stone that you stand
on and look to the lands that old Fiet Steenkamp
worked for Mijnheer before me, and there you will
see the two plough-oxen that Andrina will take to
the man that she marries.1

The young man turned round on his stone while
Aalst Vlulunan, his heart swept by hope, anxiety,
triumph and fear, followed his gaze tD the lands.
There, in the brilliant sunshine, close to a thorn
tree, stood his two plough-oxen. With these, as
with a sacrifice to the Lord, he would save Klaartje's
Andrina from sin. . . .
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1 Now well, now,1 said the young man, swinging

round again on his stone, his mind at last made up
and cleared of all regrets. 'Now well, nowl Move
but a little, beadle, so that a man may pass, , , ,
Andrina shall now have her letter.1

IT was to the brown mud house that Jan Beyers
Went first in search of Andrina, and it was Jacoba

whom he found there. He had come, he explained
bashfully, for Jacoba's gentleness intimidated him
far more than did the beadle's harshness or Tan1

Linda's raillery, to present a letter to Andrina du
Toit, and would Jacoba tell him where she might be
found?

No young man had ever before come inquiring
for Andrina, and Jacoba, standing in the doorway,
felt again about her heart that slight pain which
emotion always brought her. She steadied herself
against the doorpost and, gazing at Jan Beyers, was
conscious of nothing through her pain but an in-
tense loneliness. It was to her at that moment as if
Andrina had akeady left her and she herself were
slipping through the sunlight of that bright spring
morning into her grave.

The young man repeated his request and, vaguely,
Jacoba heard him mention the beadle's name.

'Has Aalst Vlokman spoken to you, then, of
Andrina?9 she asked.
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'Not only the beadle, but Juffrouw dc Neyscn
also,' answered Jan Beyers with a curious, childish
pride which was already possessive. 'If Juffrouw
will but tell me where I can find her I will now take
her my letter,'

For Jacoba the grave had closed now above her.
If both Juffrouw de Neysen and AaJst Vlakman had
chosen Jan Beyers for Andrina she was already
robbed of her darling. There was nothing but good
to be said of such a match for Klaartje's Andrina, and
she knew it. She could not stand in the way of
Andrina's good, nor could Johanna. Johanna, she
was sure, would welcome the young man.

'Andrina is up by the house,1 she said. 'Go up
now through the poplar bush and see first if she sits
in the garden with little Jantje and his sister. She
sits often there,'

When Jan Beyers disappeared into the bush, the
taller poplars of which showed a pale shimmering
green against the clear blue sky, Jacoba went into
the house and into the little bedroom. There she
opened the wagon-chest which she shared with
Johanna and took out Andrina's Sacrament dress.
She spread it on the bed and smoothed out the
creases, drawing her worn brown hand slowly over
the little pink roses, the little blue flowers. She was
crying but did not know why she cried. Her pain
had been followed by an intense weariness, and in
this weariness the thought of losing the child whose
love was now the only warmth life offered her, made
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her numb and cold. Yet she wanted Andrina to be
happy, and surely she would be happy with such a
well-doing young man as Jan Beyers. . . . She
would marry him. , . . She would bear him chil-
dren. . . . And no evil would ever be whispered of
her as once, long ago, it was whispered of Klaartje.
. . . All this she felt was true, yet still in her weak-
ness she cried.

She had dried her tears, but traces of them she
knew still lingered and could not be hidden, when
Johanna joined her. Johanna never cried, and be-
cause Johanna never cried, crying was an offence
to Jacoba which filled her with shame. All her life
Jacuba had tried, in vain, to live up to Johanna's
standards. All her life she had been conscious of,
and unconsciously oppressed by, Johanna's right-
eousness. Johanna had never understood her love
for Klaartje and never understood her forgiveness
of the wrong Klaartje had done her. Forgiveness for
Johanna was a painful spiritual exercise in which she
seldom indulged. With Jacoba it was a natural
instinct. Jacoba could no more withhold forgive-
ness from the sinner than she could have withheld
water from a thirsty child. Johanna seldom for-
gave an injury to herself and never forgave one to
Jacoba. For Jacoba she had all the contempt of
a strong nature for a weak one. But she had also,
though she never gave it any recognizable form
of expression, a love, that was as deep as it was
protective.
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Gaming into the bedroom now she ignored those
traces of tears of which Jacoba was so painfully
conscious and, going up to the bed, began with quick
capable movements to fold up the gay print dress
which Jacaba had so unreasonably spread out on the
bed. At once Jacoba felt rebuked. Yet, had she
but known it, Johanna's ruthless activity was not
meant to rebuke her. It was by this clumsy means
that the older woman sought to give the younger
time to regain her composure. If she did not look
at Jacoba, Jacuba would perhaps imagine that she
had not seen her tears.

'Such a big gathering' by the church as there is
already,1 she said, putting the folded dress back into
the wagon-chest 'As I came up now by the church-
land old Tan1 Betje Ferreira greeted me from the
feather bed where she still lies helpless on her back.
"Look now, Johanna," says she, "I that never
thought to come again to Harmonie for the Sacra-
ment, I also am here!11 Her son Hans it is that
brought her in his master's wagon. And with Hans
is his daughter young Betje whom men say that Jan
Beyers will marry.1

Painfully now Jacoba spoke. 'Johanna,1 she said,
'it is not Betje Fcrreira that Jan Beyers will marry.
It is Andrina.1

Johanna turned sharply, and for the first time
since entering the bedroom, stared straight at her
sister. Jacoba, mastering her emotion under that
stern gaze, said weakly:



THE B E A D L E

'He came by here just now with a Utter for
Andrina, . . .'

'What sort of a letter?' asked Johanna coldly.
'Johanna! Such a letter as a young1 man brings

to the woman he would marry'
'But'said Johanna firmly, 'it is Betje Ferreira

that he would marry'
'It is Andrina,'protested Jacoba. 'He himself

told me that both Juffrouw de Neysen and Aalst
Vlokman had named Andrina to him. It was to
Andrina that he to ok his letter, up at the house. . . .'

At the mention of the beadle's name a change
came into Johanna's face. Her expression became
at once alert and bitter.

'And who is Aalst Vlokman she asked, 'that he
should go naming Andrina to young men in the
valley? Is it for Aalst Vlokman to choose a husband
for Andrina?1

'Johanna I1 cried Jacoba weakly.
'Jacobal Tell me now by what right Aalst Vlok-

man should choose a husband for Andrina. Tell me
nowl1

Jacoba made no answer. Her pain had returned
more sharply now and sorrow again overwhelmed
her-sorrow for Klaartje, for Aalst Vlokman,
and, strangely, for Johanna. It was with some
vague idea of helping Johanna that she said at
last, timidly:

'But, sister, if Andrina herself should wish to
marry the young man. . . .'
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'Has ever she said it?' asked Johanna sharply.
'No, but . . .'
'Wait then, Jacob a, till she says it,' said Johanna

grimly. 'Wait then till she says it.'

THROUGH the poplar-grove went Jan Beyers with
his letter. The path he struck led down to the

lands and brought him to the lower gate so lately
used by the beadle. Jacoba had been right. Because
this morning there was to be no special Bible-class
for the confirmation candidates Andrina was once
again in the garden with the children. She was
coming down the path from the arbour with Mag-
dalena in her arms when Jan Beyers reached the
gate. Jantjc was nowhere visible. He was, at this
moment, a leopard among the rose-bushes wait-
ing to spring out at little Magdalena as she
passed.

At the sight of Andrina' s slim young body, at the
sight of that shy alarm with which, at his approach,
she instinctively retreated, Jan Beyers suffered a
sharp regret for Toontje's plumpness and for Betje's
loud and welcoming laugh. But this he knew was
weakness, and the thought of the two plough-oxen
steadied him. Over the gate, smiling foolishly, he
waved Tan' Linda's letter.

'For you,' he said. And added politely: 'If you
please.'

91



THE B E A D L E

Again Andrina retreated, questioning faintly:
Tor me? '

'Surely,' said Jan Beyers.
Andrina did not move. In the valley a young

girl received only one kind of letter - the kind com-
posed with such ease by Tan' Linda, the kind that
young men like Jan Beyers delivered themselves to
those whom they wished to marry. Sometimes, in
the past-office, listening to Tan' Linda as she wrote
such letters for others, Andrina had longed to have
one addressed to herself. But she had never dared to
think of it as a possibility. Such things happened to
other young girls. But such things, she fslt, would
never happen to her. They had never, so far as she
knew, happened to Tan' Johanna or Tan' Jacoba.
. . . And now this very thing was happening to her
and all her desire for it was gone. The young man
leaning over the gate, the letter he persisted in hold-
ing out to her, had no real existence for her. They
were part of a dream dreamed ages ago and now only
vaguely remembered. As part of this same vague
dream she remembered also Jantjc's talk going up
to the mill. . , . This, then, was the young man
whom Tan' Linda had chosen for her. This was the
young man who was to please her aunt Johanna. , . .
But what else was it that Jantje had said that day?
That the beadle did not like the Englishman.

As her thoughts reached the Englishman, An-
drina felt again that quickening of her pulse to an
almost unbearable ecstasy, and that dear new
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sense of security, The Englishman was no dream.
There were moments indeed when it seemed as if
he alone, in all the Aangenaam valley, were real.
And what though the beadle did not like him? Had
the Englishman need of the beadle's frirndship?
Did one need a lighted candle in a sunlit world?
Like the sun itself was the lave she had in her heart
for the Englishman! Though no one else in all the
world should love him, still, like the sun, would her
love light all his world. . . . Of his love for her she
dared not yet think. She possessed no measure for
it, She knew only-and here in the garden path,
with Jan Beyers waving his letter at her, her heart
leapt at the memory of it-that the Englishman
had kissed her. And she lived that he might kiss her
again.

'Jan Beyers,' she said timidly, 'I cannot take your
letter.'

The young man lost his wide, foolish smile and
gazed at her open-mouthed and speechless.

Andrina, pressing Magdalena's soft warm body
against her breast as if by this contact she might
strengthen her resolve, said, more firmly now : 'I
will not take it.'

'No, what!' protested the young man feebly.
'No whatl' Like a puzzled, injured child he stared
at Andrina over the gate. Never had he dreamed of
such a refusal. Never had Toontje or Bctje with-
drawn from him as Andrina was withdrawing from
him. Never in their presence had he felt as helpless
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as he now felt in Andrina's. Suddenly, as he gazed
at her, he was aware of something about Andrina-
her youth, her gentleness, her timidity - which
stirred him uncomfortably. Never had Toontje or
Betje brought him such unreasonable discomfort,
yet, God knows how it was, neither Toontje nor
Betje at that moment had any attraction for him.
He desired only Andrina du Toitand her two plough-
oxen.

'No, what, Andrina,' he said, rousing to same-
thing like anger in his uneasiness, 'you must take
now your letter.'

Over Magdalena's fat shoulder, as over a ram-
part, Andrina shook her head. Again, very slowly,
she retreated. To Jan Beyers it was as if the two
plough-oxen were retreating with her. In haste to
hold them he drew his letter frum its soiled envelope
and cried:

'See how it goes-"My beloved Andrina" . . . Is
there then any other young man in the valley that
has called you so, "my beloved Andrina" ?'

Andrina, stepping slowly backwards up the path,
asked in a low voice:

'Was it you that called me that, Jan Beyers, or
Juffrouw de Neysen for you?' and added quickly,
in little more than whisper to Magdalena, 'But
even if it was you yourself that wrote it I will not
take it.'

'It was Juffrouw de Neyscn that wrote it,' ad-
mitted the young man gloomily. He turned the
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letter over in his hand, brooding deeply. Andrina,
still retreating, neared the rose-bush behind which
the leopard lay ready to spring.

'Look now, Andrina,' said Jan Beyers, making a
last appeal, 'look now I When I saw you first in the
path just now it was Toontje van Niekerk or Betje
Ferreira that I wished to marry. But God knows
how it is with me now, for surely if you had but one
plough-ox and not two to take to the man that you
marry, it is you that I would now choose I'

'Jan Beyers,' cried Andrina, stopping short in
her amazement, 'I have neither two plough-oxen
nor one!'

'Nu, what,' protested the young man with sudden
vigour, 'now surely you liel Aalst Vlokman himself
it was that showed me your two plough-oxen in the
lands that he works for Mijnheerl '

For the first time Andrina moved, not away from
Jan Beyers, but towards him, 'Tell me,' she begged
in distress, 'did the beadle say that the oxen in his
lands would go to the man that married me?'

'Surely,' cried Jan Beyers, for whom the oxen had
advanced as Andrina advanced.

'And was it this that brought you to me with your
letter, Jan Beyers?'

'Surely,' cried the young man foolishly, holding
it out to her again.

'Go then,' said Andrina, retreating rapidly now.
'Go then, for I that have no oxen will not take
itl '
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I0

IT was not, after all, Magdalena upon whom the
leopard flung himself from the rose-bush, but

his grandmother coming down the garden path
in search of Andrina. Meyrouw recovering from
the shock of this attack, stated that in the kitchen
she had found herself in sudden and unexpected
need of more eggs. Would Andrina go down to her
aunt Johanna and beg from her every single egg
that she could spare?

Andrina, giving up the placid baby, and leaving
the leopard dancing delightedly round his new prey,
ran swiftly out of the garden by the upper gate and
went down to the little brown house. Johanna that
morning had taken most of her eggs to the Jew-
woman's store, but some, she thought, might per-
haps be found in the nests in the little orchard, or in
the poplar-grove where the hens sometimes strayed
to lay. She herself would go down to the poplar-
grove if Andrina and Jacoba would go to the orchard.
And to the orchard Andrina and Jacoba went,

Andrina had brought with her upon this errand
a suggestion of haste to which both Johanna and
Jacoba had at once succumbed. In the little peach
orchard Jacuba ran now from nest to nest with some-
thing, indeed, of an agitated hen's fruitless activity.
What eggs there were to find were found not by her
but by Andrina. And her thoughts were as fruitless
as was her search. Andrina's thoughts she could
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not guess. Had the young man delivered his letter?
She could not tell. Was Andrina happy? Jacoba,
watching her anxiously from under her black sun-
bonnet, trembled for the answer she could not read.
Suddenly, withoutintention, she called to her:
'Andrintjel Andrintjcl' . . . and Andrina was in
her arms.

For a moment neither spoke.
Then Jacoba asked quickly, anxiously:
'Did he come to you with his letter, that young

man, Jan Beyers?'

Against her shoulder Andrina nodded her head.
'Andrintje,' said Jacoba, 'he is a good young man,

Jan Beyers.'

There was no movement in response to this.
She said again, as if eager to do him justice, 'A

good bijwoner he is, and a good husband he will
be.'

Andrina stood still as a stone by her side. Her
stillness, her silence alarmed Jacoba.

'Tell me, my little one, was it not a nice letter
that he brought you,' she whispered, and was ans-
wered:

'I did not take his letter.'
At Andrina's answer Jacoba began to tremble.

Andrina, conscious of her sudden agitation, cried
sharply:

Tan' Coba, Tan' coba, though the beadle should
give me three plough-oxen to marry Jan Beyers, I
cannot do it I'
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It was Jacoba now who grew still, and Andrina
who waited. Painfully at last the older woman said:

'Tell me then, my little one . . , this about the
beadle and his oxen . . . has he said that he will
give you plough-oxen?'

'To Jan Beyers he said it. Two plough-oxen will
he give to me if I marry Jan Beyers. Tan' Coba,
Tan' Coba, why should the beadle give me his oxen
to marry Jan Beyers?'

'No, my darling,' said Jacoba, drawing the girl
more closely towards her, 'that I cannot tell you.'
And under her breath she whispered: 'God help
him, the beadleT Her sorrow at that moment was
all for him. Johanna was right. Andrina should
marry to please herself and not to please Aalst Vlok-
man, and there were other young men in the valley
as good as Jan Beyers. . . . Yet Jacoba, whose
trouble but an hour ago had been the thought of
Andrina's marrying Jan Beyers, was troubled now
because Andrina, in refusing Jan Beyers, was refus-
ing also the beadle's plough-oxen. . . .

'Andrintjc,' she said, 'are you then so sure that
you could not love the young man?'

Very vigorously Andrina nodded her head.
'How can you be so sure? Is there an other already

that you love?'

Andrina did not speak. Suddenly, swiftly, she
raised her head, kissed Tan' Coba's cheek, and
buried her face again against her shoulder. Jacoba
was answered.
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'Who is he, then, my little one? ' she asked.
'I cannot name him,' murmured Andrina, though

in her heart she named him night and day.
Strangely now Jacoba asked her: 'Is he one

that will please the beadle? Tell me but this, my
darling.'

For an unhappy second Andrina held her breath,
then cried, like a frightened, yet rebellious, child:
Tan' Coba! Tan' Cobal Must I then love to
please the beadle?'

Again Jacoba was answered. And again, as if to
protect her, she drew the girl more closely towards
her. Love, what was love? To her, to Aalst Vlok-
man, to Klaartjc, what had it brought but sad-
ness?

'Andrintje,' she whispered, 'Andrintje . . .' but
found no words with which to frame her warning. A
moment longer she held her close, then, releasing
her, said quickly: 'See, my little one! - Here comes
Tan' Johanna from the poplar-grove.'

II

ANDRINA went back to the homestead with her
eggs, but she did not return to the garden. It

was in the kitchen that Mevrouw now needed her
help and she was kept busy there until the midday
meal was served. For this meal many extra guests
came up from the church-lands and it was at the
head of a crowded table in the dining-room that
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Mijnhcer took his seat and the pastor asked the
blessing.

The dining-room at Harmonic, occupying the
whole width of the house, was a passage room of
many doors and two high, many-paned windows,
framed and shuttered in dark, polished stink-wood,
One of these windows looked out ontothestoep and
garden, the other across the yard to Tan' Linda's
post-office. The room was so well-proportioned
that, as the living-room of the family, its use as a
passage-way had never been found inconvenient. li
it was a thoroughfare it was a. thoroughfare in whict
there was always space —and peace-in which to
linger. It was also the only room in the house, apan
from the kitchen, which possessed a fire-place. This
fire-place had folding stink-wood doors which, wher
closed, resembled those of a great wall-cup board,
On the coldest of winter evenings the fire-place was
opened and a fire built on the wide stone hearth or
each side of which stood a tall, vase-like, bras;
spittoon.

All the furniture in this spacious room-the
chairs strung with thongs of leather, the great brass-
bound chests, the tall corner cupboard-was, like
the doors, the window-frames and the fire-place, oi
dark, polished stink-wood or teak, and most of ''
had been made in the time of Stephan van del
Merwe's great-grandparents by slaves trained to
copy the work of European or Batavian masters
Against this dark setting, achieved so many years
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ago for the van der Merwe family by the labour of
slaves, there now shone the soft, shy, fair beauty of
old Piet Steenkamp's granddaughter, Andrina du
Toit And never, thought the Englishman, had
Andrina looked more beautiful than she did this
morning as, flushed and eager, shy and sensitive, her
eyes never daring to meet his own, she waited upon
Mevrouw van der Merwc's guests.

Under the influence of the pastor and Mijnheer
the talk round the table was at first mainly about
churdi matters. The pastor spoke of the mother-
church in Platkops dorp, of his work among his
people there, of the blessing that comes to all alike,
rich and poor, humble and gentle, in town or in
country, through the Sacraments ordained by a
Heavenly Father for the salvation and comfort of
His sinful children. And in that lofty, spacious
room there was no man, no woman, no child who was
not in some way the better for his simple discourse.
He spoke in Dutch, but now and then turned to the
Englishman and addressed him in slow, careful
Biblical English. To the Englishman, as a stranger
in their midst, courtesy was shown by all, and as the
talk became more general it was now the pastor, and
now Tan' Linda, who acted as interpreter for him,
Stephan van der Merwe's English was limited to but
a few words and phrases. Mevrouw had little more,
She was one of those rare beings whose wise and
natural kindness of heart, whose sympathy and
understanding, overcome the barriers of speech.
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The talk drifted to those who had already arrived
for the coming Sacrament and camped out in the
church-land. Did Tan' Betje Ferreira was men-
tioned. Many, many months, the pastor explained
to the Englishman, had Tan' Betje lain helpless on
her bed, and now, in answer to prayer, her pain had
been so much eased that it had been possible for her
son Hans to bring her to Harmanie for the Sacra-
ment on a swinging bed-frame in a borrowed wagon.
Hans was a good son and in young Betje he had a
goad daughter as old Betje had a good grandchild.
Poor they were, as so many Aangenaam people
were, but rich in their affection for one another.
Young Betje would make a good wife, and he, the
pastor, hoped there was truth in the report that Jan
Beyers wished to marry her. Jan Beyers was an
upright and well-doing young man, and Betje, for
her kindness to her grandmother, deserved a good
husband,

'But others also deserve good husbands,' cried
Tan' Linda, smiling archly across the table to
Andrina, 'Others alsol'

Andrina blushed and dared not raise her head.
Mevrouw, unable to follow these remarks in Eng-
lish, had yet guessed their import from the mention
of Jan Beyers's name, from Tan' Linda's archness,
and from Andrina's discomfiture. She drew An-
drina's hand into hers and smiling upon the pastor,
upon the Englishman, and upon that incurable
matchmaker Tan' Linda, said gently, but firmly:
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'To no one yet can I spare my little Andrintje.'
The talk passed on to other matters and slowly

Andrina regained her composure. Now and then she
heard the Englishman's voice — that sweet music to
her ears - and now and then she felt, for an instant,
his gaze upon her. But only once did he look at her
directly or directly address her. The meal was
almost over and Andrina was serving the large cups
of strong, black, bitter coffee with which it was
ending. As the Englishman took his cup, he smiled
at her gravely and said, so that she alone might
hear:

'And I too can spare my little Andrina to no one
else I'

12

THE Englishman's remark, made only for An-
drina to hear, had not been too low to be caught

by Tan' Linda's sharp and romance-loving ears.
Here was something, under her very nose, that she,
matchmaker to the entire valley, had never dreamed
ofl Andrina and the Englishman! Her heart leapt
with excitement, and with that ungrudging delight
in the love-fortune of others of which no self-pity,
no old-maidish regrets had ever robbed her. Andrina
and the Englishman! Here was a secret which
surely only she had guessed ! And so tremendous a
secret that it needed much self-control on her part
not to about it aloud in triumph. It was indeed the
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kind of secret that most appealed to her-the kind
that one hugged to one's heart as a treasure, knowing
all the while that at any moment it might slip from
one's keeping to explode like a bombshell upon an
astounded world. . . . Andrina and the Englishman I
A pity it was, she thought, that the young man was
not stronger. Still, he was stronger perhaps than he
imagined. And An drina knew a little English and
could nurse him in English. They would marry in
the church here, and afterwards the Englishman
would take her over the mountains to Princestown.
The Englishman's relatives there might perhaps not
be pleased at first, for she had heard that they were
proud. But of what could they be so proud? Had
not every Dutch family in the colony been settled at
the Cape long before the English came there?
Surely this was so, and she herself, Tan' Linda,
would explain to them that, although the Stcenkamps
were now so poor, they were the descendants of a
schoolmaster who had come out to the colony in the
early eighteenth century. Quite probably the first
Steenkamp had preached as well as taught, Almost
certainly he had. So that perhaps one might be
justified in calling him a pastor. And what fault
could be found with the descendants of a pastor?
However poor they might be they were still the
descendants of a pastor and so, of course, of good
family. Yes, certainly Andrina was of good family.
Dne had but to look at her to see it, so quiet was she
in her ways, so gentle in her speech. Aa for Jan
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Beyers - the sooner that young man married Betje
Ferreira the better. And she must see about it He
had not yet, so far as she knew, had an opportunity
of delivering his letter to Andrina. And he must
have none.

Tan' Linda's thoughts carried her out gaily to
the post-office and might have carried her further
had they not been met here by Jan Beyers himself.
The young man was standing awkwardly by the
padlocked door and gave her a sheepish greeting as
she crossed the yard.

'It was you that I was thinking of, Jan Beyers,'

she said, fitting the key to the padlock, Tome in,
now!'

Together they entered the little office, and Tan'
Linda, sitting down at her table, motioned the
young man to the seat by the door.

'Jan Beyers,' she said, plunging at once, with
cheerful decision, into the young man's affairs:
'Look now I It was a mistake that I made when I
gave you the name of Andrina du Toit for your wife.
It is Bctje Ferreira that you must many. Give me
your letter and I will now change the name from
Andrina to Bctjc.'

'No, what, Juffrouw,' said the young man miser-
ably, producing his letter but not giving it up,
'Andrina' a and not Betje's is the name that I will
keep for my letter. That is how it is with me now I'

'Jan Beyers,' cried Tan' Linda in alarm, 'what
mean you?'
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'No, what, Juffrouwl Did not you yourself first
choose Andrina for me? Why now must I marry
Betjc?'

Jan Beyers, when first I chose Andrina for you
you would not hear her name! Why now will you
hear no other?'

'No, what,' confided the young man in his misery.
'See how it is I So soon as Andrina said that she
would not take my letter, then I knew it was she
and not Bctje Ferreira or Toontje van Niekerk that
I wished to marry. And three whole hours has
it been so with me now. It was for this that I
came to you. To ask you to speak with Andrina for
me.'

'Now look, now, Jan Beyers,' said Tan' Linda
firmly, 'if Andrina has said that she will not have
your letter it is now finished I Can a man take a wife
against her will?'

'No, what,' persisted the young man obstinately,
'but surely if you and the beadle speak for me
Andrina will take my letter I'

'The beadle I' cried Tan' Linda in amazement.
The beadle? And what then has the beadle to do
with Andrina's letter?'

The young man grew hot and uncomfortable. He
had not meant to mention the beadle. He had not
meant to mention the two plough-oxen. Now,
having mentioned the former, he knew himself
doomed to mention the latter. Miserably his gaze
travelled round that little room and rested at last on
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the flat-iron which did duty as a weight on Tan'

Linda's scales.
'I met now the beadle in the river bed this morn-

ing, and he spoke with me about Andrina du To it,'

he said at last.
'And what did he say, Jan Beyers?'
'No, what, Juffirouw,' said the young man un-

happily, plunging to his doom, 'he said that to the
man that married Andrina there would go the two
plough-oxen from his lands.'

For one amazed and delirious moment Tan' Linda
allowed herself to picture the beadle presenting his
two plough-oxen to the Englishman. But only for
a moment. God might know what lay behind the
beadle and his oxen, but she certainly did not, and
had no time at present to explore this mystery. It
was Jan Beyers whom she had now to settle, and
settled the young man should be.

'Tell me, now,' she cried, wagging an accusing
finger at him, 'tell me, now I Is it Andrina or the
two plough-oxen that have run three hours through
your mind?'

'No, what, Juffrouw,' protested the young man
foolishly, 'no, what I'

'You see how it is, Jan Beyers I The beadle has
but to say oxen to you and you run where oxen may
be found. So you will run after cattle all the days of
your life, crying out for a wife, if you da not now
settle your mind by marrying one that has none.
Well you know, Jan Beyers, that this is your weak-
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ness and that all men laugh at it. Take now Bctje
Ferrcira, that has but a sewing-machine to bring to
you, and all men will speak well of you. Believe
me, Jan Beyers, if you do this, when you come
at night to your house where Betje sits working
the sewing-machine, the noise that she makes will
be like music in your ears and you will think no
more of Toontje and her sheep or Andrina and her
oxen.'

Very slowly the young man drew his letter out of
its envelope. He felt vaguely that somewhere Tan'

Linda's reasoning was at fault, but he knew well that
he was incapable of discovering this fault, and that
even if he could discover it and face her with it, she
would refuse to be abashed into silence. There was
no hope for him now but in marriage. Life for
him, as a bachelor, seemed now but a series of
complications in which the ways of women were
rapidly becoming as incomprehensible to him as
had always been the ways of God. With neither
God nor women, so far as he could see, could one
ever be sure of driving a good bargain. The ways
of God, he knew, would never be made clear to
him. Marriage might perhaps bring some explana-
tion of the ways of women. . . . He held out his
letter.

'No, what, JuflFrouw,' he said. 'Change now the
name and I will take it to Betje, '
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THOUGH the Englishman's remark had sent Tan'
Linda so gaily to the work of building castles

for others in Spain, Andrina herself gave no thought
to anything but the actual present. In her life of
daily, hourly service to others she had found the
future of but little consequence, and had never,
like other young girls, 'made plans' for it. True
she had dreamed of the Englishman, but his
coming again to Harmonic had been for her but a
divine accident, as every meeting with him since
had been, and though she had surprised Tan' Linda
by 'finding her way to a man' unaided, to make of
these accidents the building material of a future to
be shared with the Englishman was quite beyond
her. Andrina knew only that the Englishman was
here: that twice he had told her she was adorable,
which for her meant greatly beloved: and that once
he had kissed her. Beyond a prayer that he might
some day kiss her again she never ventured. But she
lived for that kiss.

To the future the Englishman gave scarcely marc
thought than did Andrina. In his role of invalid the
present alone was his, and he would make the most of
it, and of his independence. And quickly too, for
that fellow, Jan Beyers, or whoever he was, might be
crapping up again, and what now would life at
Harmonic be without that young girl's rare shy
beauty, her charm, her tears, her quick response to
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his moods, an d her abandonment, so gentle, and yet so
absolute, to his caresses? Andrina had answered to
his touch, to his lips, as not one of his cousin Emily's
daughters would yield to any man's . . . that flag-
post Henrietta for instance . . . or Jane. As always
when his thoughts reached his cousin Emily's
daughters - and strangely at the time they travelled
no farther than this - the young man became unjust,
knew it, and continued wilfully to indulge in his
injustice,

The Englishman had gone out to his own room
from the dining-room when Tan' Linda hurried off
to the post-office, and for some time he sat there in a
patch of sunlight by his table, smoking his pipe.
Through the open doorway he could see straight
down the wide path between the house and the
garden, and beyond it to the poplar-grove, and be-
yond that to the church. From the church-land came
the pleasant drowsy hum of a life which the midday
heat was not yet strong enough to silence entirely.
About the homestead too there was a constant com-
ing and going, and only far Jantje and little Mag-
dalena had Mevrouw to-day insisted on the midday
rest. Andrina, the Englishman knew, was now
settling the children in their room and would
presently be leaving to join Tan' Linda in the post-
office. He rose from the table and, taking up an
inkpot lately filled for him from the larger one in
the post-office, emptied it deliberately out of the
window into the garden.
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As she left the children's room Andrina heard
the Englishman call her by name. To the young girl
any call meant an appeal for help or for service to be
rendered at once. She ran quickly down the stoep
steps and crossed the path to the Englishman's
room.

'Mijnheer called?' she asked, 'There is something
he needs?'

'It wasn't Mijnheer who called,' said the English-
man, smiling at her eagerness.

'But, Mijnheer,' said Andrina faintly, overcome
by the impertinence of her intrusion if he had not
called, 'just now . . . on the stocp . . . surely I did
hear Mijnhecr call?'

'Not Mijnheer,' insisted the Englishman gently.
'Have you forgotten my name so quickly, Andrina?'

'I have not forgotten it, Mijnheer breathed
Andrina, very low. She was rebuked, and still more
rebuked when the Englishman said quietly:

'Well?'

He waited. Andrina, breathing quickly, whis-
pered at last:

'If Mijnheer means that it was Any who called
me, will Arty tell me what it is that he wants?
Juffirouw de Neysen waits in the post-office.'

'If Any tells you all that he wants Juffrouw de
Neysen will wait a long time in the post-office,' said
the Englishman. He held out his hand and, clasping
hers, drew her towards him. 'Do you know now
what adorable means, Andrina?'
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Andrina nodded, 'I did look for it in the diction-
ary in the post-office,' ahc said ahyly.

'Whatl' cried the Englishman, throwing' back his
head with a shout of laughter. Then, seeing her
distress, he added quickly: 'And what did the post-
office dictionary say?'

'If Mijhhecr laughs how can I tell him?' asked
Andrina, flushed and shaken. She freed her hand,
but it was caught and held again. She felt herself
drawn towards him, yielding her body in ecstasy to
his embrace. Her heart beat wildly, yet all her
movements were quiet, and in the same childish
way in which she had buried her head against
Tan' Coba's shoulder in the orchard she now buried
it against the Englishman's.

'Look up, Andrina ''
Andrina looked up, and in the face above her

own there was no laughter now, only that dear,
strange gravity which had so thrilled her the night
before. The Englishman kissed her-her mouth,
her brow, her eyes.

'It was for this I called you he murmured. 'For
this and this . . . and this. Will you come when I
call you again, Andrina?'

'Mijnheer knows,' whispered Andrina.
'But why are you crying . . . why are you cry-

ing?'
'That also Mijnheer knows.'
'No, he doesn't, Andrina. Mijnheer knows noth-

ing. Nothing I'
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'Airy then,' whispered Andrina, smiling through
her tears. 'Any knows.' Gently, but with a decision
which he did not attempt to frustrate, she freed her-
self from the Englishman's arms. In the doorway
she turned. 'Mijnhcer is sure that he did not call
me for something else that he needs?'

'Quite sure, Andrina. Quite, quite sure.'
She was gone. And only when she had been

some time gone did the young man remember his
empty inkpot, his cousins Henrietta and Jane, and
the fellow called Jan Beyers.

WHILE Andrina and the Englishman lived wholly
in the present, and Tan' Lin da busied hers elf

with the future, it was of the past that Jacoba thought
- and the past for her, as for Aalst Vlokman, meant
Klaartje.

Klara Andrina, the youngest by many years of
Fiet Steenkamp's three daughters, had been but a
child when her mother died and Johanna, hard,
righteous and curiously bitter for her age, began
to rule her father's house. To her ruling, upheld
by old Fiet Stccnkamp, who recognized in hia
eldest daughter his own grim Stcenkamp upright-
ness, Jacobs, so incurably diffident and humble,
had yielded without question, Klaartje, even as a
child, had rebelled against it. In the end, in that
wild and rebellious girlhood through which Jacoba
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alone had held her affection, she had fled from it,
Of Klaartjc's flight from the valley to Platkops

dorp Johanna could never think without shame,
Jacoba without sorrow, or the beadle without
remorse. It happened in the year that Aalst VIok-
man, so surprisingly to Klaartjc, came courting
gentle and timid Jacoba. To Klaartje, dear as she
was, Jacoba was already a settled old maid [Johanna
from her cradle had never been anything else] and
in Aalst Vlokman the young girl saw nothing but a
morose and gloomy elderly man. Aalst Vlokman
was at that time riding transport between Platkops
dorp and Frincestown village, taking in the Aan-
gcnaam valley as occasion arose. He was much less
ancient than his looks and his outlook on life sug-
gested to the gay intolerance of Klaartje's youth, but
that Jacoba loved him was no more amazing to
Klaartjc than it was to Johanna.

To Johanna the discovery that Jacoba loved Aalst
Vlokman came, in fact, as a heavy blow. Jacoba was
the one being whom she completely dominated, and
moral domination was at once Johanna's craving and
her curse, her weakness and her strength. If Aalst
Vlokman married Jacoba, Jacob a would have but a
change of masters for her soul, but what would there
be left to Johanna? Whom then would she rule?
Klaartjc? No one would ever rule Klaartjc. Not
even, thought Johanna grimly, God Himself.

Though the elder woman had never actually for-
bidden, as in her complete domination she might

''4



THE B E A D L E

well have done, Aalst Vlokman's courtship of Jacoba,
she hai from the first deliberately ignored the possi-
bility of its ending in marriage. To Aalst Vlokman
she was cold, and warm only in resentment. To
Jacoba she was both bullying and protective. Jacoba
could accept with meekness the bullying of herself,
but Johanna's treatment of Aalst Vlokman filled her
with anguish. And gradually it roused in the tran-
sport-rider a resentment equal to Johanna's own.
The battle between them was for the possession of
Jacoba, and Each of them knew it. But it was com-
plicated, and held up indefinitely, by the intrusion of
Klaartje.

Klaartje, gay, rebellious, laughter-loving, to tease
Johanna and encourage the transport-rider, began
flirting with Aalst Vlckman herself. Johanna must
not be allowed to drive this gloomy, respectable,
middle-aged man away from the house while her
dear Jacoba, astounding as it was, seemed actually
to love him. She, Klaartje, would do her best for
them. And when they married she would go and
live with them in Flatkops dorp. She would do any-
thing, anything! to get away from the valley to
Flatkops dorp. . . . Her talk to Aalst VIokman was
always of Platkops dorp. A distant cousin of her
mother, Tan' Truitje, kept the coffee-house there,
Tan' Truitje was a relative of whom neither Piet
Stecnkamp nor his daughter Johanna approved.
But Klaartje began sending messages by Aalst
Vlokman to Tan' Truitje, and Tan' Truitje not only
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sent messages back again but little gifts from one of
the Platkops stores. Her youngest daughter had
lately married and she would be glad, she said,
if Klaartje would come and live with her at the
coffee-house, as daughter and help, in Lijsbcth's
place.

Of Tan' Truitje's invitation Klaartje spoke to no
one, not even to her dear but old-maidish Jacoba.
But she was more determined than ever now to get
to Flatkops dorp and impatient of the delay involved
by the slowness of Aalst Vlokman's courtship.
Daringly she took the transport-rider into her con-
fidence. He must help her. He could see for himself
what her sister Johanna was like, and her father had
ears only for Johanna. She would die if she could
nut get away from Johanna to Tan' Truitjc in Plat-
kops dorp. Yes, die. And how would Aalst Vlok-
man like to think of her dead when he might now so
easily save her? He had but to take her, hidden
away in his wagon, on his next journey to Flatkops
dorp and her life would be saved.

Aalst Vlokman had saved her life. Secretly one
evening she had joined his wagon while an a sup-
posed visit to neighbours, and he had taken her to
Tan' Truitje at the coffee-house. And he had arrived
at the coffee-house with the knowledge, heavy as a
sin upon his soul, that he was no longer Jacoba's
lover but Klaartje's.

From the coffee-house Klaartje had refused to
return to the valley when advised by the pastor to do
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so. The pastor, who did not see in Tan' Truitje- a
kind-hearted and easy-going woman - the evil that
was so apparent to Piet Steenkamp and his daughter
Johanna, wrote to Mijnhccr van der Mcrwe begging
him to get Fiet Steenkamp's parental consent for
Klaartje to remain with her cousin. Fiet Stecnkamp'a
consent—or his daughter Johanna's — was given in
three words: 'Let her stay.' His forgiveness he
would not give. When on his visits to Harmonic
the pastor spoke with him of Klaartje, he gave no
answering word. Nor did Johanna. Only Jacoba,
slipping up to the homestead, would beg for
further news of her darling and send her, by the
pastor, a few eggs, a few cinnamon biscuits, some
dried fruit, perhaps, marvellously secreted from
Johanna, and evidence at once of her poverty and
her love.

Of Aalst Vlokman's full share in Klaartje's flight
none but Jacoba at first had guessed. She alone had
realized the nature of his slowly-awakened interest
in the girl, and to the humble-minded woman it
seemed but natural and inevitable that Klaartje
should be preferred before her. What did not seem
natural, what seemed indeed incomprehensible, was
that Klaartje did not return his love. This added
sorrow to her sorrow. She longed to hear that
Klaartje had married Aalst Vlokman. She was never
to hear it

To the grim satisfaction of Johanna, Aalst Vlok-
man came no more to the valley, and from the pastor
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Jacoba learnt that his work lay now from Platkops
dorp up-country. Later he joined one of Mijnhecr
van der Merwe's sons on an expedition to the Kala-
hari desert, and rendering him good service there
earned the gratitude of Mijnhecr himself. Klaartje
remained with Tan' Truitje at the coffee-house.

Every bit of news that came to her of Klaartjc
and of Aalst Vlokman Jacoba treasured. Against
neither of them could she harbour any bitterness, of
neither of them could she think any evil. Dnly
when word came to the valley that Klaartjc had
married young Herman du Toit was she troubled.
She begged then to be allowed to go to Flatkops dorp
to see her. She was forbidden. And when, a few
months later, Klaartje, deserted by Herman du Toit,
returned to the coffee-house and died in giving birth
to Andrina, it was Johanna, not Jacoba, who went
with her father to fetch the child. Herman du Toit
had by then disappeared up-country. Klaartje's
child was thus, said Johanna grimly, an orphan.
And this was all that Johanna had ever deigned to
tell the valley about Klaartje's child.

It was of these things that Jacoba thought as she
went slowly up to the house from the orchard- of
these things and of Aalst Vbkman's return to the
valley when Andrina was four years old. Thirteen
years it was since he had come back to Harmonic
with Mijnhecr van der Merwe's son. Thirteen
years had he worked the lands once worked for
Mijnheer by old Fiet Steenkamp, and thirteen years
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had he lived in the low mud house with old
Fiet Steenkamp's daughters. Thirteen years . . .
and not once in all that time had he spoken to Jacoba
of Klaartje-not once had he shown to Klaartjc's
child any kindness. Yet now, unknown to them all,
he had offered his two plough-oxen to Jan Bey era as
a marriage portion for Andrina — and Andrina had
refused Jan Beyers.

OF Andrina' s refusal of Jan Beyers, making the
sacrifice of his two plough-oxen futile, the

beadle did not immediately learn. He was conscious,
at the midday meal, of a peculiar ironic triumph in
Johanna's attitude towards himself, and of a wordless
sympathy in Jacoba's, both of which vaguely irri-
tated and disturbed him. But neither Andrina nor
Jan Beyers was mentioned. Nor, throughout the
afternoon and evening, did he again come across the
young man who was, in fact, not yet so intent upon
the pursuit of Betje Ferreira as to be careless of the
possible inconvenience which a too early meeting
with the beadle might cause him. The young man's
progress, though now definitely in the direction of
Betje and her sewing-machine, was still cautious.

The gathering round the church included now
all those who had journeyed from a distance to wit-
ness the confirmation service (others might still be
expected later for the Sacrament), and in the evening
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this service was held. Andrina, who had drrssed at
the homestead, so that, at Mevrouw's own wish, she
might go down to the church with Mevrouw, wore
the made-up white dress freshly ironed by Johanna.
The secret of the little pink roses still lay in the sis-
ters' wagon-chest awaiting the dawn of Sacrament
Sunday.

As at the examination before the elders so now,
for their confirmation, the candidates took their scats
in separate groups of girls and boys before the pulpit.
The rest of the congregation, Johanna and Jacoba
among them, sat in the body of the church. The
beadle occupied his stool in front of the vestry door.
He was free to-night from the torture of self-examin-
ation, but until the question of her marriage with
Jan Beyers was settled his mind could not be at rest,
or his heart at peace, about Klaartje's Andrina. To-
morrow, if nothing were said to him by Johanna
(Jacobs, he knew, would not be allowed by Johanna
to speak), he would seek out the young man himself.
. . . There were other things perhaps that he could
add to his oxen. . . . Yes. . . . But surely Jan
Beyers could not forgo his oxen I Surely the Lord
would not refuse his sacrifice I Surely Johanna would
insist upon Andrina's accepting so good a match as
Jan Beyers I Everything pointed to the success of
his scheme for saving Andrina from the English-
man, yet nothing brought him assurance.

The service, so simple and yet so moving to those
who took part in it, passed almost unheeded by Aalst
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Vlokman. Of the pastor's address to the candidates
he heard little, and what he heard seemed but to
make his share in the question of Andrina's mar-
riage, and safety in marriage, more urgent. As in
the arbour to Andrina so now in the pulpit it was
on the fatherhood of God that the pastor dwelt, and
on the duties of those who, by joining the church,
acknowledged themselves His children and accepted
the responsibilities of their sonship. There were
some, said the pastor, who had no earthly father.
Let them remember that they were never out of the
care of their heavenly Father. Try as he might no
man could escape the justice of God, but let them
remember also, as His children, that no man could
escape His care, His mercy, and His love. In
earthly relationships parents might forget what they
owed to their children and remember only the duty
that their children owed to them. With God there
was no forgetting, no failing in His care, no stinting
of His mercy, no withdrawing of His love. And was
there a man before him now who could answer before
his God that he had not once but many times failed
his children in justice and in mercy, in care and in
love?

After this strange close to his address it was through
a mist of tears that Jacoba saw her darling bow in
affirmation to the promises made on her behalf by
the pastor. The beadle saw nothing. Only when
the pastor came down from the pulpit to greet each
candidate with a handshake u an accepted member
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of the church did he rouse himself to some thing
more than a mechanical interest in his duties.
Standing in front uf the pulpit was an elder, who read
aloud the names of the new members as each in turn
moved up to the pastor. At the name of Andrina du
Toit a force stronger than his will compelled the
beadle to raise his head and look across the church.
His gaze met Johanna's and was answered by a slow
and ironic twist of Johanna's grim lips.

ON the following morning the beadle went down
earlier than was his custom to open the church

and see that all was in order there. He had slept
badly and this added to the gloom of his outlook.
His body was now, like his mind, in need of rest and
for neither in his present uncertainty about Andrina a
future could he obtain rest. Somehow, but not too
obviously, he must seek out Jan Beyers and learn
the fate of bis letter to Andrina. But it was not easy
for him to walk casually through the church-land in
search of Jan Beyers. Beadle though he was, and
intense as was the brooding, speechless love he had
for the church, in the church-lands he was a stranger.
No man greeted him with affection there and some,
he knew, deliberately avoided him. It was not that
he was an outcast To be an outcast one must first
have been a member of the community from which
one is expelled. And never, in spite of his position
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as bcadh, had Aalst Ylokman been accepted as
member of the Aangenaam community. He owed
his position entirely to services rendered to Mijn-
heer's son up-country, and from it he had made no
advances himself and had repulsed the advances of
others. To go through the church-land in search
uf Jan Beyers now was something of an ordeal to
him.

Jan Beyers had out spanned at the far end of the
church-land. To reach him there, casually, would be
as great an achievement for the beadle as to reach
the North Pole would be to a more adventurous
spirit. But, with no clear idea as to what he would
say to the young man when he met him, Aalst Vluk-
man set out. Half-way across the land he was
greeted by a thin and old, but not unpleasant voice
from a covered wagon.

'Beadle!' cried the voice. 'Beadle! How goes it
with you, beadle?'

The beadle turned aside and approached the
wagon. On the swinging bed-frame lay old Betje
Ferreira, come to Harmonic for her last Sacrament.
The old woman was a pleasant, friendly soul whom
pain had neither intimidated nor embittered. Never
had she expected to make this journey to Harmonic
again. Never had she expected to partake again of
the Lord's Supper. Yet, praise be to God for His
goodness and mercy, here she was, and to all, even
to the morose and gloomy beadle, she must pro-
claim it.
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'Look, beadle she said, holding out her hand in
greeting, 'is it not a miracle that the Lord has worked
for me? Such kindness as is shown to me here by all
in the church-land! Leak now, this wagon that
Mijnheer de Jager lent to my son Hans to bring
me here . . . his oxen also! In all the Aangenaam
valley there is not such another son as my son Hans is
to me. No3 surely there is not, nor such a grandchild
as his daughter Betj e cither. . . . And now this day I
shall take the Sacrament with them, I that never
thought to come again to Harmonic. Beadle, have I
not much to thank the Lord for?'

'You have that answered Aalst Vlokman, 'and
all men can see that you thank Him.' He spoke with
conviction. How it had happened he could not say,
but the old woman's greeting had moved him as he
had not, for many years, been moved by anything
which did not concern himself or Klaartje's Andrina.
Her wagon was for him an oasis in that wilderness of
unfriendly souls which he must cross to reach Jan
Beyers. And never before, in all the thirteen years
of his service, had Aalst Vlokman struck such an
oasis.

The old woman smiled in content.
'And why said she, 'should I hide it from them

that I thank Him? Much, much I have to praise
Him for I My grandchild Betje, now —my son
Hans's daughter-she that frum a little child has
looked after me. Know you what He has done for
her, our heavenly Father?'
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'What has He done, Mevrouw?'
'Have you not then heard?' cried old Betje, "who

in the friendliness of her own soul could never easily
grasp the isolation of another's. 'Have you not then
heard? All through the church-land it is known
already that Jan Beyers last night brought my grand-
daughter Betje a letter and asked her to marry him.
Yes, Jan Beyers, that men said always would never
take him a wife that was poor, brought a letter that
went: "My beloved Betje, long, long have I loved
you. . . ." Yes, to our child he brought it, though
well he knew she had little but her sewing-machine
to take to the man that she marries. . . .'

'And is she then to marry him,' asked the beadle,
gripping hold of a spoke in the wagon wheel, '- your
Betje?'

'Surely,' cried the old woman, triumphant. 'Is
it not a miracle in Jan Beyers that the Lord has
worked for our Betje? And is it for us to go against
the miracles of the Lord? No, no, beadlcl Well you
know that a man may try but never can he escape the
will of God!'

The beadle knew it. Useless now would be his
journey to the far corner of the land. Useless was
the offer of his two plough-oxen to Jan Beyers.
The Lord had refused his sacrifice. He turned
and, blind to all around him, went back to the
church.



T H E B E A D L E

RUNNING quickly dawn the pathway from the
homestead to the low mud house came Andrina,

to join her aunts for the Sacrament. In the doorway,
in her best black calico gown and sun-bonnet, stood
Johanna, Bible in hand, ready and waiting.

'Be quick then, Andrina,' she said. Tan' Cob
waits in the room,'

Andrina ran into the room. Jacoba, also in her
best black calico gown and sun-bonnet, stood at the
head of the bed. Spread out on the bed was that
glory of little pink roses and little blue flowers, the
new Sacrament dress.

'Tan' Coba,' cried Andrina.
She stopped short, gazing at the miracle on the

bed -then swift as a bird was in Tan' Cuba's
arms.

'It is from Tan' Johanna,' said Jacoba, holding
her fast 'She gave it. She made it l 'Tan' Johanna,
my darling!'

'Tan' Johanna,7 cried Andrina, 'Tan' Johanna,'
She turned. Johanna, grim, forbidding, Bible in

hand stood now in the bedroom doorway. Andrina
went shyly, quickly towards her. Not far many
years new had Johanna kissed or embraced her
niece or been kissed and embraced by her. For a
second Andrina hesitated, then suddenly, mastering
her shyness, put her arms round Tan' Johanna's
neck, kissed her stern lips, and very gently pressed
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her soft round cheek against the withered brown
one.

Johanna was moved. She had bought the print
to revenge herself upon the beadle. The news of
Andrina's refusal of Jan Beyers had added to the
bitter-sweet satisfaction of her revenge. But An-
drina's delight, her gratitude, her quick, shy caress
aroused within her a deeper and nobler emotion. Yet
all she said was, somewhat sharply:

'Be quick then, Andrina.'

Quickly Andrina slipped out of the 'made-up
white dress she had worn on the previous day and
stood shyly before her aunts in her plain white calico
underslip and petticoat. She was painfully conscious,
before them of the size of her firm round breasts
filling out the plain white expanse of her slip. She
was unhappy about her breasts, and, though she Could
not say why, ashamed of them. They were one of
the many mysteries of her mysteriously developing
body —and she was afraid of her body. That her
breasts were the glory of her dawning womanhood
was a fact which she was as yet incapable of realizing.
If she had known how to make them small again
she would have made them small. In some strange
way their size seemed not only a reproach to her-
self but a reproach to Tan' Johanna. With Tan'
Jacoba it was different. Even shameful things were
somehow robbed of their shame in Jacoba'a gentle
presence.

It was Jacoba who held up the new dress and
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drew it over her shoulders and buttoned it across her
breast. It fitted. The miracle was complete.

'Look then, Johanna,' cried Jacoba in triumphant
amazement Surely the Lord had guided Johanna's
shears ' Surely He had guided her needle '

Johanna smiled grimly. Whatever were her feel-
ings, no further emotion did she mean to display.
Yet it was she who suddenly took down the little
mirror from behind the door and held it out to
Andrina.

'See how it sits at the neck,' she said.
Andrina took the mirror, and began suddenly

to tremble. Was it herself she saw in that little
crystal well deep within its rim of shells? Was this
the Englishman's 'adorable child'? Was it those
eyes, those lips, that the Englishman had kissed?
Was she indeed beautiful enough, as she saw herself
now, for the Englishman to love? She could not
believe it. She dared not hope it. Panic seized her
and, speechless, she returned the mirror to Tan'
Johanna.

'Be quick now,' said Johanna, replacing it on the
Wall.

Andrina tied on her stiffly starched white sun-
bonnet, so like the white tent of a wagon, took up
her Bible and followed her aunts out of the little
house. In the church-land old Jafta was ringing the
bell which had once been the slave-bell, and men,
women and children were moving slowly in little
groups towards the church. The morning air was
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crisp and bright and clear, the sky cloudless. For
Stephan van dcr Merwe the scene around the church,
the white tented wagons, the dying fires at which
had been prepared the early coffee and breakfasts,
the patient, grazing cattle in the veld around the
land, the fresh, yellow-green of the poplar bush, the
square white church with its dark thatched roof, and
the people moving towards the door at the call of the
old slave-bell, was a scene which year after year never
failed to move him. And never before had it failed,
as to-day it failed, to move, with a more bitter
intensity, Aalst Volkman, the beadle.

Within the church, his mind held by the thought
that the Lord had refused his sacrifice, Aalst Vlok-
man went about his duties like a man groping his
way through an evil dream. Old Tan' Bctjc had
been carried into the church and made comfortable
on a low wooden bed-frame, Young Betje was with
her, and by her side, sheepish yet somehow convey-
ing an air of bravado, sat Jan Beyers. In the Har-
mon ie seats were Mijnheer and Mevrouw, Jantje
and his parents, Tan' Linda and the Englishman.
The Englishman had come at his own urgent
request. He knew enough Dutch, he thought, to
follow part of the service and this was surely a way
of learning more. He was encouraged, surprisingly,
in this venture by Tan' Linda. The beadle, strangely
fatalistic now, accepted his presence as but another
proof that his sacrifice had not been acceptable to
his God.

129 E



THE B E A D L E

Among the last of the congregation to enter were
Johanna and Jacoba Steenkamp with their niece
Andrina. Johanna came first, moving with her
accustomed grim determination to the opposite
side of the passage-way from that occupied by the
Harmonic household. Jacoba, with beating heart,
followed her sister. So agitated was Jacob a. that
it might have been she, not Johanna, who had
bought the print and so daringly cut it. It might
have been she, not the beadle, who, in the face of
the congregation, was to receive this amazing proof
of Johanna's moral temerity. So did timid, gentle
Jacoba invariably burden her heart with the possible
anxieties and sufferings of others. And the shock to
the beadle now was all that Johanna had hoped far,
all that Jacob a had feared.

As the sisters entered the church, Aalst Vlokman
was mounting the pulpit with the pastor's Bible.
He looked down from the pulpit upon them, and, as
they took their seats, saw Klaartje's Andrina stand
for a second alone in the passage-way in all the shy
glory of her new Sacrament dress. She did not, as in
his agony he expected her to do, smile across to the
Englishman in the Harmonic pew. She looked
neither to right nor to left out of the deep white tent
of her sun-bonnet. But in that bitter moment of
Johanna's triumph it was ta the beadle as if God,
having first refused his sacrifice, had dealt him now a
deliberate blow.
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18

THE CDmmunion service was over and in the
brilliant sunshine in front of the church door

men and women greeted each other and spoke kindly
to the young communicants. Andrina, standing'

shyly by the side of her aunts, listened tu the talk
around her but took no part in it. She was happy,
and though in her communion Christ had still
remained a vague and shadowy figure to her, and His
sacrifice an incomprehensible mystery, her heart
had been drawn as it had never been drawn before
to the serene, beneficent and gentle God who had
brought the Englishman back to Harmonic and
given her the new print dress. What had she done
to deserve such joy as the Englishman brought her?
She could not tell. She could not deserve it. It was
as far beyond the limits of her deserts as was the sky
above the heavens. There was indeed, to her sim-
plicity and innocence, but one explanation - she
owed her dear and secret happiness directly to the
Heavenly Father of whose love and care the pastor
had assured her.

The little group in front of the doorway was
joined by Mevrouw who, greeting Johanna and
Jacoba, begged that Andrina might return to the
homestead at once. She could not, she said, get on
without Andrina's help. More and more, as she now
grew old, did she depend upon the child. Was she
selfish? Then they must forgive an old woman's
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selfishness and remember the place that Andrina held
in her heart. Seldom had she helped to prepare a
candidate whose confirmation had so pleased her as
Andrina's, It had been a joy to her to see the child
receive the Sacrament with her aunts. -She knew it
had been a jay to them to receive it with her. Might
Andrina long be spared to them, and they to An-
drina, in the never-failing care of our Father.

Andrina, blushing a little in the depths uf her
sun-bonnet at Mevrouw's praise, had taken leave of
her aunts and set off swiftly for the homestead. As
she passed the poplar-grove, some one called to her
gently, urgently, commandingly: 'AndrinaI An-
drina ' Andrinal' and the beadle, from the vestry
window, saw the Englishman join her. . . .

Half an hour later the beadle went up to the low
mud house for his midday meal. He knew that
he must not expect to find Andrina with her aunts,
yet, as he took his seat, he said morosely:

'Where then is Andrina?'
'And where would she be but with Mcvrouw at

the house,' answered Johanna sharply. Her triumph
had left Johanna unexpectedly nervous and irritable,
and the sharpness of her tone now betrayed her.
The beadle, with the cunning of bitterness and
suffering, was quick to seize the advantage it gave
him.

'la it then a doll that Mevrouw now wants in her
house?' he asked.

Johanna controlled herself.
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'Well you know, Aalst Vlokman,' she said, 'that
Andrina is no doll.'

'Is she not? Is she not? ' cried the beadle. And
he added bitterly: 'Like a doll in a Platkops store
was she dressed this day for the Sacrament, and all
the world could see it!'

Johanna made no answer. Jacoba, glancing
swiftly from her sister to Aalst Vlokman, hung her
head so that they might not see her foolish tears. A
doll! A doll! Her darling a doll? And as if in
direct reply to this cry from her heart the beadle
repeated:

'Like a doll have you dressed her — a doll for the
Englishman to play with

The beadle's reference to the Englishman, so
startling to Jacob a, made, surprisingly, little impres-
sion upon Johanna, for it was now that that grim and
silent woman gave expression to the accumulated
bitterness of years. Exasperated beyond the endur-
ance of her present and unaccustomed nervous irrit-
ability, she turned on the beadle and said:

Tell me now, Aalst Vlokman, is it for you to say
how Andrina shall dress? . . . By what right should
you say it? Is it for you to choose the man that
Andrina shall marry? . . . By what right should you
choose him? Is it for you to give your plough-oxen
to the man that she marries? . . . By what right
should you give them? What is Klaartje's child to
you? Answer me that, Aalst Vlokman ' Answer me
thatl'
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It was not Aalst Vlokman who spoke, but Jacoba.
'Johanna,' she cried imploringly, 'Johanna!'
'Be still, then, Jacoba I' cried Johanna sharply.

And to the beadle she said, grimly, triumphantly:
'Well you know what your right is, Aalst Vlokman,
and well I know it. Make known your right to all
the world and afterwards it will be for you to say
what Andrina shall wear and whom she shall marry.
But not till your right is known to all the world shall
you say it!'

Again Jacob a cried imploringly: 'Johanna! Jo-
hanna!'

But Johanna, careless now of whom else she might
wound in wounding the beadle, and bent upon
wounding him further, was not to be checked.

'Look now, Aalst Vlokman,' she said. 'The day
that you spoke before the child of the things that
were said in Platkops dorp about Klaartje, that
day it was that I went down to the Jew-woman's
store and got the print far Andrina's dress. But
Jacoba-she also went. She also, because of the
things that you said that day, bought a present for
Klaartje's Andrina. Wait now, and you shall see
it

She rose from the table and, going into the bed-
room, returned with the little shell-rimmed mirror.

'Look now, Aalst Vlokman,' she said, propping
it up against a dish on the table before him, 'look
well now into Jacob a'a present, fur there you will see
the face of the man that took Klaartje to Platkops
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dorp and yet thinks he can say what Andrina shall
wear and whom she shall marry I'

For a second Aalst Vlokman looked. But the face
he saw was not the face of the man who had taken
Klaartjc to Platkops dorp. It was the face of a man
abandoned by his God. In a bitter desolation of
spirit-his sacrifice refused, his fears ignored, his
weakness taunted-he rose from the table and left
the house. His rising jerked the mirror from its rest
against the dish. It slid across the table, slipped over
the edge, and fell with a cxash against the beadle's
stool.
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AFTER the Sacrament life slipped quickly into its
quieter groove at Harmonic. The little gather-

ing round the church dispersed: the pastor re-
turned to Flatkops dorp: Magdalena and her parents
went back to their farm in the Caroline district.
Only Jantje and the Englishman remained at Har-
monic. Jantje was not yet strong enough, Mevrouw
thought, for the long journey to Caroline. And to
comfort him for the loss of Magdalena it was
arranged that Andrina should stay on at the home-
stead, taking full charge of him and 'teaching him
school.'

The suggestion that Andrina should remain at the
homestead had come from that romantic instrument
of Cod, Tan' Linda, eager now to do all she could on
behalf of the young girl and the Englishman. In-
stinct warned her against any coy or arch display of
sympathy such as was expected by other young
couples under her wing and such as, in fact, she de-
lighted to give. Neither Andrina nor the English-
man, she decided, must guess that she knew their
secret, and in all things concerning them she behaved
with a discretion for which at times she needed all
her self-control. She was rewarded by deliriously
perilous moments, in which it seemed to her that the
bomb which she hugged to her heart must explode
before she was free to fling it. And she found what
vent she could for her feelings in talk of Jan Bey era's
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coming marriage to Betje Ferreira. For this match
she took full credit, and the fact that her first choice
for Jan Beyers had been Andrina was a fact that she
had not the slightest difficulty in forgetting. In Tan'
Linda's mind Andrina was now, and had always
been, her own unaided choice for the Englishman.
She was also in Tan' Linda's mind the established
descendant of the famous pastor Stcenkamp (surely
he had been famous!) and so in every way the Eng-
lishman's equal. In fact, probably his superior, for
she had never yet heard the Englishman mention a
pastor in his family, and would he not, after all thrse
weeks, have mentioned the pastor in his family had
there been one? Oh, there was no doubt about it I
Andrina was certainly good enough for the English-
man, and it was a brilliant thought of hers to suggest
to good and simple Alida that Andrina should
remain at the homestead and teach school to little
Jantjc.

Tan' Linda's first brilliant thought was quickly
followed by a second. Scarcely had the Englishman
grasped the fact that Andrina had now added teach-
ing to her many duties in the household, when Tan'
Linda made her next proposal. Jantje was a quick
and eager pupil and, praising his progress one day at
the midday meal, Tan' Linda suddenly suggested
that the Englishman should teach him English.
Andrina, she urged, restraining a natural impulse to
archness, might also benefit by the Englishman's
lessons to Jantje. Here, exercising with difficulty a
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wise restraint, Tan' Linda grew beamingly silent,
and it was Frikkie who, to the consternation of his
family, pursued the subject.

For the Englishman, as a pupil-farmer, Frikkie
van der Merwc had had, from the first, nothing but
contempt. The Englishman's attitude to life in gen-
eral and to farming in particular was incomprehen-
sible to this young and earnest Dutchman, who had
all his father's intense love of the lands, but little, as
yet, of that patience and faith in awaiting the slow
fulfilment of the promises of God in nature and in
man which gave to Stephan van der Merwe his
nobility of mind. In the Englishman, who lived
only, it seemed, to laugh and to ride and to shoot,
Frikkie could see no promise of a farmer whatever,
and that he should pose as one was an insult which
for some time he had strongly resented. He was a
silent youth, but not a shy one, and now and then he
broke his silence by delivering himself of opinions,
arrived at after long and deep consideration, from
which nothing in the arguments of his astonished
hearers could move him. And on the subject of the
Englishman as a pupil-farmer he broke his silence
now.

'No, what, Mijnheerl ' he said. 'Though you
should ride about our lands for still another hundred
years, it is not a farmer that you will be when
they come to help you out of the saddle. Do now
as Tan' Linda says and the whole of your day
will not then perhaps be wasted, as surely it is
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wasted now,' And he added, raising his voice obstin-
ately above the agitated protests of his family:
'No, what, Mijnheer! They may say now what they
like, but it will go hard with you if you cannot
teach school better than you have learnt farming,
and though I alone have said it to you, there
is not one of us in the room that does not think
it.'

Frikkie's verdict, so perturbing to his family in its
ruthless honesty and vehemence, was accepted by
the Englishman with an easy good-nature which
damned him still further in the young Dutchman's
eyes, though it eased the situation for Tan' Linda
and his parents. The Englishman could, when occa-
sion arose, face facts as honestly as did Frikkic him-
self- but unlike the Dutchman he faced them with
a good-humour which was both a weapon against
the world and a shield against his own conscience.
The justice now of Frikkie's criticism he did not
deny. It was no real interest in farming that had
brought him to Harmonic, but a whim, a caprice,
which the plea of ill-health had made it possible for
him to gratify and for which he had sought still fur-
ther excuse by claiming the right to complete free-
dom of action. He had come to Harmonic, in short,
to escape from the boredom of Princes town, and he
was ready now for any change by which he might
lessen, if not escape from, the steadily increasing
boredom of farming. And this particular change, he
thought, looking down the table at Andrina, was full
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of possibilities. Ahdrina had not yet begun to bore
him.

He turned, smiling, to MEVTDUW. There was no
doubt, he said, that he would never make a farmer.
Frikkie was right. Let them all admit it. But if he
might still be allowed to ride about the farm: if he
might still be allowed to shoot: if Mijnhecr would
still make use of any servites he was fit to render:
and if Mcvruuw, for the good of his health, would
still accept him as her guest, he would be delighted
to turn schoolmaster to all the pupils anxious to
learn English that Tan' Linda could find for him.
And he would begin that very afternoon with little
Jantje and Andrina.

To all of this Mevrouw, still sorrowing over
Frikkie's rudeness to their guest, agreed with gentle
head-shaking. Mijnhecr accepted it with no com-
ment beyond the unspoken one which lay in his wise,
far-seeing glance at the young man. Jantje was de-
lighted. Frikkie was grimly satisfied. Tan' Linda
was enchanted. Andrina alone, whom none had con-
sulted, was troubled. In a panic that was half fear
and half joy, she slipped unnoticed from the table to
Jantje's room and knelt down by the side of her bed.
But she could not tell whether it was to appeal to her
Heavenly Father for help or to thank Him for this
last sign of His love and His care for her that she
knelt there.
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THE Englishman's first class, to please the urgent
Jantje, was held in the Englishman's outside

room. Here Andrina cleared the big yellow-wood
table of its accumulated litter of papers, pipes and
tobacco. A second rimpje chair and a high stool for
Jantje were carried across from the homestead. A
slate was provided for the small boy and from the
post-office Andrina brought her own pen and the
tattered English dictionary in which she had first
learned the meaning of the word adorable. To these
were added an English Bible of Tan' Linda's, the
old volume of Chatterbox and a First Reading Book) in
which mysterious beings were for ever going up and
on and in. The Englishman, who had brought with
him to Harmonic no library of his own and who had
hitherto found his weekly supply of English papers
sufficient for his intellectual needs, set the reading
book aside for Jantje and plunged at random,
running his hands despairingly through his hair, on
the Book of Job for Andrina. But, he announced, it
was practice in English conversation that Andrina
most needed and for this neither the adventures of
Harry in Chatterbox nor the afflictions of Job in Tan'

Linda's Bible were absolutely necessary. With the
help of the dictionary alone, there was much he cuuld
teach her — much that he was anxious and impatient
to teach her - if she were but willing to learn. Was
she willing?
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'Mijnheer knows,' answered Andrina very low.
His earnestness, implying a deeper meaning than his
words suggested, set her heart fluttering wildly under
her plain print bodice. The Englishman, she knew,
was not referring to 'school' as she understood it, but
anything that fye desired to teach her she was willing
to learn. She was indeed more than willing — she was
anxious to learn. He? ynind, her heart, her soul - all
these were now his and be might do what he would
with them.

'Mijnhccr knows she said again, 'Let him dp as,
it seems right to him.'

Her acquiescence, so gentle and yet so absolute,
was like a child's. The young man was moved, and
once again Andrina was conscious of that gravity
in his gaze which was so dear to her. He was grave,
however, only for a moment. Taking up his pen, he
wrote, with a smile, a list of words, of which Andrina,
with no help from the dictionary, was to write out the
meaning in English. Later, when he could judge
better how much English she really knew, he would
set her essays on subjects that they could discuss
together.

'Essays?' queried Andrina, at a loss.
'Yes. Don't you know what an essay is? Some

day I'll say to you, "Andrinal Set down far me in
writing all that you know about love." And what
you set down for me will be an essay.'

'Oh!' cried Andrina, alarmed. But already the
Englishman had turned to Jantje with the reading
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book and her protest went unheeded. In front of her
lay the list of words and at the head of it, clearer than
all the rest, was the word 'Adorable.' Had Mijnheer
put it there to tease her? She could not tell. He made
no sign as she glanced up quickly, trying to read his
face, yet by the pose of his head, by the.tone of his
voice as he went steadily up and on and in with little
Jantjc, she was moved to a sudden, overwhelming,
terrifying consciousness of the hunger of her body
for his. In the anguish of this awakening, she gave a
short, half-stifled cry. The Englishman turned.

'What is it, Andrina?' he asked. 'What frightened
you?'

Andrina, gazing at him like a child imploring for
help, made no reply. As if in answer to the cry of her
body for his touch, his caress, the Englishman drew
her hand into his and said quietly:

'Don't be afraid, Andrina. I shall teach you noth-
ing that you don't want to learn. You trust me?'

Andrina, still speechless, nodded. If she could not
trust him now that her love was his, whom in all the
world should she trust?

'Then I can make you happy. I want to make you
happy. That is what I'm here for.'

'Mynheer!'

'Well, isn't it?'

'Mijnheer came here to learn farming,' said
Andrina in a low voice.

The Englishman smiled. 'But you heard to-day
that I'll never make a farmer, so why did I come
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here to learn? What was it brought me back? Who
was it?'

And as An drill a, trembling now in every limb,
made no answer, he said quietly and firmly, comfort-
ing her heart as his touch comforted her body:

'You know why I came! You know why I stay I
Don't you, Andrina?'

'I cannot think it is for me,' whispered Andrina.
'But if I tell you that it is for you? What then,

Andrina?'
'If Mijnheer says it, then I must believe him.'
'Very well then . . . HE says it. Believe him,

Andrina. It is for your sake that he is here.'

Releasing her hand he turned again to little Jantjc
and once more went up and on and in with his small
pupil. For a moment Andrina sat motionless. Then,
slowly drawing a sheet of paper towards her, she
took up her pen and wrote in small, clear characters
Adorable- greatly beloved.

DOWN in old Fiet Steenkamp's house Johanna's
change of attitude towards the beadle, a source

of constant distress to Jacoba, grew harder and
fiercer with time. In Johanna victory had given
birth not to pity but to a righteous lust for still fur-
ther revenge against Aalst Vlokman. Unconscious
though she was of the part played in the beadle'i
fears by the Englishman, she knew that Andrina'B
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being at the homestead displeased him and aroused
in him that morose jealousy of Klaartje's child by
which he could most easily be made to suffer. And
suffer now he should. She who had borne with him
in a bitter silence for over thirteen years would bear
with him in silence no longer. Her warfare now
would be open. So long as the beadle remained with
them she would eicrcisc her right-and she con-
sidered it a right-to taunt him, to torture him,
secure herself in the sense of her own virtue and
regardless of those scruples which for thirteen years
had kept her silent. At meals it was Johanna now
who spoke, gazing straight at the beadle, and Aalst
Vlokman who lowered his head and kept silence. In
Johanna's bitter, jeering remarks and in the beadle's
dumb acceptance of them there was something ter-
rible to gentle, timid Jacoba. Meals became an
agony to her, in which the slight pain round her
heart grew so intense as to make her want to cry out.
But she did not cry out. Like many other simple and
fearful women, Jacoba persuaded herself that she
had but to ignore her pain to be cured of it. Yet it
began to trouble her now not only at meals with
Johanna and the beadle, but whenever she grew
anxious about Andrina.

The hint in the beadle's reference to Andrina and
the Englishman, so strangely lost upon Johanna, had
disturbed Jacoba greatly. Was it the Englishman,
then, whom Andrina loved and could not name?
And if she loved him, what lay before her but sorrow?
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Would the Englishman marry her? Jacoba did not
think so. In Jacoba's limited experience love had not
meant marriage. Tan' Linda might build castles in
Spain for pastor Steenkamp'a descendant, but such
presumption was far beyond the powers of Jacoba's
timid and humble imagination. Why had she not
warned the child in the little orchard of the sorrows
of love? Why could she not warn her now? What
was it that kept her silent? She could not say. She
knew only that to speak of love as she and Klaartje
and Aalst VIokman had known it was beyond her.
Day and night she prayed that Andrina might escape
such suffering as had once been hers. Day and night
her thoughts, her prayers, her tears were all for
Klaartje' a child. But with these alone how could she
hope to save her?

She thought sometimes of appealing to Johanna,
but what should she say to Johanna, who was now so
strange in the things she said and did? Johanna had
never understood what she felt about Klaartje - how
then would she understand what she felt about
AndrinaP There was one alone who might under-
stand-Aalst Vlokman, the beadle. But how could
she speak to Aalst Vlokman, who had never once
addressed her since learning from Johanna that it
was she, Jacoba, who had given Andrina the mirror?
He blamed her, she knew, for giving Andrina her
mirror, but Jacoba could see no sin in Andrina's
possessing a mirror: no sin in Andrina's seeing her-
self as others saw her. Sin was a word that had no
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meaning for Jacoba where Andrina was concerned.
Unlike the beadle, it was not sin that Jacoba feared
for her darling, but sorrow.

It had been Andrina's custom to run down to see
her aunts every afternoon after the midday rest, but
on the day of the Englishman's first class it was not
until Jacoba came up towards the graves for her
goats that Andrina was free to join her.

'Cuuld Mevrouw then not spare you?' asked Jac-
oba, as Andrina kissed her.

'I go now with Jantje, after his rest, to learn Eng-
lish of the Englishman,' explained Andrina shyly.
'This day it was arranged.'

Jacoba, suddenly conscious of the pain about her
heart, breathed quickly and shortly.

'Arc you not glad, Tan' Cuba, that I now learn
real English?' asked Andrina anxiously.

'My little one,' answered Jacoba, 'what is it that
you would say in English?'

With a quick, childish movement Andrina pressed
Tan' Doha's arm close against her own. Her heart
was full of the things which she wished to say in Eng-
lish—foolish, tender things, — but how could she
breathe them even to T.an' Coba?

'Can you not tell me, Andrintje?' asked Jacoba,
and added with difficulty, as Andrina remained silent,

' 'I also once carried such words in my heart as I could
not speak.'

'Tan' Coba,' cried Andrina with the innocent and
inoffensive incredulity of youth. 'Tan' Coba!'
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'Yes, I also,' repeated Jacoba. 'I also.'

It was as a warning that Jacoba had made this
sudden confession, and when Andrina, in amazement
and sympathy, asked:

'Did he die, then - the man that once you loved?'
it was to drive this warning home that she cried:

'Why should he die, Andrintje? Why should he
die? Death is but one end to love. There arc others
that are harder.'

For a moment, at Jacoba's cry, fear swept into
Andrina'a heart. What was this that Tan' Cuba was
saying? How could Tan' Coba speak like this of any
end to love that was not death? Death alone could
be stronger than Wei Death alone could end it I
Surely, surely this was so. Surely if Tan' Coba had
ever loved as she, Andrina, loved the Englishman
she must know it. She looked up into Jacoba's face,
and Jacoba, seeing the pain and fear m her eyes, felt
her heart grow numb and her courage fail. There
was more, she knew, that ought to be said, but how
could she say it? How Could she apeak of what she
herself had suffered without betraying the secret
which was not hers alone? She did not know, and as
she hesitated, seeking painfully for that wisdom
which was denied her, Andrina smiled. Half in re-
lief, half in anxiety Jacoba cried weakly:

'Andrintjcl '

But Andrina did not hear. As suddenly as it had
come upon her, her fear had vanished. Fear? It was
a treachery, an absurdity! Had not the Englishman
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fiimself asked her to trust him? And had she not
promised to do so? Had he not told her that he was
remaining at Harmonic to make her happy? Happy?
Happy? How poor a word was happiness for the joy
that now was hers I Even the grave, she thought,
would be powerless to rob her of it. Even from the
grave would she whisper those foolish, tender words
which love had taught her . . .

'Did you speak, then, Tan' Coba,' she asked at
last, coming back slowly to the world around her.

'It was nothing, my little one,' said Jacoba. 'It
was nothing Let us go.'

As his days now were planned the Englishman
spent his mornings much as usual, riding about

the farm with Mijnhcer or visiting distant lands,
camps and kraals with Frikkie, who, grown tolerant
of a guest who no longer posed as a would-be farmer,
accepted his company with a certain dry friendliness.
His afternoons were given up entirely to his two
pupils, Andrina and Jantje.

For Jantje the progress through the First Reading
Book was a great and glorious adventure, and his
small world was rapidly becoming peopled with a
strange new race of beings, hardly human, who were
for ever mysteriously going up and on and in. When
his lessons were over, he would ait content at his end
of the table, drawing pictures of these induttrioui
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creatures and their homes for Ou-ma to send in
her letters to Magdalena. The Englishman, partly
with the desire to give Jantje pleasure, and partly
with the desire to keep him well-occupied, sent an
order to one of the Princestown stores for a box of
paints. These paints - little square slabs which had
to be ground, and for which, when ground, shallow
round dishes were provided —threw Jantje into a
delirium of excitement and made the Englishman
more than ever his friend. With his paint-box
Jantje was lost to the world and the Englishman was
free to devote himself entirely to Andrina.

As a pupil Andrina was no less surprising to the
young man than she had been as an unexplained
member of the Harmonic household. Her detach-
ment from the world which lay beyond the moun-
tains, and her shy eagerness to learn all that she could
of it as it concerned himself, impressed and moved
him strangely. Never, since the day when old Pict
Steenkamp and his daughter Johanna had brought
her, an infant, from Platkops dorp in the borrowed
ox-cart, had Andrina been out of the valley. All that
she knew of life she had learned here, at Harmonic,
from the men and women around her and from the
only book they ever read — the Bible, Yet in her
judgments the young girl was never narrow as his
Princestown cousins were narrow, and never intoler-
ant as youth is intolerant With her innocence of
mind, which was not merely the ignorance of inex-
perience, and of which no experience was ever com-
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pletely to rob her, there went an outlook on life of
such direct simplicity that to the young man it
seemed courageous. All that was finest in his nature
was touched by this innocence of mind, this purity of
soul. All that was most selfish and possessive in him
was excited by her beauty and gentleness and by the
strange, unquestioning abandonment of her shy
young body to his caresses. Her charm for him lay
in these. Her beauty, her grace, her gentleness were
gifts direct from the gods. And to the gods would he
give thanks for them.

Of her gifts Andrina herself remained as unaware
as she was of any God but Jehovah. In the little
mirror rimmed with shells she had seen no beauty
that was worthy of the Englishman's regard. Yet
the fact that she had nothing to bring him save her
love made for her but a greater glory of his tender-
ness towards her and turned her very poverty to
riches. All that new sweet joy which she had been
assured would be hers when she joined the church
and, as an acknowledged child of God, partook of
the Sacrament, was now indeed hers, and though
it reached her through the Englishman and not
through the Redeemer of the world, she had no
doubt that it came from her Heavenly Father. In all
that concerned her love for the Englishman she saw,
in her shy and gentle ardour, evidence of that care
of the Heavenly Father for His children of which
the pastor had spoken. It was God-for what did
•he know of the boredom of Frincestown? - who had
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brought the Englishman back to Harmonic. It was
God — what did she know of the feud between
Johanna and the beadle? — who had put it into the
heart of Tan' Johanna to give her the new Sacrament
dress. It was God - what did she know of Tan'

Linda's scheming? - who had put it into the heart of
Mcvrouw to keep her at the homestead in charge of
little Jantje. And it was God who had put it into the
heart of Tan' Linda to suggest that the Englishman
should teach her English. Life to Andrina was full
of such simple and natural and tenderly miraculous
proofs as these of a divine interest in the welfare rf
her love.

Of the future the girl never consciously thought
Those hopes and plans which make the day-dreams
of youth had never been hers, and her incurable
humility, with her incurable instinct to spend herself
in service to others, kept her from indulging in them
even now. To hope with Andrina was to pray, and
she who had now so much to thank Heaven for could
not bring herself to ask for more. All that the Eng-
lishman gave her she accepted with a gratitude that
was never qualified by criticism. All that it was in
her power to give she gave. And day by day a little
more was demanded of her. And day by day, with
the abandonment of a gentle savage and the unques-
tioning ardour of a childlike saint, her joy in giving
deepened.

As the clear spring days grew warmer with the
approaching heat of summer, Andrina would often,
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after their class in the outside room, take Jantje for
walks up on the mountain-side towards the mill, and
frequently the Englishman joined them. While
Jantje chased the little conies among the rocks, or
collected lumps of quartz in a never-ending and
never-fruitful search for the gold which was supposed
to lie hidden in the Teniquota mountains, the Eng-
lishman, gay and teasing, grave and tender, would
make Andrina talk to him in English. He was, at
these times, a bewildering yet endearing mixture to
Andrina of the schoolmaster and the lover. Yet lover
was a word that she had never dared to use in her
thoughts of him, a name that she had never dared to
give him. Of love, indeed, he never spoke, though
to Andrina all his tender, teasing talk declared it.
Once, grown timidly courageous, she had whispered:

'Tell me then —am I a little dear to Mijnheer?'
And the young man, teasing her first with denial, had
enchanted her with a grave and tender:

Tou arc very dear to me, and well you know it,'

He spoke with absolute sincerity, but he said no
more. And that behind his refusal to grant her more
than this there lay a deliberate determination to safe-
guard himself against any passible complications in
the future, Andrina was too innocent and too gener-
ous to guess. His honesty, his sincerity drew quick
response from her own honest and untutored heart,
but the selfishness which might turn even honesty
to its own purpose was unknown to her. Though he
had tired BO quickly of farming Andrini had not yet
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realized that the Englishman might tire just as
quickly of schoolmastcring - or of love. The bore-
dom from which the natural gaiety of his tempera-
ment was for ever driving him to seek escape had
never been experienced by her. She came of a race
for whom time moved as slowly as did their wagons
across the wide open spaces of the veld, and for wham
thought moved as slowly as did time. In this slow
movement there was for them no weariness of body
and mind as the Englishman knew it. That craving
for mental excitement and change of environment
which fashioned the Englishman's outlook an life
and which, when gratified, lapsed so quickly into
boredom, played no part in theirs. Their slow habit
of mind was not to seek adventure and rebel against
the weariness which followed its achievement, but to
accept both adventure and weariness with equal
philosophy. This was life as God had ordained it
and by what means could one hope to escape the
ordinances of God? Certainly by none that were
known to Andrina.

THE easy good-nature with which the Englishman
had accepted his change of role from pupil-

farmer to schoolmaster had not deceived Tan' Linda.
The Englishman, she knew, was more deeply grati-
fied by this change than any but herself could guess.
Things were going well with the young man and
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Andrina now, she thought, and she liked things to go
well. She also liked them to go quickly. Ta her im-
petuous nature a slow courtship was a waste of prec-
ious time. And as one could never be sure of time in
this world, why should one waste it? If it were right
and reasunable that a young couple should fall in
love, it was right and reasonable that they should
marry. And if it were right and reasonable that they
should marry, the sooner they married and settled
down to the rearing of a family the better, And in
the case of Andrina and the Englishman Tan' Linda
could now see nothing but what was right and reason-
able.

As she went about her work, her busy, kindly,
romantic heart carried her thoughts continually now
here and now there in Andrina's behalf. She must,
she thought, as soon as possible explain to the young
man that Andrina's pedigree was as good as his own,
and that the pastor Steenkamp from whom she was
descended was a man whose name was mentioned in
the history books of the colony. His name did, in
fact, appear in the list of settlers under the Dutch
East India Company, and thus far she was justified
in her claims for him. But prudence forbade her
mentioning his fame in the presence of the rest of the
household, who had certainly never as yet heard of it
and might even embarrass her .by questioning it.
And Tan' Linda Wanted no questions. Swift and
imooth sailing was what her ardent nature longed
for.
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It was in the post-office that, one morning, when
Andrina was busy in the kitchen with Mevrouw,
opportunity came to Tan' Linda. She had ques-
tioned the young man as to his pupils' progress and
it was on Andrina's intelligence, so surprising when
one remembered her shyness, her people, and her
surroundings, that the Englishman dwelt. Tan
Linda was enchanted by his praise. But why, she
asked, should Mijnheer be surprised at Andrina's
intelligence? Was she not the descendant of the fam-
ous pastor Steenkamp about whom one might read
to this day in the history books of the colony?

The Englishman had to admit that he knew noth-
ing of the histury of the colony and had never in his
life before heard of the famous pastor Steenkamp.

'What was he famous for, that old Johnnie?' he
asked carelessly, lighting his pipe.

' Johnnie '' cried Tan' Linda. 'Johnnie? Would
you call a pastor SD if you had one in your family?'

'There are several in my family,' admitted the
young man, tossing his match out through the open
half-door into the yard. 'Some of them johnnies.
Some of them ninnies.'

'Ninnies '' cried Tan' Linda. 'Ninnies?' She was
aghast. She did not know what a ninny was, but
recognized in the word a term of Contempt and that
the young man should use a term of contempt in
speaking of the pastors in his family was a sen DUB
blow to her, All her life she had looked up to the
pastors of her church as beings superior to herself,
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and it had been solely to impress the Englishman
with the importance of Andrina's family that she had
made the schoolmaster Stecnkamp a pastor. And the
young man, puffing away at his pipe, refused to be
impressed, Was her labour then to be wasted? The
thought alarmed her. It was the Englishman him-
self who, unwittingly, brought back her self-con-
fidence.

'They're not so bad,' he conceded, 'when they
stick to schoolmastering.'

'Schoolmastering!' cried Tan' Linda astounded.
To put schoolmasters above pastors was indeed
amazing to her, but her nimble mind was quick to
take advantage of the young man's strange prefer-
ence. 'It was as a schoolmaster that the pastor Stecn-
kamp was famous,' she said. 'It is as a schoolmaster
that his name comes into the history-books of the
colony.'

'Oh, is it?' said the young man, puffing content-
edly. 'I must ask Andrina about the old buffer some
day. We might perhaps make conversation about
him.'

This was not quite what Tan' Linda wanted. The
greatness of the Steenkamp family was not a subject
upon which Andrina, with all her inherited intellig-
ence, could be expected to shine. Again her mind
became active.

'I would not ask Andrina too much about the pas-
tor Steenkamp,' she said earnestly. 'They are proud,
the Steenkamps, as you can see for yourself by her
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aunt Johanna. It isn't easy for them to speak of the
pastor when they are now so poor. But, believe me,
Mynheer, there are many of our people as poor as
the Stccnkamps to-day who were great in the days
before the English took our land from us and may
yet be great again. And one has but to look at
Andrina, and to hear her speak, to know that she
comes of one of our good families. Does not Mijn-
heer find it so?'

'I haven't thought much about her family,' said
the young man good-hum our edly. 'But it would be
a pity to annoy her people — especially the poor and
proud Johanna. I won't mention the pastor in their
family if you think I had better not. I'll avoid him
as carefully as I avoid the pastors in my own. An-
drina and I must make conversation about something
else. If we fail to find a suitable subject to talk about,
I'll come to you. But,' he added, smiling enigmatic-
ally as he took his departure, 'I don't think we'll fail.'

With this, as the young man gave her no time for
reply, Tan' Linda had to be content. She was not at
all sure that, in the queer way of the English, he was
not secretly laughing at her, but laughter had never
yet hurt her, and she was convinced that the pastor
Steenkamp, that strange darling of her imagination,
must eventually bear some weight in Andrina's fav-
our. Into none of her remarks, she was sure, had
there come any hint of archness or any sign to show
that she knew that the young man's interest in his
pupil was not limited to her intelligence. The more
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she pondered over it, indeed, the more pleased she
became with the part she had taken in their conver-
sation. Things had been going well before, she
thought contentedly, but surely now, with the pastor
'safely in the wagon they would go better.

She smiled, glanced up at the sound of passing
steps, and saw Aalst Vlukman crossing the yard.
Strange, she thought, how often the beadle came up
about the place! And looking always like a thunder-
cloud. Yes, like a thunder-cloud. That was perhaps
because Jan Beyers had not married Andrina. But
wait a little, Aalst Vlokman, sang her gay young
heart, wait a .little and we shall yet hear what the
Englishman thinks of your two plough-oxen I

THE day at Harmonic began with early morning
coffee, served throughout the house at six o' dock

or earlier, and it was one of Andrina's duties now to
superintend the coffee-making. In the pantry, on the
long yellow-wood dresser, with its canister-laden
shelves, the big thick, white, rose-decked cups were
ranged over-night, and into each cup, according to
long-standing custom, was placed its due supply of
sugar. In the morning, while Classina October
lighted the fire and boiled the kettle, Andrina, to
whom the keys had been entrusted by Mevrouw,
unlocked the pantry door, unlocked the coffee-canis-
ter and 'gave out' the coffee for the coffee-urn and
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cut and buttered as many slices of dark brown bread,
almost black, as would be needed. Sometimes it was
Classina who carried round the cups to the various
bedrooms after Andrina had poured out the coffee in
the kitchen. More often it was Andrina herself, do-
ing quickly and quietly and without premeditation
what was to be done, while Classina, lazy and good-
natured, contentedly dawdled.

To Andrina no moments throughout the entire
day were so precious and so marvellous as those
which, thanks to the indolence of Classina, some-
times bore her thus to the Englishman with his early
coffee. The sharp clearness of the exhilarating morn-
ing air: the swiftly changing pinks and purples and
greys of the mountain rocks against the rising sun:
the rich scents of the earth, the bushes in the veld,
the flowers in Mevrouw's garden, the poplars in the
grove: the calls and cries of men and beasts gathering
to their daily labour in the slowly awakening world -
of all this, as she ran out to the Englishman's roam,
she was vividly aware-to all this her soul made
answer in a song uf thanksgiving for which she had
no words. Always she had been conscious of the
amazing beauty of the sunrise in the Aangenaam
valley, but never had she realized it with such inten-
sity as now, when her heart was filled, not with the
sweet, vague sadness of youth, but with the tender
and ageless triumph of love. The gbry of the awak-
ening world was but part of the glory of her own
awakened heart
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Though various keys had to be used before An-
drina could make the Englishman a cup of coffee,
no key was needed for the outside room, which was
never locked. Andrina, having tapped and waited
for the Englishman's 'Kom binna' (one of his few
successful Dutch phrases), was free to enter. If no
'Kom binna' answered her tap, she slipped quietly
into the room and, putting the coffee dawn on a stool
by the side of his bed, left it there for the young man
to find on awaking, To find him asleep robbed her
of much that made those stolen moments of first
greeting dear to her, but she hesitated always to
rouse him. Sleep, she thought, was good for him as
an invalid, and in sleep he was to her another Jantje
- innocent, helpless, a little child shielded by herself
alone from the dangers of a threatening world. Her
love became then not a hunger for his caresses, but
an infinite and courageous tenderness.

It was to this strangely selfless passion of tender-
ness that, on the morning following Tan' Linda's
talk with the Englishman, she yielded. Kneeling
down by his side she drew her dear Arty, her dear,
dear love towards her. The young man stirred,
opened his eyes and closed them again, smiled and
lay still. Then, with the clumsy, fumbling move-
ments of a child still heavy with sleep, his hand went
up to the fastenings of the bodice which hid her coal,
smooth, round breasts. And she who had been
ashamed nf her breasts before Tan' Johanna when
she dressed for the Sacrament, yielded to this dear
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and sleepy child the cool shelter of her bosom . . .
Many times throughout the day which followed

Andrina blushed for her temerity, but never once
did she regret it. Its full significance perhaps escaped
her. She had seen in the Englishman only the be-
loved, sleeping child, and felt in herself only an over-
whelming compassion drawing her towards him.
But for the Englishman the episode had had a
deeper import and he too did not regret it. The shy
ardour with which his pupil had followed his guid-
ance in the art of living or of loving as he understood
it had from the first surprised and delighted him.
With the natural selfishness of his disposition,
strengthened by the selfishness of fiemi-invalidism
behind which it was so easy to seek moral shelter, he
had refused to think seriously of the future or to take
any responsibility for it. The present - with its right
to that complete freedom of action which he had ex-
ercised in coming to Harmonic and which he would
not hesitate tu exercise again, when need arose, to
take him from it - alone was his. And in the present,
with Andrina's gentle acquiescence, he would take
his pleasure.

Thus it was that, never yet having found himself
in a situation which gaiety and good-humour had not
enabled him to control, and refusing to admit that
in his relations with Andrina the limits of gaiety and
good-humour had already been passed, the young
man had accepted the march of events without mis-
giving. But lately there had been moments, guard
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against them as he would, which had brought him
unexpected twinges of conscience, and from such a
twinge he had suffered, unreasonably as it had
seemed to himself, on the previous day during Tan'
Linda's talk of the famous pastor. And at this stage
of his adventure he wanted no twinges of conscience,
no hampering sense of responsibility towards An-
drina or her family to mar his pleasure in his pupil's
progress. He wished to be assured not of Andrina's
antecedents, but of her freedom from the trammels
of family influence. He wished to be assured not of
the gentleness of her birth, but of her courage, not
of her innocence, but of her understanding. He
wished to be assured that, child though she was,
she was yet woman enough to know what she was
doing.

In all this the young man was not entirely selfish.
Though selfishness prompted many of his actions
and was perhaps the ruling guide of his life, he was
fundamentally honest and he wished to be honest
with his pupil. The girl must suffer no compulsion
from him. Her gifts to him must be as free as were
his own gifts to her. Only as the gifts of a woman
who understood what she was doing could he, in
justice not only to himself but to her, accept them.
And it was easier now to believe not only in her
understanding but her courage. The future would
bring him no reproaches. It had been a woman, not
a child, who had drawn him to her.
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IN the Aangenaam valley visits from the distant
Platkops doctor were almost as rare as were the

visits of the pastor, and children were born into the
world, and men, women and children left it, in such
physical and spiritual comfort as could be admin-
istered to them by those around them. On the big-
ger farms every housewife had her own supply of
home-made 'drops' and simples, not only for the use
of her own household, but for the relief of any sick
and poor who might appeal to her. And because
burial in the valley must follow so hard upon the
heels of death, she had in readiness also both her
shroud and her coffin and the shroud and the coffin
of her 'man.' The poor could make no such prepara-
tion and here and there among them the older cus-
tom still lingered, and in petticoats or shirts, bound
about with linen, their bodies went down into the
earth into caves cut deep in their graves and boarded
up with planks. For rich and poor alike the only
bier was a ladder, and round about the farm of Har-
monic, and for many miles beyond it, the dead were
carried to their graves under he folds of a black
cashmere shawl, heavily fringed, belonging to Mcv-
rmiw van dcr Merwc, Every farmhouse had its own
group of plain whitewashed tombs, every poorer
dwelling its humbler mounds of earth.

Of all the housewives in the valley none was so
famous for her drops as was Alida van der Merwc.
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Though her flower-garden was a wilderness left to
Tan' Linda's erratic enthusiasms, there was no plant
or herb, no veld root or leaf or berry, whose virtues
she did not know. The patience which Step ban van
der Merwe exercised in the planting and harvesting
of his lands his wife practised in the distilling of her
drops and in the gathering of medicinal roots and
herbs from every source that was known to her. A
small cupboard in the larder was given up to her
liniments and oils, her dried orange and pomegranate
skins, her little bags of roots and leaves. Her medi-
cine chest, a small brown box with a leather strap,
was kept in the corner cupboard in the dining-room,
ready for instant use. And many times throughout
the year would Alida van der Merwe set off to a sick
neighbour with the medicine chest and, because all
men must die and none can foretell the time of
their dying, take with her also the black cashmere
shawl.

It was for a cure for a croupy child that there
came to Harmonic one day, at the close of the mid-
day rest, Justus Mostert, a bijwoner on the farm of
Mijnheer de Jager, of Schoongesicht. Every remedy
known to his wife Marta and to Mevrouw de Jager
had been tried and tried in vain. He himself had
killed a chicken and cut open its heart and placed the
still-warm heart on the chest of the child, but, Cod
knows how it was, this cure had brought no relief.
Hia little Cornelia must surely die if Mevrouw van
der Merwe could not help him. It was Mevrouw dc
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Jager wha had sent him to Mcvrauw van dcr Merwc.
And Mcvrouw de Jager had said also that she would
take it as a great kindness to herself if Mevrouw van
der Merwe would come and see Marta's child. If
Mevrouw would come and bring with her also Juff-
rouw dc Neysen and little Jantje - this was what his
own Mcvrouw had wished. But there was no time
to lose, for surely his little Cornelia was dose to
death.

MCVTDUW might have hesitated about Jantje, but
with Tan' Linda, who had been the first to answer
Justus's knock, there was no hesitation. In a flash,
as Justus stated his errand, Tan' Linda had seen a
means of furthering the affairs of Andrina and the
Englishman. Jantje should come with her and Alida
to Schoongesicht and the young man should have
but a single pupil for his English class. . . . There
had been, Tan' Linda thought, a slight change, un-
noticed by any but herself, in the relationship of the
young people. . . . This, she had no doubt, was
due to the pastor Steenkamp. Yes, things were cer-
tainly moving. Left alone for an afternoon these
two young people might come to a definite under-
standing. And they should be left alone. She and
Jantje would go with Alida to Schnongcsicht. Jantje
was a great favourite with Engela de Jager and in
the Schoongesicht garden it was always possible to
acquire, by theft if necessary, new 'slips

While Mcvrouw, after further questioning, went
to her medicine cupboard in the larder, Tan' Linda
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ran out into the yard to give orders for the cart to be
inspanned, and then called to Andrina to rouse and
dress Jantjc. Her enthusiasm was caught by that
small boy, eager as always for adventure. The Eng-
lishman and the First Reading Book were thrown to
the winds. Tan' Engela, with her endless supply
of almond tommelaitjes, was the dearest of his.
friends . . .

It was in the yard, after Justus had ridden off on
his horse, that Mevrouw, Tan' Linda, little Jantjc
and April, the driver, climbed into the cart. Mijn-
heer and Frikkie had gon e off together to visit distant
lands and would not be back before nightfall. An-
drina was thus to be in sole charge of the house. The
keys of the larder and the post-office, said Mevrouw,
smiling, were now hrrs. Everything, she knew,
Would be safe in Andrina's care. Only one thing
troubled her. Her guest, the Englishman. In their
haste they were leaving him without explanation or
apology. Andrina must make their excuses. She
must see that he had his afternoon coffee, and she
must get him the little red cakes that he always liked
with it She must do her best for him . . . Justus
Mostcrt's child was surely very bad and she was tak-
ing with her the black cashmere shawl. But it might
be the will of the Lord that a pack of the dried
'sweat-leaf sprinkled with brandy might yet save her.
Yes, she would give the child a pack - spread the
leaves nut on a blanket, sprinkle them with 'dop' and
wrap the child tightly into this pack to sweat The
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leaves were in a little bag on top of the medicine
chest on her lap. The black shawl, rolled up in white
linen, was in the box of the cart scat. She smiled
down upon Andrina, gave the word to April, and in
a moment the cart was out of the yard.

DOWN in his lands Aalst Vlokman the beadle was
taking his midday rest under a willow close by

the river. He did not lie stretched out on the ground,
face downwards on his arms, as was the way among
the workers in the valley, but sat up against the tree-
trunk, gazing gloomily ahead of him. His mind was
working as always from the past to the future, from
remorse to anxiety, from Klaartje to Andrina. Of
the present he was hardly conscious. Justus Mos-
tert, riding by on his little trotting horse, had made
no impression upon him. The devil himself riding
by on a horse would have found him indifferent.

The storm which on Sacrament Sunday had ended
so strangely in triumph for Johanna had left the
beadle a greater prey than ever to his fears. Into
everything that concerned Klaartje's child he now
read nothing but disaster. That simple series of
events which proved to Andrina the love and care of
her Heavenly Father proved to the beadle only His
desertion. Step by step, it seemed to him, God had
allowed, and was still allowing, the road to be cleared
for Andrina to take her way to perdition. And those
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who loved her most were most active in helping her
on her way. Johanna had not only encouraged the
girl in that love of finery which had been her mother's
undoing, but had dared him to counter it. Jacoba,
poor fool, might God forgive her ' had given the child
a mirror in which to learn her beauty. Mevrouw
had taken her up to the homestead, when the Eng-
lishman's presence there made it but another coffee-
house as dangerous to the girl as the coffee-house in
Flatkops dorp had proved to her mother. They were
mad, all of them - Johanna in her strength of right-
eousness: Jacoba in her weakness: Mcvrouw in that
calm serenity which suspected no evil in those around
her. And he too, perhaps, was mad. Yes, he too was
mad . . . mad to stay on here in the Aangenaam val-
ley where God had refused his sacrifice and where
life was now become, under the lash of Johanna's
tongue, a daily torture of remorse and anxiety.

He thought again, as he had thought frequently
of late, of the one way of escape that seemed possible
to him - a return to the Kalahari desert. But in the
very moment that he began to brood on this, there
came to him suddenly, clearly, the memory of
Klaartje running to join him in the wagon and
stooping low as she ran, as if seeking protection from
the earth itself for her flight. It was in that moment,
it seemed to him now, that his love had first leapt
into the flame that so quickly consumed him. And
Klaartje had never loved him. Klaartje had laughed
at his love as, in the coffee-house, she had learned to
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laugh at most things in life. Only Herman du Toit -
young, handsome, evil-had had her tears.

Was it in love, or in terror, or in despair that she
had married Herman? He would never know. What-
ever secrets old Tan' Truitje had revealed to Johanna
after Khartje's death Johanna in turn had revealed
to none. But there was one which needed no revela-
tion tn Aalst Vlokman —one which, indeed, thirteen
years ago he had threatened to expose if Johanna
did not consent to accept him as her lodger when
Mijnheer van der Merwe made him bijwoner of his
lands. For thirteen years that threat, never repeated,
had made him master of the little mud-walled house.
And now?

Now, in the moment of increasing danger to
Klaartje's child, the spell of that threat had been
broken. How? He could not say how. The com-
plete and tremendous change in Johanna had not
astounded him, for he was by nature almost incap-
able of experiencing astonishment. But the cause of
the change was a mystery to him, and on this he
brooded. He had never liked Johanna. It was to
Johanna that the tragedy of Klaartje's life, of Jaco-
ba's, was due. The part he had played himself had
been dependent on hers. Righteousness with Johan-
na had proved a terrible weapon for evil. If Johanna
had but sinned a little she would have been a better
woman. Yes, God forgive him, but he, the beadle of
Harmonic church, believed that Johanna would have
been a better woman had she sinned, But Johanna
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had never sinned. Thus she was damned. Yet it was
from sin that he wished now to save Andrinal Was
he God, then, or the devil that he should wish Johan-
na far her good to fall into sin while striving for her
good to save Andrina from it? There was no reason
in his thoughts. They led him nowhere. They ran
through his mind like snakes through the grass - as
mysterious in their coming as in their going. And
life was like that. A slipping out of darkness into
light and out of light into darkness again . . .

His thoughts scarcely touched Jacoba. Between
him and Jacoba there lay as always the barrier of the
evil he had wrought her and her forgiveness of it.
The woman behind this barrier was a being apart -
a child, a saint, timid as a mouse, gentle aa a dove,
incapable of any strong action, incapable of arousing,
perhaps, any strong feeling. If Johanna in her right-
eousness were the avenger of the past, Jacoba in her
gentle pity would long ago have turned its shadow to
a consoling shade. But Aalst VIokman had never
sought that shade. How should he seek it new?

Again, remembering the sharpness of Johanna's
bitter tongue, his thoughts turned to flight from the
valley. And again he brushed those thoughts aside.
He could not leave the valley. The square white
church, the lands, the little mud-walled house,
the mountains towering up to the clear blue sky, the
very sounds, so sharp and so familiar, of the life
•round him, the very smell of the earth as he dug
into it with his spade - these held him fast. God had
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refused his sacrifice, yet he clung still to his right of
service in the house of Gad. Johanna and Jacobs,
had become strange to him, yet there was no man or
woman in all the world who was not stranger to him
than they. There was no house in all the world that
offered him even such a poor welcome as was his in
the mud-walled one built by old Fiet Stccnkamp for
his daughters. And in no part of the world could he
hope to escape those ties which bound him, in his
love, to Klaartje's Andrina. Go where he might,
back to the valley the child would draw him as thir-
teen years ago the casual mention of her name had
drawn him from the Kalahari desert. However
openly he might ignore her - and he had never since
Sacrament Sunday mentioned her name to either of
the sisters - he could not tear her from his heart, he
could not leave her to her fate.

Brooding still, he heard the nimble of wheels
down in the drift by the Jew-woman's stare. He did
not heed it. Unnoticed, the Harmonic cart - strange
vehicle of Andrina's fate, with Tan' Linda for its
goddess - passed through the drift and took the road
to Schoongcsicht.

Up at the homestead, Andrina, left alone in the
yard, went slowly back into the house to make

fresh coffee for the Englishman. She was troubled
and happy, happy and troubled. The native servants
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had gone to their huts, as was their custom, and
silence hung about the quiet, half-darkened rooms,
like a drapery. She went into the larder to get the
little red cakes which the Englishman loved. They
were kept in a deep, brown canister which she had to-
unlock. She spent some time in choosing the light-
est, the crispest of these. TD do so gave her a strange,
almost physical pleasure. It gave her the same plea-
sure to wash again the spotless cup and saucer which
he would use fur his coffee. He would never know
with what care she had chosen his cakes, with what
care she had polished his cup and saucer, yet this
service brought her go exquisite a joy that her
heart cried out in thankfulness to heaven for it.
There was so little she could do for her dear love,
and not anything that she would not du l Alone
in that quiet, darkened house her heart cried out
for service to him as it had never cried before, her
body trembled at the thought of his caresses, her
•oul sang its innocent magnificat of humility and
desire . , .

She put the cakes and the coffee on to a small
bright tin tray once purchased from the Jew-woman
as a present from Jantje to his grandmother, and
went out to the Englishman's room. The young man
was lying on his bed, reading by the light from the
window overlooking the garden. The window on to
the pathway was shuttered and the greater part of the
room, when she closed the half-door, was in semi-
darkness,
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The young man put down his paper. 'Why,
Andrinal' he cried. 'Coffee ' Here?'

'Mijnhecr,' answered Andrina, 'Mcvrouw and
Juffrouw de Neysen and Jantje all have gone to thr
farm of Schoongesicht where Justus Mostert's
Cornelia lies sick of the croup. I alone am left in
the house. Mcvrouw asked that Mijnhecr would
excuse her, but Justus's child is surely very sick.
And I have brought Mijnhecr his coffee to him.'

'And you?' questioned the Englishman, as she
put the tray down on the stool by the side of his
bed. 'What about you? Have you had your coffee
yet?'

'No, Mijnheer,' answered Andrina, who had not
until that moment remembered it.

Then sit down. No, here I Dn the bed.' He
drew her down beside him, kissed her gently,
fiercely, then gently again, and sitting up suddenly,
took up the cup of coffee. 'We'll share this,' he said.
'Drink I'

'Mijnhcer,' whispered Andrina in protest, with-
drawing, 'it is for Mijnhecr, not for me.'

'Well, Mijnhecr will drink none of it until you
have had some. And he wants it, How long will you
keep him waiting?'

Andrina, with unreasonable tears gathering under
her lashes, bent down her head and drank from the
cup which he held up to her and which she had but
a few moments before polished with such care for
his own particular use.
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When she raised her head, it was to find the
young man smiling at her curiously. 'Don't hold
them back, Andrina,' he said. 'They're rather beau-
tiful. Diamonds round as pearls. Let them run.
I've never seen them run. And it's rather miserly
of you, don't you think, to hold them back?'

Bewildered by his banter, Andrina, to whom the
sharing of his coffee had been as strangely moving as
the sharing of a sacrament, needed no second bid-
ding. Suddenly, astoundingly as it seemed to herself,
her body was shaken by her sobs. She heard the
clatter of the coffee cup on the stool and felt the
Englishman's arms around her, his kisses on her
hair, her neck, her ears. Gently he tilted back her
head and kissed away her tears. Whom was it that
he held now against his breast — Andrina the woman
or Andrina the child? He could not say. In the
stress of his own emotion, his desire, the question
became an impertinence.

'Dear child! Dear child! What makes you cry
like this? I haven't made you really unhappy, have
I? Have I?'

'Nol Nol' cried Andrina in quick compunction
for any distress she might have caused him. 'Mijn-
hcer must never think it I It is joy that he brings
me. He knows itl He knows it I' She paused,
troubled by some memory of Tan' Jacoba, some
thought, some fear which disturbed while it eluded
her. Like a child trying to spell out a lesson she
whispered:
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'It is as if-as if-joy brings also a pain in the
heart. . . .'

'So it does smiled the Englishman, 'so it docs.
But the joy is worth it Dr don't you think so?'

Andrina did not answer, and the young man, in-
sistent, grave, masterful, tilted up her face again and
repeated:

'Don't you think so? Don't you think so, An-
drina?'

'Mijnheer knows what I think. Why does he aak
me? '

She lay quiet in his arms, listening to the steady
beat of his heart. That it had quickened, and was
quickening, she did not realize. To her it sounded as
steady as the hammer of God on the anvil of time,
and it brought her once again that sense of security
in the Englishman's presence which was one of the
simplest and one of the most precious miracles of her
love. In the quietness of that half-darkened room,
in the quietness which enveloped all the farm-place,
she felt that she could listen to its rhythm for ever.
And in this sweet content, this dear security, the
urgency in the young man's voice at first escaped
her.

'Ah, but does he know what you think,' he was
saying. That's just it I That's just it] There are
other joys he wants to share with you, but he doesn't
know if you want them. He doesn't know if you
would think them worth the pain they may bring to
your heart. And he doesn't want to make you un-
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happy. He wants to make you happier than you've
ever been before. He wants to bring your love to its
fulfilment. And he thinks he could. He thinks he
could. Shall he risk it, Andrina?'

'Fulfilment?' murmured Andrina. 'Fulfilment?'

She did not understand, nor did the young man stop
to explain. Child? Woman? As she lay in his arms
she was both, she was neither. She was a gift of the
gods. As such he would accept her. As such he
would claim her.

'Andrina, Andrina!' he cried. 'Andrina!'

His hand slipped from her neck to her shoulder,
from her shoulder to the curve of her firm young
breast. Quickly, as he kissed her, pressing his lips
deep into hers he undid the buttons of her bodice
and pulled down the chemise. . . , Andrina trem-
bled. This was no sleepy child seeking the shelter
of her bosom. This was no sleepy Any in need of
her protection, It was not compassion that he
aroused in her now. It was not tenderness. With
the strange, disturbing, physical response of her
quivering body to these passionate caresses there
went an exultant, overwhelming, primitive desire
to minister to his needs. And in the thought of
service to him there was for her now no absolute
cleavage between the joy of her body and the joy of
her soul. Together they made for her, in the out-
pouring of her love, in the humility of her spirit,
in the innocence of her mind, a glory that had no
shame.
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'What ia it that Mijnhcer would have of me?'
she whispered. 'I am his.'

. . . The beadle had been right, perhaps, and
Klaartjc's Andrina, to her peril, possessed no saving
sense of sin.

I0

JUSTUS MDSTERT'S Cornelia did not die. The pack
of 'sweat-leaf eased the breathing of the small,

tortured child and it was with the black cashmere
shawl still in the cart-box that Mevrouw returned to
Harmonic with Tan' Linda and little Jantje. Jantje
brought with him, secreted about his person, a
horrible sticky mess of almond tommclaitjes. Sud-
denly, in the midst of his happiness at Tan' Engcla's,
his coming to Schoongcsicht had struck him as
desertion of his two friends Andrina and the English-
man. More than Tan' Engela, with all her tomme-
laitjes, the Englishman and Andrina were his friends.
It was for them that, tucked away inside his shirt,
where the heat of his little body quickly began to
melt it, he was taking home the tommelaitjes. The
rapid disappearance of the sweetmeat had caused
some comment among his elders. It had flattered
Tan' Engela. It had troubled Mevrouw. Tan'

Linda had exclaimed at it with noisy admiration,
But Jantje had kept his secret to himself. And every
mile of the way back to Harmonic his secret wu
becoming a closer one.

181



THE B E A D L E

For Tan' Linda the visit to Schoongcaicht had
been more than successful. Not only was she bring-
ing home a small bundle of slips teased out of
Engcla de Jager with much talk and laughter
(Engela, though generous in the matter of tomme-
laitjes, did not part willingly with slips), but she
was bringing home also a wife for Frikkie. This was
Engcla's niece Emrrcntia due in a week or two from
the Calcdon district on a visit to her aunt. Never
had Tan' Linda been able to arouse in Frikkie even a
momentary interest in any girl in the valley. He
accepted them all with equal indifference. But the
very fact that Emerentia was a total stranger to the
valley was, Tan' Linda thought, in her favour.
Frikkie would be compelled to notice a stranger just
because she was a stranger. And mere curiosity,
when once it was aroused, took men journeying into
far countries both of the physical and of the mental
worlds. Yes, she dared to think, as she sat on the
back seat of the cart with the serene and gentle
Alida, she dared to think that but for curiosity many
men and most women would die bachelors and old
maids. Even she, afflicted as she was, had suffered
at times from the curiosity which in other human
beings drove men and women to marriage. Could
she but arouse this curiosity in Frikkie and make
him for a little while forget his lands she could
marry him, she thought, to Emerentia. Uh, she
must manage it! And she would! Had she not just
lately most successfully managed the affair of Jan
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Beyers and Betje Ferreira? Was she not at that
very moment most successfully managing the affair
of Andrina and the Englishman? She dared not
hope that on her return to Harmonic this evening
she would be free to fling her bomb upon an aston-
ished world, but surely the time for flinging it was
drawing very near, very ncarl But the slow and
cautious feelings of the Englishman must be res-
pected and she would respect them.

In her pleasurable excitement, it was a little
difficult for Tan' Linda to keep her thoughts to
herself. Her nature was u generous one. God had
ordained that in her affliction she should remain
always an onlooker and that curiosity for her should
never be gratified by personal adventure. But self-
pity was unknown tu her and interest in the affairs of
others never failed her. It was not always, perhaps,
a wise interest, but it was never a malicious one,
never ungenerous. Almost every action of her life
was prompted by it. And almost every action of her
life betrayed the natural kindliness of her noisy,
laughter-loving heart. With so much now to exer-
cise that heart and so little scope for exercising her
twisted body, she was glad when, towards dusk, the
cart drove into the yard at Harmonic.

In the yard both Andrina and the Englishman
awaited them. Mevrouw, leaning over her side of
the cart, at which the young man stood, asked in
gentle apology for her absence:

Things have gone well with Mijnheer?'
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'Excellently, Mevrouwl My coffee far some
reason never tasted better and my pupil's progress
was everything that could be desired. She's a parti-
cularly good pupil, Mcvrouw. Or else, perhaps, I'm
a particularly good master.'

'It is no doubt,' said Mevrouw smiling, 'a little
of both. And no doubt also all that Mijnheer
teaches her is good. Take care then, Jantje.'

Jantje, clutching strangely at his stomach, down
which there was now trickling a sticky mess of
molasses, jumped out of the cart into Andrina's
arms.

'Drintje,' he whispered eagerly, 'look now! I
have brought sweet-stuff for you and for the Eng-
lishman also. Presently I will give it you. Wait but
a little.'

'What then, Jantje cried Tan' Linda. 'Is it a
secret that you have? Or is it,' she added slyly, out
of the Englishman's hearing and handing Andrina
her slips, 'or is it Andrina that has the secret?'

Andrina blushed. In the half-dusk, which gave
her beauty a softer radiance, she raised her eyes to
Tan' Linda in a mute appeal that touched the older
woman's impulsive heart. No, thought Tan' Linda,
as she climbed awkwardly and painfully out of the
cart, no, Andrina must not be teased. She was too
easily frightened. She was not ready yet for her
secret to be given to the world. Well then, let her
keep it a little longer. It was worth keeping. One
had but to look at her face to know that the after-
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noon had brought her happiness. And surely this
same afternoon would presently bring Frikkie hap-
piness too. Yes, perhaps after all it would be well
not to be too much hurried in the affair of Andrina
and the Englishman. She would nurse her bomb
a little longer. The engagement of one couple
frequently led, in a sort uf pleasant crisis, to the
engagement of a second. She would postpone the
crisis for Andrina and the Englishman until Emer-
entia was safely arrived at Schoongesicht. Things
might then end, if properly managed, in a double
wedding at Harmonic!

She limped cheerfully into the kitchen for her
long knife and then set off to plant, at random in the
fading light, her slips from the Schaongesicht garden.

'If Mijnheer pleases,' she called gaily, 'he can
come with me and carry water.'

The Englishman followed her. Andrina carried
the medicine-chest and the black cashmere shawl
into the house for Mevrouw. Mevrouw spoke with
hopeful sympathy of the little Cornelia, describing
minutely the process of the pack and its effect upon
the child. She went into the bedroom, which fat
forty years she had shared with her husband Stephan,
and opened a small, brass-bound ebony chest. In
this chest were her grave-clothes and the grave-
clothes of the man by whose side she would some
day lie in the earth as night after night she lay in the
great wooden bed which for forty years they had
shared. She smoothed out the shawl on top of the
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grave-clothes, sighing gently. Aa she closed the
chest, she caught sight of Jantje clutching still at
his stomach.

'My little one,' she cried, drawing the boy to-
wards her, 'have you then a pain? So it will always
be with little children who eat too many tomme-
laitjes. And too fast.'

To rub his pain she undid his jacket and pulled
up his shirt,

'Andrintje,' she cried faintly, 'Andrintjel'

Andrina ran forward. Across Jantje's chest and
trickling down his stomach was the last of Tan'

Engela'g tommelaitjcs. It had been spread thin, on a
piece of paper, as was Tan' Engela's custom, and
looked now like a liquid brown plaster. Very gin-
gerly Andrina took hold of two ends of the paper
and drew the mass of stickiness away from Jantje's
skin.

'But, Jantje she cried, holding the astonishing
mess in her hands, 'but, Jantje, what then . . .'

'For you,' cried Jantje, flinging himself upon her,
'for you and the Englishman I brought it. Are you
not then both of you my friends?'

II

5 quietly as night slips into day and day into
night, Andrina slipped into a life of dear and

secret intimacy with the Englishman. It was for this
- to love the Englishman and to serve him with her
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body as she served others with her hands - that she
had been created, It was for this that she now lived.
Sin? She never thought of sin. It was to God, the
Heavenly Father, that she owed this rapture and to
Cod, day and night, she gave thanks for it. The
Devil was never to get his due from the innocent,
trusting heart of Klaartje's Andrina.

Her happiness was like a flowering which, though
unnoticed by most, was full of significance to those
who watched it as Tan' Linda, Tan' Coba and the
beadle watched it. In the Englishman it aroused
the triumph of a creator. It was he who had called
this new Andrina into being. This miracle was of
his working and though he would take no responsi-
bility for the future consequences of his act its
present consequences made him exultant But his
exultation was secret. In everything he did he
exercised a discretion which would have driven
Tan' Linda to exasperation if it had not compelled
her to admiration, and if she had not been for the
moment content to let things move slowly, pending
the expected but delayed arrival of Mevrouw de
Jager's niece Emercntia. Uccasionally she permit-
ted herself to indulge in a slight, very alight, hint of
raillery. The young man smiled, looked wise, but
was never caught, Tan' Linda, he thought, was a
knowing old bird. But she should not pipe for him.
He would dance to his own tuning. And Andrina
should dance with him. Whatever might come of
it this exercise aa mere experience would be goad for
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Andrina. And he held it to be a man's chief duty in
life to make the most of any experience that came his
way.

This theory he expounded one day to his pupil,
and was delighted, and allowed his conscience to be
gently soothed, by the way in which she accepted it.
But Andrina's acceptance was not deliberate and
mental. It was instinctive and spiritual. Experience,
as she understood it, was nu more to be courted than
it was to be shirked. It meant for her, as it meant for
her race, something ordained by the will of the Lord,
and by no means within the power of man was it
possible to escape the will of the Lord. Her accept-
ance was thus not a matter of mental courage as the
young man was pleased to imagine, but a matter of
faith. While the Englishman prided himself upon
being- a free agent Andrina knew herself to be
entirely in the hands of her God.

Of her God she spoke sometimes, shyly, to the
young man when he questioned her. And again in
the direct simplicity of her replies she seemed to
him courageous. What had seemed to the beadle in
the Bible-class so perilous a lack of the sense of sin
seemed to the Englishman a sort of moral fearless-
ness. It was from the Old Testament that she drew
her rcligiun. But the jealous and vindictive God
of that Testament she could not accept. Her Gad
was a God of pity and the Heavenly Father who
had brought Mijnheer back to Harmonic. She
admitted with sorrow her inability to appreciate the
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divinity of Christ. To think of him as God made
him meaninglrss to her, she said. And in a flash, as
she spoke, the crowning tragedy of the Jewish
teacher's life became for the Englishman a Godhead
thrust upon him by his followers.

With little religious feeling of his awn, the young
man found himself strangely moved by the intensity
of Andrina's. Yet intensity, he thought, was per-
haps not the word. He remembered vaguely a
phrase of Thoreau's about telegraph poles 'a-s caking
and a-seasoning in music,' Andrina, it seemed to
him, had absorbed the religion of her race, which was
also its literature and its single form of art, much as
the telegraph poles had absorbed the humming of
the winds, to give it out again in a gentler music of
her own, Was she in the same way, he wondered,
'a-soakingand a-seasoning' in the joy of his carcases?
He could not say. Simple as she was she remained a
mystery to him. However comfortably he might
arrange his conscience about her she was still mys-
terious. Within her narrow limitations there were
depths which he would never plumb. Even in her
appreciation of the beauty of the Book of Job, he felt
that she had outstripped him. And never had he
known a woman so gentle and yet so fearless in her
acquiescence to his bodily pleasure. Never had he
known one whose natural simplicity of heart came
so near to wisdom and to beauty and to goodness.

It was to her simplicity, perhaps, that Andrina
owed the safekeeping of her secret through the
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following weeks. Her relations with the English-
man were never guessed even by Tan' Linda. By
some miracle she still escaped that selfishness by
which love is most quiddy betrayed. Tan' Linda in
the post-office, MCVTDUW in the kitchen, Jantjc in
his bedroom suffered no neglect. She was to them
all what she had always been with but a deeper
tenderness, and to Jacoba she was something more,
Down in the little mud house, where Johanna feasted
upon vengeance and the beadle nursed and nour-
ished his forebodings, Jacoba's fears were lulled to
rest by the radiance of her darling's joy. Perhaps,
perhaps, thought Jacoba, her prayers had been heard
and Andrina was to escape the sorrow that had once
been hers.

Thus it was that the days slipped quietly by in
secret joy for Andrina and anticipation for Tan'
Linda, in secret hope for Tan' Coba and fears for the
beadle, and in a content of mind for the Englishman
which drifted imperceptibly but inevitably into that
boredom from which he was ever seeking to escape.
The end came suddenly, not with the hurling of Tan'
Linda's bomb but with the arrival of a short note
in the Englishman's mail on that long, hot, still and
pleasant day which brought Emcrentia Viljoen on
her first visit to Harmonic.

Emcrentia Viljoen, the niece of Engela de Jager,
was a revelation to the Englishman and a revelation
to Frikkie. The impression she made upon Frikkie
was all that Tan' Linda could have wished. The
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impression she made upon the Englishman was
caused partly by the contrast she offered to Andrina
and partly by the memories she awakened of a life
that had nothing in common either with that of
Harmonic or with that of Princes town, but to which
he now knew, suddenly and emphatically, that he
himself belonged. Emerentia was small, dark, lively
as a cricket, gay as a bird, and friendly to all the
world. She had spent several years at a boarding-
school near Cape Town and spoke excellent English.
Her flow of language, indeed, in both English and
Dutch, was astounding and never ceased. Her
manners were charming. And before she had been
ten minutes in the house it was as if she had been
there all her life and meant to remain there for the
rest of it.

The Englishman's acquaintance with Dutch girls
had been limited by circumstances, Frikkic's by wil-
fulncss. Yet Emerentia, so surprising to both of
them, was like many of the younger generation of
her race. Beneath her gaiety and chatter there lay a
solid foundation of common sense and capability.
She was not likely to lose her small, charming head
cither in love or in any other emergency. She would
make a good wife and a good mother. And, what was
more to Tan' Linda's immediate satisfaction, on
this first visit to Harmonic she not only compelled
Frikkie to pay her attention, but, once having gained
his attention, she held it Frikkic's affair, thought
Tan' Linda, could not have begun better. With
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such a beginning the double wedding at Harmonic
would soon be upon them. The time had come at
last for her to play a little upon the feelings of the
Englishman.

As Emerentia drove out of the yard with her
aunt, chattering to the last and begging them all to
come visiting her at Schoongesicht, Tan' Linda
turned to the Englishman. The young man was
smiling, amused and tolerant.

'A good wife for Frikkic, don't you think, Mijn-
hecr?' whispered Tan' Linda.

'Excellent.'

'And what about you? Is there no young girl in
our valley that will make Mijnheer as good a wife
as Emercntia will make Frikkic?'

Tin a bachelor by nature, Juffrouw.'
'So, Mijnheer, are all men till they take them

wives. A man does not come married into the
worlil '

'No, but some men choose to go unmarried out
of it.'

'A bad choice, Mijnheer ' Surely you will not
make it?'

'Perhaps not, Juffrouw,' smiled the young man.
'Perhaps not. Who can tell?'

He moved as he spoke towards the post-office,
where Andrina was busy sotting the mail. With his
sister Elinor's weekly budget she handed him a small
note, He took it from hex with a quick movement
of surprise. Standing in the doorway he read it,
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thrust it into his pocket, only to withdraw and re-
read it, then turned and, gathering up the rest of his
mail, walked quickly out into the yard and down the
gable path to his outside room.

II

ONCE in his own room the Englishman dosed
his door by placing a stool against it and, sitting

down near the garden window, glanced through the
rest of his mail. His sister Elinor's letter was dated
simply 'Sunday.' Nothing, he thought, would ever
teach Elinor to date her letters properly. Careless-
ness about dates was one of those many bad habits
which first he and then her husband Johnnie had
tried for years to cure. But Elinor was incurable.
Easy-going, humorous, tolerant, she sailed through
life with all her inconsistencies pleasantly softened
by a good nature that came near to indolence. Her
letters were always amusing and often shrewd. She
was not free from malice, but malice with her was
never divorced from humour. It was, however,
neither her malice nor her humour which held his
interest now, but the news which she gave him in
her closing sentences.

'Lettice is with us. Descended upon us suddenly
to escape, she said, the attentions of Tony Thnrney-
croft, Also, I think, to gain news of you. I reassured
her about your health. Told her, in fact, that
according to our cousin Emily there was nothing

193 B



THE B E A D L E

now wrong with your health but the curse of idle-
ness and a too comfortable income, both of which
afflictions marriage would cure. She seemed im-
pressed by Emily's wisdom, but whether this means
that she intends to complete your cure by spending
your income rather than Tony Thorneycroft's, it is
beyond me to say. Lettice is still Lettice.'

That Lettice was still Lcttice, the little ncte which
he had read in the post-office and which he now read
again was proof.

'Dear Harry,' it ran, 'I take back everything I
said under the apple-tree. You said that I might,
and I do. Lettice.'

That was Lettice. Impulsive, quick, direct, and
capable of changing the entire course of her life, and
his own, by breaking a year's silence with a note of
two sentences.

With his mind still held by those memories which
Emercntia'a gay and charming self-confidence had
awakened, the Englishman had found himself
deeply and strangely moved by this note from Lettice
Featherstone. There had, in those first moments in
the post-office, been something fine in the emotion
which had so surprisingly swept through him. He
was still moved, but his emotion now was more
selfish and more excited and exciting. Life, he
thought triumphantly, would always be adventure
with Lettice Featherstone, and it would be adventure
capably carried out. Like Emcrcntia - and how
strangely Emercntia had reminded him of herl-
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Lettice never last her head, even in wilfulness, and
because her mind worked with amazing rapidity and
fearlessness she was never boring. She was, in fact,
like a bird darting from branch to branch, from tree
to tree, in absolute and gay assurance. She belonged
by birth to his own and Elinor's world-the world
which sent out judges and administrators to its
colonies, and soldiers and sailors to the borders of its
empire. But, unlike the indolent Elinor, she made
frequent excursions to other planes, from which she
returned enriched by varied experience. Tony
Thorneycroft, spoken of vaguely as a poet, was the
harvest she had reaped from Chelsea.

It was because of Tony that, under the apple-tree,
Lettice, during his convalescence, had refused to
marry him. Half banteringly, with the lightly
assumed, petulant self-pity of an invalid, he had
insisted that if within a year she changed her mind
she should tell him so. He had hardly expected her
to change her mind and, though to tease her he had
played with the idea that it was her refusal to marry
him which was retarding his convalescence, he had
certainly not meant to grieve if she did not. It wu
the slowness of this convalescence, after an illness
slightly affecting his chest, which had sent him out
to Africa. At Princcstown - and it was strange now
to remember how little he had thought of Lettice at
Princestown! — he had done his best to amuse him-
self in mild flirtation with his cousin Emily's daugh-
ters. But the pokerish Henrietta and the silent Jane
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had not been reared for dalliance and in something
like eiasperation he had fled from Princes town to
Harmonic. At Harmonic, where Letticc was now
suddenly revealed to him as the woman to whom all
his life he had been journeying, he had thought of
her even less than he had done at Princes town. For
here he had found Andrina.

It was of Andrina that he thought, with a reluctant
tenderness, as he folded up his letters. He had for-
gotten Andrina. Andrina. Strange child ' Strange
Woman ' Would she take it hard?

He got up from his seat by the window, searched
for a pipe on the table and began cleaning the bowl
with his pocket-knife. His movements were slow
and deliberate, and slow and deliberate did he mean
to keep his thoughts. The time had come for him to
exercise once again his right to complete freedom of
action and he must exercise it. He must leave Har-
monic, He must leave Africa. And the sooner the
better. Did stick-in-the-mud at Princestown would
give him a clean bill of health for his chest. No fear
about that [Damn it, what a foul thing this pipe
was I) And from Prints town he would cable to
Letticc, Yes, better cable, or she might be off into
some other world and meet him on arrival with some
other Tony. He smiled grimly as he thought of
Tony. With the thought of Tony the sense of vic-
tory, of possession, grew upon him. After all, from a
distance of over six thousand miles, he had beaten
the Chelsea poet, Lettice had come back to her own
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world for her husband. He was going back to his
own world for his wife. Lettice, being Lettice, would
even as his wife make bird-like darts and excursions
into other worlds, but she should reap no more
Tonics. He would see to that. He smiled again. . . .

Slowly, as he filled his pipe, his thoughts came
back to Andrina. Yes, he must admit it now,
Andrina had begun, just a little, to bore him. Yet
until to-day he had not been conscious of it. . . .
Would she take it hard? He thought not, yet knew
that he thought not only because he wished to think
not. Her gentle abandonment had not been the
'easy come, easy go' of the prostitute. It had come
from some depths which he had never fathomed.
But just because he had never fathomed those depths
he felt himself morally free to ignore them. He had
taken nothing from Andrina which she had not been
willing to give. He had given her nothing which
she had not been eager to have. He had done her
no harm. Again and again, as if in argument with
an opponent, he insisted upon this — he had done her
no harm. He had taught her to live and to love, but
her attachment to him had never been guessed,
except perhaps by that gay old bird Tan' Linda, and
there was no reason why it should ever become
known-no reason why, on her part or on his, it
should ever be regretted. But she must not take its
inevitable ending hard. She must face it with com-
mon-sense. And she would. Was not her whole
outlook on life courageous in its simplicity? Did she
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not know that happiness is never lasting? Had she
not learned that experience is the salt of life? She
was young. She was beautiful. Tan' Linda would
soon be marrying her to some steady young bijwoner
in the valley. . . .

He was moving now restlessly about the room
smoking his pipe. The sooner the whole thing was
settled and done with now, he thought, the better.
He would speak at once to Mevrouw and Mijnheer.
Explain to them that he must go over the mountains
to Princestown - the nearest telegraph office-to
cable to England, and that his future movements
would depend upon the reply that came to his cable.
Yes. A little indefiniteness might soften the break
for Andrina. . . . He would keep his plans for the
future indefinite. . . . But he would leave Harmonic
at once. Borrow a cart and horses from Mijnheer
and not wait for the weekly post-cart. A little
abrupt perhaps, but no more abrupt than his coming
to Harmonic had been. No more abrupt than his
coming to Africa had been. . . .

The sense of a need for urgency - that false crav-
ing for speed which so often and BO dangerously
afflicts the idle —began to grow upon him. He
encouraged it It dulled his thoughts of Andrina,
which wavered curiously between a tender regret for
the child whom he must hurt ani something which
came perilously near to the resentment felt by the
oppressor towards the oppressed. And it sharpened
his desire to get from Lcttice something more than
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an admission in a note of two sentences of his power
aver her. Yes, he would leave in haste. To leave in
haste is the easiest of leave-takings. He would speak
to Mevrouw and Mijnheer after supper that evening.

Crossing the room he caught sight of his port-
manteau, stopped, pulled it out from the wall and
opened it. Un the dividing flap was an oblong pocket
of shiny red bather, fastened with an elastic cord and
a small black button. He opened the pocket and drew
from it a little bundle of photographs, among them
one of Elinor and her children and one of Lettice.

He walked across to the garden window, studying,
in the deepening dusk, the small brown head and the
alert, mischievous, amused expression of Lettice
Featherstone. This was Lettice, just as her note was
Lettice. And here, too, was that likeness to Emer-
cntia. He had not been mistaken about that. There
was in both Emcrcntia and Lettice that provocative
suggestion of impudence which never actually be-
comes impudent. He smiled as he noted it. Lettice
would need some handling. Well, he would handle
her. . . .

He became conscious suddenly of a hammering
against his dosed door and realized that for some
time this hammering had been playing an accom-
paniment to his thoughts. Tossing the photographs
on to the table, he pulled aside the guarding stool.

'Mijnhcer,' cried Jantje, tumbling in upon him,
'have you been then asleep? Long ago it was supper-
tune I'
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FoR Jantje supper was an enchanted meal which
only on rare occasions he was allowed to share.

He owed his good fortune to-night partly to the dis-
turbance caused by Emerentia's visit and partly to
an unusual forgetful ness in Mevrouw, to whom the
post had brought a letter from his parents. Of this
letter, which so intimately concerned himself, Jantje
as yet knew nothing. With his chair drawn close to
MEVToUW'S he had no thought beyond the scene
around him. All life was adventure to Jantje, but at
this moment it was the lamp in the centre of the
table which made it so intensely adventure. The
lamp, bought at a store in Platkups dorp by Mijnhcer
on one of his visits to the market there, had a small
metal stand, a clear glass bowl for the oil, and a plain
white shade. It possessed no beauty whatever, yet
the circle of light cast by the shade on the table, and
the little shells from Zandtbaai placed in the base of
the bowl to dear the oil, spelt enchantment for the
small boy.

Round the lamp the table was spread with various
dishes of fruits and preserves, with plates of that
dark brown bread which is so nearly black and ao
nearly sour, with dishes of sliced biltong, fried eggs,
salt ribitjes done on the gridiron, and pot-roasted
chickens. Strong, black, bitter coffee, in the heavy,
rose-decked cups, was served by Andrina, who had
entered the dining-room hurriedly after the rest of
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the household were seated. To the smell of coffee, of
lamp oil, of rich food- all so delightful to the eager
Jantje — was added the human odour of the two
small native children, indentured in service to Mcv-
rouw and Mijnheer, who, alert and eager as mon-
keys, watched the proceedings from behind their
master's and mistress's chairs.'

The lamp on the table was the only light in the
long, lafty room from the far corners of which
loomed a darkness that added to Jantje's sense of
enchantment and, curiously, to his feeling of safety
by his grandmother's side. Now and then Mevrouw,
feeling his hot, sticky hand seeking hers, would smile
down upon his upturned face and murmur gently,
under cover of Tan' Linda's chatter: 'My little
springbok! My little heart-thief I'

It was Tan' Linda this evening who did most of
the talking, Emcrentia's visit had been a triumph
for Tan' Linda. She was loud in her praises, directed
at the silent Frikkie, of Mevrouw de Jager's niece.
She was arch. She was knowing. She was noisy.
She was, in short, in her element. So quick and
bright and amusing was Emercntia! So friendly and
sweet-naturcd! And one needn't think that board-
ing-school in Cape Town had spoiled her. No.
There was no nonsense in her head I Her head was
packed full of common-sense as well as book-learn-
ing I Why, that very morning she had cut up a sheep
for Engela de Jager with all the skill of a long-
married woman. So beautifully had she done it
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that Engela had regretted that she had no unmarried
son who could make her his wife. Yes. Engela,
who had searched the whole Flatkops district for
suitable wives for her sons, had said that.

In the midst of her praises she caught, suddenly,
the amused glance of the Englishman. There was
indeed something more than amusement in his
glance, Was it excitement? Had Emerentia made
an impression upon the Englishman as well as upon
Frikkie? She brushed the dangerous thought aside.
No, no I She had not got a wife from Schoongcsicht
for the Englishman. She had got one for Frikkie.
Andrina was the Englishman's I

She turned to look at Andrina. How quiet the
child was I How silent even in her movements '
And how beautiful. Yea, to-night, with the light
of the lamp upon her, she had the still sad beauty
of the carved angel in Flatkops church-and
Tan' Linda, like many other dwellers in the wide
Platkops district, knew of nothing more beautiful
than the carved angel in Flatkops church. But the
girl's sadness troubled her. Why did she look so
sad?

Suddenly across her gaiety and her sense of
achievement there ran a vague uneasiness. She
turned involuntarily to the Englishman and found
his gaze now resting on Andrina, He was no longer
amused. He was no longer excited. It was almost
as if he were pained. Pained? What could there be
in what he now saw in Andrina to pain him? Had
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they quarrelled? Then they must make it upl Life
was too short for quarrels. Surely they did not need
an old maid to teach them that I But if they did she
would teach them. Yes. She must sec about it But
not now. No. This was not the moment for such
lessons. She must await a more suitable oppor-
tunity. It was bound to come.

She turned again to Frikkie, leaving the English-
man still quietly studying Andrina. Though he
had never had the good fortune to see the carved
angel in Platkops church, he too had been struck this
evening by the stillness of Andrina's beauty, con-
trasting it perhaps unconsciously with Emcrcntia's
dark vivacity. And he too was troubled by her
sadness. Of what was she thinking? Could her
sadness come, by any possible chance, from some
fore-knowledge of his plans? There was no possible
chance of thisl No one knew his plans but himself.
She had no right yet to be sad I Such sadness added
to the difficulties of his position. It would inevitably
rob her of some of her common-sense —and it was
with common-sense that he now most ardently
desired her to face the immediate future. In her
sadness there was for him the first hint of reproach
that his relations with the girl had ever brought him.
Yet how, at this moment, could he with justice sus-
pect her of reproach? Was he beginning to develop
a peculiar sort of conscience? Then indeed it was
time he left Harmonie! Yet now, when the need for
haste was so forcibly brought home to him, he found
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himself troubled by his first hampering doubt, his
first compassionate regret.

Slowly, through magic for Jantjc, through pre-
occupation for Mevrouw, through noisy talk for
Tan' Linda, silence for Frikkie, sadness for Andrina,
vague uneasiness for the Englishman and quiet
withdrawal for Mynheer, the meal drew to its close.
When the last of the dishes was cleared away, the
great Bible was placed before Mynheer. From a
drawer in the sideboard Andrina brought the psalm-
books — one for each person round the table and one
for the Englishman among the rest. From the
kitchen quarters came the native servants, crowding
in the doorway without entering the room and squat-
ting down there upon the floor. The chapter was
read. The psalm was sung. Jantjc, slipping from
his chair, walked up to his grandfather's knee and
repeated his evening prayer. From the doorway
came the indentured children and they too, at their
master's knee, repeated a prayer. 'Make me to be
obedient to my mistress, oh Lord,' prayed Spaasie
in her rough, hoarse voice. 'Make me to run quickly
when my master calls,' prayed Klaas.

It was Mevrouw who, when talk became general
again, made the first move from the table. It was
long past Jantje's bed-time, she said, and Andrina
must take him off at once. 'At once she repeated
and stooped to kiss her little heart-thief good-night.
She was still preoccupied and in preDcmpation,
with a murmured apology to her guest, rose from
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the table and left the roam. Tan' Linda, bound
for the post-office, where the sorting of the mail
was not yet finished, was the next to go. The
Englishman found himself alone with Frikkie and
Mijnheer.

He turned tu Frikkie, whu, though he seldom
spoke it, understood English.

'Will you ask your father for me if he can spare
me a cart and horses to go over the mountains to
Princestown?' he asked. 'The mail has brought me
a letter which has to be answered at once. I must get
over to Princes town as soon as I can to cable from
there.'

For the first time that evening Frikkie smiled.
For the first time since his coming to Harmonic the
Englishman had, that afternoon, impressed himself
as a personality upon Frikkie. The Englishman
would never, God help him I make any sort of a
farmer, but Frikkie was not so sure that he would not
make a serious sort of rival to the affections of
Emerentia. His feeling about this was not yet
definite enough to be called jealousy, but it did in
fact come near enough to jealousy to make him think
that the other side of the mountains was the beat
place for Englishmen.

He repeated the young man's request to his father
and made answer for him: 'Surely we will be able to
spare you a cart and horses. Is it to-morrow that
you would go?'

'Thanks, yes. If that suits you.'
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'It will suit. Mynheer means to come back to
the valley?'

Tm not sure. I may be returning to England,'

answered the Englishman with careful carelessness,
and heard, as he spoke, the door of Jantje's bedroom
quietly dose.

AT the foot of the bed in Jantje's room sat An-
drina. The room was in darkness and Jantje

himself had long since fallen asleep. But still she
sat there- her body as immovable in her sorrow as
was the carved stone angel in Flatkops church, her
mind working clearly through the anguish of her
heart. This was the end. She who had never dared
to hope did not dare now to doubt. This was the
end. The Englishman was leaving her. Her dear
Airy-her dear, dear love-was leaving her.

With that direct simplicity which the English-
man took for courage and which was perhaps but the
fatalism of her race or the humility of her spirit,
she accepted this fact. She did not judge. Judge?
How should she judge? If it was God who had
brought the Englishman to her was it not as cer-
tainly God who was taking him from her? And who
was she that he should stay for her? Had not his
going from the first been inevitable, though in her
joy she had failed to sec it? Ah, she knew it was
inevitable nowl What other end could there be but
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this? Marriage? She shrank from that presump-
tuous thought as from a sacrilege. No, no, God for-
give her, she was not worthy of marriage with the
Englishman. To be such a wife as the Englishman
needed was beyond her power. It was not as his
wife that she was fitted to serve him. It was not as
his wife that she was fitted to love him before the
world. Such honour was not for her. She knew itl
She knew it! Was not her dear Any as high above
her as were the heavens above the earth?

In what then lay the sharpness of her sorrow?
Was it in the knowledge, gained so strangely that
afternoon, that though she was not fitted to become
his wife there was some one else who was? Some
one as gay and charming, perhaps, as Emerentia
Viljoen . . . some one whose photograph, when
she ran out to tidy his room before supper, she had
found on his table . . . and whose little note she
had watched him read as he stood in the doorway of
the post-office . . .?

Her honesty compelled her to admit that this was
so. Never before had she suffered the anguish of
jealousy, yet was not this, in part, what she was
suffering now? The thought was terrible to her.
Jealous? How could she be jealous of one whom the
Englishman loved? Must not those who were dear
to him be dear also to her, though they should rob
her of him? Could she wish to limit his love to one
so poor in gifts as herself? No, no, even if it were
possible to limit his love to herself she must not
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wish it. And it was not possible. It was not she but
the writer of the litdc note who now held the Eng-
lishman's love. She knew it And she knew also,
with a knowledge that was robbed of its bitterness
by her humility, though it filled her gentle heart
with sadness, that such love as he had for this stran-
ger had never been hers.

In her sadness she lived again through those
moments which had brought this revelation to her.
Uncc again she saw the Englishman coming into the
post-office for his mail. Dnce again she saw the
slight stiffening of surprise as he took from her a
small note in a hand that was new to her. Dnce
again she saw the little upward jerk of the head - so
dear and so familiar to her-as he began to read.
Once again she saw his smile-so ironic and so
eager and so tender-as he read. And once again
she saw that sudden radiance which, following his
smile, had brought & beauty that was almost glory
to the face she loved. . . . Quickly he had thrust
his note into his pocket and as quickly withdrawn
and re-read it, then turned and, smiling upon her
vaguely u upon a stranger, gathered up his papers
and left the post-office.

It was in this moment that, for Andrina, the end
of all that was dear to her had come. Beyond all
doubting and disputing she had known it. It had
needed neither the finding of the photograph in the
Englishman's room nor the overhearing of his
request for a cart to take him to Princestown to
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prove this to her. By that strange radiance lighting
up his face as he read she had known it, Such
glory had never shone in his face for her and it
bound him, by a right that in her singleness of heart
was dear to her as an ordinance of God, to the
woman who had evoked it He was hers. And he
must go to her.

Yet suddenly now, as she sat in the darkness, at
the thought of his going there swept through her
heart so sharp a sense of her coming desolation that
her anguish became a panic. How could she let
him go? How should she bear his going? She could
not bear it I She could not bear it ' Never again to
feel his hand upon her, comforting her body - never
again to hear his voice —never again to hear the
steady beat of his heart as she lay in his arms-to
lose for ever and ever that sense of security which he
alone in all the world had brought her. . . . She
could not bear it, she could not bear it I Had not he
himself awakened her to the knowledge of the beauty
and the hunger of her body? Had not he himself
called forth the woman in her? It was for him alone
that this woman lived. She must die if he left her.
How then could he leave her? Had he awakened
her but to leave her to perish? Was this that 'fulfil-
ment' of her love of which he had spoken?

Fulfilment . . . fulfilment. . . . How strangely
now that strange word echoed through her tender
and desolate heart. Was it in mockery that the Eng-
lishman had used it? She could not believe it. Even
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in her anguish her heart cried out for justice to him
there. It was not in mockery that he had brought
her such joy as had never before been hers. It was
not in mockery that he had warned her that for such
joy she might have to suffer pain. It was not in
mockery that he had called her his adorable child and
yet refrained from giving her any dearer name than
this. In nothing had he deceived her. It was she
who had failed to realize that his tenderness towards
her had been the tenderness felt for a child, not the
love aroused and held by a woman. She realized it
now. Any was no more to blame for the love which
he felt for the stranger than she was to blame for the
love which she felt for him. . . . Love . . . love?
What was love? Had Tan' Coba been right when
she said that for some it was but a sorrow with
an end that was harder than death?

At this thought panic again overwhelmed her and
she slipped from the bed on to the floor and knelt
there, pressing her head against Jantjc's pillow. She
was crying, and as she cried she whispered over and
over again the name of her dear, dear love, her dear,
dear Arry. . . . Ah, he must have her, he must leave
her, but she must still love him. Well she knew that
there was nothing now that her love could do for him
but let him go! And for this surely the Heavenly
Father would give her strength. Surely in His pity
He would help her I She would pray to Him. She
who for weeks and months past had knelt only to
thank Him for bringing the Englishman tn her must
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pray tn Him now for sfrength to let him go. . . .
Dur Father. . . , Our Father. . . .

At her cry - the cry of all her simple race to their
God-Jantje stirred in bis sleep and flung himself
across the pillow tuwards her. She drew him, still
sleeping, into her arms, pressing his head against
her breast. Her body felt strained and numbed, and
she was conscious, as once or twice she had been of
late, of a slight faintness as she knelt. But the faint-
ness passed. She drew Jantje still more closely
towards her. The warmth of his little body nestling
against her own-his helplessness - brought com-
fort slowly back to her soul. So, once, had she held
her dear Any. . . . So, for ever, though he now
must leave her, would she hold him in her heart, . . .
Our Father, she prayed, . . . Dur Father. . , . Our
Father

ANDRINA was still kneeling by the side of Jantje'a
bed when Mevrouw came quietly into the

room.
'Docs he not sleep? ' she asked in quick anxiety.
'He sleeps now, Mevrouw answered Andrina.

'Mevrouw needs me?' She rose from the floor.
'Yes, my child,' sighed Mevrouw. She sat down

heavily on the second bed and drew Andrina down
beside her. 'Andrintje,' she said, 'see how it is.
Jantje'a mother is ill and she frets now su for the
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child that his father has sent far him. This day I
had his letter, And he asks that you should take
Jantjc up to them and stay with his wife till she is
better. Already I have been to your aunt Johanna.
She is glad that you should go. Tan' Cuba also. . . .
Will you go, my child?'

'Surely I will go,' answered Andrina simply.
'Mijnheer himself will take you so far as Mai gas

said Mevrouw, 'and there Jantjc's father will meet
you. In two days you will gu. . . . It will go hard
with me without you, Andrintjel'

'Mevrouw is kind. . . .'
Mevrouw sighed again. The news in her son's

letter had troubled her and the thought of losing
both Jantje and Andrina weighed heavily upon her.
Yet she, like Johanna, though for different reasons,
thought this visit up-country might be a good thing
for the girl, It was not right that she should be tied
for ever to Harmonic. But she would miss her I

For a little while they sat in silence, Mevrouw
holding the girl's hand in hers. Then she roused
herself with a gentle 'al-le-wereld!' and said: 'See
now, my child I This letter for the Englishman.
Tan' Linda found it when she shook out the bag.
Take it to him. I must still speak with Mijnheer

Andrina took the letter and after Mevrouw had
left the room stood for a moment irresolute. How
should she go to him and not betray her sorrow?
How should she go to him and guard her heart
against that terrifying anguish of jealousy? Was

2'2



THE B E A D L E

there to be no end to the pain of her love? Was this
all that from hour to hour, from day to day, from
year to year, life was to hold for her? Oh, she could
not bear it, she could not bear it! Yet even aa that
cry was once again wrung from her, she knew that
she must b car it - that life, for most, was the bearing
of unbearable things.

Slowly, as she stood in the darkness, she mastered
her emotion and faced her fear. Was she not, even
now, being given help to bear what lay before her?
Would it not be easier for her to go right away with
little Jantje and learn among strangers how to hide
her sorrow? Was it not in this way that her Heavenly
Father was once again proving His care for her?
Was there not indeed, if she could but read it, a
clear working of God's will through all the strange
and unforeseen and bewildering happenings of that
crowded day? She could not doubt it I And to God's
will, so far as she could read it, she must hold herself
obedient. She must be brave in the doing of what,
in answer to His will, she felt to be right. She must
be wise. And she must go now, with his letter, to the
Englishman.

The Englishman's door was closed, but before
she had time to tap he himself opened it and drew
her into the room.

'I've wanted you,' he said, in a voice that waa
strange and troubled and abrupt and harsh.

'I have brought Mijnheer still another letter,'

explained Andrina gently. The tone of his voice, so
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new to her, disturbed her. She could not guess what
lay behind it. That he might be suffering twinges of
conscience about matters for which, either on his
part or her own, she herself felt none, did not strike
her. His going was for her now not only inevitable
but a bare act of justice to the woman whom he loved
and whose love he held. In no way must she come
between them.

The young man took the letter from her and
tossed it without a glance on to the table. 'I've
wanted you,' he said again, still harshly. Putting his
hands on her shoulders, he drew her into the small
circle of light cast by a single candle. Why was it
that with the dosing of Jantje's door his mood had
changed so suddenly from triumph and exhilaration
to this vague dissatisfaction, this strange distress of
spirit? He could not say.

'Look up at me, Andrina I'

Andrina looked up, her eyes brimming with un-
shed tears, her lips trembling. To comfort this dear
and troubled Any she smiled.

'What is it that Mijnheer wanted of me?' she asked.
The Englishman did not answer. What was it

indeed that he had wanted of her? Common-sense?
Was not her common-sense at this moment greater
than his own? Yet how strange and mysterious she
was to him 'of what was she thinking? How much
did she know? How much had she heard before she
dosed Jantjc's door? How much had she guessed?

Again Andrina spoke. Somehow she must ease
214
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him of his trouble, for that his trouble now concerned
herself she did not doubt.

'Was it to tell me that he must leave me that
Mijnhecr wanted me?' she asked. 'That I already
know.'

She spake so quietly that the young- man was
almost shocked. Common-sens el He came near, at
that moment, to resenting it I Here was nothing
that he had feared. Here was no reproach. Here
was no accusation. Yet now the very absence of
reproach seemed somehow to reproach him.

'How did you know?' he asked sharply. 'Who
told you?'

'It was from Mijnhccr himself that I knew it-
when he read his letter in the post-office. , . .'

'Andrinal'

'In his face I saw it whispered Andrina.
Suddenly, a little roughly, the Englishman lilted

up her chin and looked down upon her in the flicker-
ing light.

'What did you see in his face?' he asked.
'Mijnheer knows what it was. Why should he

make me say it? He must leave me. Is not that
what he wished to tell me?'

For a moment the young man did not answer.
When he did the harshness had gone from his voice
and it was the old Any who spoke, grave and tender,
and concerned as for a child.

'Yea, that u what he had to tell you. ... He was
- troubled about you, Andrina.'
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'Mynheer must nat be troubled, It is right that he
should go.'

'Right,' thought the young man eagerly. Yea,
but how strange that she should realize itl Yet was
it strange? Was it not, simply, proof that he had
been wise to count upon her common-sense and
courage?

'Now that he has to leave you, you don't regret
his coming to you, do you, Andrina?'

'No, Mijnheer.'

'You will always be glad that he came?'
'Mijnhcer knows it.'
'No, Mynheer knows very little aboutyou, ' smiled

the Englishman. 'Very, very little.'

His good-humour, his buoyancy, his excitement
— all these were rapidly returning, Miraculously for
him the immediate ordeal was over. Andrina, in-
comprehensible child, incomprehensible woman, was
not taking it hard. He was conscious of a vague
disappointment mingling with his relief, but relief
was uppermost in his feelings. The future, not the
past, claimed his thoughts. Looking down upon
Andrina he saw her but as a child in the far distance
of a country which his mind had already left. From
that distance neither her lave nor her sorrow could
reach him. He was free.

Andrina, watching the face that was so dear to
her, knew that his concern for her was over, and
through her sorrow and her strange, benumbed
physical weariness there crept something that to her
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too was almost relief. It would be easier, so, to hide
from him the pain in her heart. And she must still
hide it. To hide it and to let him go was all that
there remained for her to do far her dear, dear
luve. . . .

But it was not all. Through the dim candle-light
she became conscious slowly of the disorder of the
roam. Already the Englishman had begun his pre-
parations for packing. But how clumsy they were!
How wild and confused ' His clothes all over the
place and his portmanteau already more than half
filled! Did he mean to get all that remained into the
other half of his portmanteau . . .?

She turned to him shyly, to prove to him once
again, though she did not know it, her common-
sense and courage, and to ease, though he did not
guess it, her desolate heart by this last act of service
to him.

'If Mijnheer will but let me,' she said, 'I will now
pack for him.'
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IT was in the heat of summer that Andrina had gone
up-country with Jantje, and now in the Aangc-

naam valley the hot, dry autumn winds had given
way to the cooler, quieter days of winter and the
yearly Thanksgiving at Harmonic was at hand. At
the homestead the intervening months had passed
with little adventure beyond Frikkie's courtship of
Emerentia Viljocn. In this Tan' Linda had found
her chief consolation for the amazing and incompre-
hensible interference of Providence in the romance
which she had planned for Andrina and the English-
man. For the strange, complete and sudden ending
to this affair Tan' Linda came as near bearing a
grudge against the Almighty as was possible to one
of her cheerful and lively temperament. But with
Frikkie she had cause for nothing but intense satis-
faction. In every way he was living up to her hopes
of him as an earnest young man in love. Most
engagingly had he lost not only his heart but his
head, and in this his very foolishnesses were sweet
to her. So, by contrast, was the serenity of Emeren-
tia, who, whatever might happen to the head and
heart of Frikkie, retained full possession of her own.

But in spite of her satisfaction about Frikkie there
were many moments in the post-office, where she
constantly missed Andrina, when Tan' Linda's
thoughts would go back in puzzlement and regret
to the Englishman. How was it that things had
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ended so strangely and so suddenly there? How
was it that, just when she was preparing to astonish
the world with her secret, that secret had ceased to
exist? Had she hugged it to her heart too long and
so missed the favourable moment for the fruition of
her plans? She could not tell. She knew only that
when first the Englishman drove out of the yard on
his way to Princestown, and then Andrina on her
way to Caroline, she felt as if in this sweeping aside
of her hopes and schemes God had publicly rebuked
her.

As gaily as he had come to them, it seemed to Tan'
Linda now, had the Englishman left them. In
nothing at their leave-taking in the yard had there
been any betrayal of their real feelings by Andrina
and the young man. It was not here, Tan' Linda
felt, that the end had come for them. But when had
it come? And where? And why? To these questions
she found no answer. Andrina's sadness at the
supper-table on the day of Emerentia's visit, and
the young man's subdued excitement and conse-
quent uneasiness as his gaze had come to rest upon
the girl, explained nothing to her. They deepened,
rather, a mystery which was not, as she at first had
thought it, a lover's quarrel, and left her troubled
by an unaccustomed sense of failure. In some way
she felt she must herself have been to blame for this
miscarriage of her plans. She had failed not only
with the Englishman but with Jan Beyers, for
surely if she had foreseen this ending to the English-
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man's romance she would have kept Jan Beyers in
reserve far Andrina. Jan Beyers had certainly, before
he took his letter to Betje Fcrriera, wanted Andrina.
Or was it only the beadle's two plough-oxen that he
had wanted?

Here for Tan' Linda was another unsolved mys-
tery. It Would never now, she supposed, be revealed
to her why Aalst Vlokman had offered his oxen to
Jan Beyers as a marriage portion for Andrina du
Toit. There was for her in this a hint of that mad-
ness under which, she was convinced, in spite of all
good Alida's gentle protests, the beadle laboured.
Only a sort of madness could explain Aalst Vlokman
to Tan' Linda, and madness explained him very
well. Alida might shake her head, but Tan' Linda
knew better. Why, as she looked back upon it now,
she could see plainly that all through the English-
man's visit the beadle had been growing stranger in
his ways. It was after the Englishman came that
he first began to neglect his lands, and now, so one
of the coloured boys had told her, he would sit for
hours under a tree gazing out across the world at
nothing. So impressed had she been by this picture
of the beadle gazing out across the world at nothing
that she had even ventured to question Johanna and
Jacoba Steenkamp about him. But neither from
Johanna's ironic silence, nor from Jacoba' s flustered
timidity—and surely, thought Tan' Linda, Jacob a was
ill? But no, when questioned about it, Jacoba denied
that she was ill - could she glean anything about Aalst
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Vlokman's madness. Only when she remarked how
on mail-day the beadle hung about the yard, as if
expecting a letter that never came, did she catch a
troubled appealing glance from Jacaba to Johanna.
From Johanna herself there came no sign.

Johanna's silence was, in fact, triumphant, and
by no spoken protest did Jacoba dare to break it.
It was to make Aalst Vlokman suffer that Johanna
withheld from him all news from the Caroline dis-
trict as it had been to make him suffer that she had
given her consent to Mevruuw when asked to allow
Andrina to go up-country with Jantje. True she had
not been unaware of definite advantages to her niece
in this arrangement, but her first thought when
Mevrouw stated her errand on the evening of
Emercntia's visit had been one of triumph over the
beadle. In the Caroline district, she had reflected
grimly, Klaartje's Andrina would be beyond Aalst
Vlokman's reach.

Close upon the satisfaction of that evening had
come one of those inspirations to cruelty which in
some natures are the strange and bitter fruit of
righteousness. On the following day, after the
Englishman's sudden departure, Aalst Vlokman,
who knew nothing as yet of Mevrouw's plans for
Andrina and Jantje, broke his silence at the midday
meal.

'He's gone then,' he said, 'he's gone then-the
young man that you dressed up Andrina like a doll
for.'
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It was a jeer, and Johanna knew it It was also the
ay of relief of a tortured spirit, and this she did not
know, or did not care to know. For his jeer Aalst
Vlokman should suffer. She had but to keep silence
to-day and to-morrow would bring her her revenge.

It was, as she had planned it, down in his lands
that, next morning, she had her revenge. Here, in a
strange exultant energy born of relief at the English-
man's departure from Harmonic and of hope for
Andrina's future, the beadle had laboured from
sun-up. And down to him here came Johanna, with
vengeance in her heart and in her hands his midday
meal tied up between two plates in a red-and-whitc
handkerchief. Without preliminaries she struck.

'And she also has gone, Aalst Vlokman,' she said,
as if carrying on the conversation of the day before.
'She also has gone. Klaartje's Andrina. The doll
that I dressed for the Englishman. What say you
to that now, beadle?'

'You lie,' cried the beadle. 'You liel'

'And why should I lie?' asked Jahamra. 'Why
should she not go? Do you think, Aalat Vlokman,
that it was the Englishman that came back for her?
With a wagon in the night like the man that took
Klaartjc to Platkops? Is it a thing that every man
would do? Is that what you think? Think it, then,
bead!=I Think it thenl '

She turned to go, and in an agony that knew no
pride the beadle called after her: 'If she has not gone
to the Englishman where then has she gone?'
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Once again Johanna faced him — Cold, deliberate,
bitter, and righteous. 'What is it to you, Aalst
Vlokman,' she asked, "where Klaartjc's Andrina
has gone?'

For a moment, grim and ironic, she paused for the
answer that did not come, and then turned and swept
triumphant across the lands. Soon, she knew, the
beadle must learn where Andrina had gone, but
let him suffer a little first! Let him suffer! This was
her prayer in her righteousness. Let the sinner
suffer, O Lord I

And her prayer had been answered. Indeed it
had been more than answered, for the beadle's suf-
fering had not ceased when he learned that Andrina
had gone up-country with Jantje. His fears then had
but taken another form. What might not Andrina be
finding up-country? In what danger might she not
discover herself with no friend at hand to help her?
She had escaped disaster with the Englishman, but
who could say that she was safe in Caroline? Johanna
might taunt him as she would with the fact that all
men did not come in the night with wagons to
steal young girls away, but the world was full of
such menl And to his tortured imagination the
Caroline district was now their particular dwelling-
place.

These were the fears which, week after week,
arousing in Tan' Linda not wholly unpleasant
forebodings of madness, had driven him up to the
post-office on mail-days to glean such news as he could
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there of Andrina's safety up-country. Through these
fears there had drifted of late the hope that Andrina
would be returning- to Harmonic with Mijnheer
Cornelius and his family for the coming Thanks-
giving. And this was surely, he thought, the news
in the letter which Tan'Linda, the week before the
Thanksgiving, put into his hands on mail-day and
asked him to deliver to Jacoba.

To Jacoba the sudden sweeping of Andrina up-
country had been calamity as droughts and

floods, locusts and rinderpests are calamities, and as
such she had accepted and borne it. But though her
mind did not go probing into mysteries like Tan'

Linda's, and though she was beset by no such fears
about Klaartje's child as haunted the beadle, there
was in her heart a sense of uneasiness and bewilder-
ment such as no devastation of drought or flood
had ever yet brought her. Many times did her
thoughts go back to the day which had taken the
Englishman from Harmonic. On that day Andrina,
who was to leave early next morning with Mijnheer
and little Jantje, had come down to her aunta at
nightfall to bid them good-bye, and Jacoba had
walked back to the homestead with her alone. Yet
though the girl had dung dose to Jacoba's arm she
had not spoken, and from the older woman there
had come only little broken murmurs of endearment.
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Even when, after they had parted, Andrina had run
back to fling her arms once again around her dear
Tan' Coba, to kiss her passionately through her
tears, she had spoken no word of what lay in her
heart. And Jacoba, humble even in her love, had
not dared to touch upon her sorrow.

On the following day, with Mijnheer and Jantjr,
Andrina had set off for Caroline, and from that hour,
it seemed to Jacoba, silence had risen like a wall
between them. Never had any of Andrina's letters,
written jointly to her aunts but addressed always to
Johanna as the elder, broken down this wall. To her
aunts as to Mevrouw she wrote only of the general
state of health in Mijnheer Cornelius's family and
of his wife's health in particular, and of the general
state of the weather in the Caroline district. From
these rare and strangely impersonal notes Jacoba,
conscious always when they came of the pain round
her heart, had drawn such comfort as she could.
But as the weeks slipped by into months her loneli-
ness and her physical distress had steadily increased,
and now, because for several weeks there had come
no news from Andrina whatever, and to-day's mail
must say definitely whether or not she would be
returning with the Caroline family for the Thanks-
giving, hope itself had become an anguish to her.
It was to hide her suffering from Johanna that, after
the post-cart drove up to the homestead, she left the
home and went down to the orchard.

Her pain, which for years had come to her with
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any sharp emotion or unaccustomed physical strain,
was something which Jaooba herself could no longer
ignore. For the last three months with each fresh
attack she had made up her mind to speak of it to
Johanna, and as each attack subsided had, in her
relief, refrained from doing so. Johanna had always
been impatient of any form of illness. Illness for her
had none of the fascination that it had for many of
the Aangenaam women, cut off as they were from
the advice of a doctor, and dependent upon each
other for such home-made cures as a limited experi-
ence adventurously suggested. Johanna resented ill-
ness. It was in some way a disgrace to those who
suffered from it, and whenever possible she ignored
it. Thus it was that, though several times of late
Jacoba had found Johanna looking at her sharply,
she had never yet, with courage to bear her pain,
found courage to speak of it

Jacoba was still in the orchard when the beadle
came down from the post-office with Andrina's
letter. The possession of Andrina's letter had
brought him a definite sense of power. It was
Jacoba's letter, not Johanna's, and only to Jacoba
would he deliver it Moreover he would give it up
to her only if he found her alone, and only after she
had promised to share it with him. On this point
his mind was made up. Jacoba must tell him the
news in her letter. She must tell him if Andrina
were coming for the Thanksgiving. She must tell
him if all were well with Klaartje'i child. He had a
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right to know. And from the timid Jacoba he could
insist upon knowing.

As he ncarcd the house he Haw Johanna busy
At the soap-pot in the yard. There was no sign of
Jacoba. He passed Johanna without greeting and
went on towards the orchard. The letter in his
pocket, he thought triumphantly, was not Johanna's.
It was for Jacoba, and in the orchard, sitting on a
tree-stump, he saw Jacoba. Jacob a, he thought
vaguely, had fallen into a strange habit of late of
sitting down suddenly and anywhere.

As he raised the wire hoop of the orchard gate
Jacoba rose, stood still for a moment, and then came
slowly towards him.

'What is it, Aalst Vlokman?' she asked.
The beadle did not answer. Something in the tone

of her voice, in her gentleness, had aroused in him an
intense irritation and suddenly his sense of triumph
deserted him. Why after all these years did Jacoba
apeak to him so humbly? Why after all these years did
her humility seem to him like an accusation? Of what
was she accusing him now? Of holding back her
letter until he had forced her to promise to share it
with him? But she knew nothing as yet about her
letter I She knew nothing of the demands he in-
tended to make. How then could she accuse him
of them?

The beadle did not see how Jacoba might accuse
him, but that she did accuse him he was convinced.
And hit Conviction drove him, through anger and
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resentment, to perversity. Jacoba was already pre-
pared to have something further to forgive, was she?
Very well then, she should have nothing further to
forgive. She should have her letter without stipu-
lations. He would get the better of her therel She
should have it. She should have itl

He thrust his hand into his pocket and drew out
the letter. Take it,' he said contemptuously. 'It
is to you that she writes this day and not to
Johanna.'

He moved away as he spoke and something of
triumph returned to him. He had beaten her I She
should keep her letter as Johanna had kept all
hers.

But Jacoba had no wish to keep her letter as
Johanna had kept hers, Never before had a letter
come addressed to her. Never yet, for all her silent
pleading, had the beadle been allowed to share any
of those addressed to Johanna. But this one Aalst
Vlokman should share. Yes, whatever Johanna
might afterwards say about it, this one, her own, the
beadle should share. And surely it would have in it
the news at last that Andrina was coming down to
them for the Thanksgiving.

'Wait then, Aalst Vlokman,' she said, putting her
hand on his arm to stop him. 'Wait then I Would
you not like to hear what Andrina writes in her
letter?'

The beadle stopped.
'What say you?' he asked.
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'Andrina's letter,' repeated Jacoba timidly.
Would you not like now to hear what she writes in
it?'

At her question the beadle's soul leapt from
triumph to a riot of cruelty that came near to the
madness so eagerly feared by Tan' Linda. Hal
Jacoba was running after him with her letter, was
she? Running after him with her gentleness and her
humility? Well, let her run! He who had come into
the orchard determined to share Andrina's letter by
force would accept no share in it now as a gift.

'And why should I like to hear it?' he asked.
Tell me, Jacoba-why should I like to hear it?'

Jacoba's hand slipped from his arm. Her face,
flushed with emotion and hope, grew pale and
drawn. Like a timid child rebuffed she moved
away from him while still, with strangely blazing
eyes, the beadle gazed at her. His triumph-so
different from the triumph that he first had planned
- was complete. He had hurt her as he could never
hope to hurt Johanna, He was paying her back in
pain at last for all her gentleness towards him. Had
it not tortured him through all these years as bitterly
as Johanna's righteousness and scorn?

'Keep you your letter to yourself, Jacoba Stcen-
kamp,' he said, moving deliberately away from her.
'Keep you your letter to yourself as Johanna has
kept hers. What is Klaartje's child to me?'
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As the beadle left her Jacoha crept back to her
tree-stump. The pain round her heart, and the

blurring of her sight which it caused, made reading,
which was never easy to her, for the moment im-
possible. She must wait, hoarding her breath like
a miser because of the pain it cost her to part with
it, until this fresh attack was over before she could
read her little Adrintje's letter.

In her pain she had lost control of her thoughts,
and they were passing now through her mind with
that rapid, detached and anguished clarity which
sometimes accompanies physical suffering. She must
speak at once with Johanna about the beadle. Some-
thing terrible was happening to him, some thing
strange and evil, and worse than anything at which
Juffrouw dc Neyscn had hinted. Only under the
influence of something evil could he have refused to
share Andrina's letter or spoken of Klaartje's child
as he had done. And for this surely Johanna herself
was partly to blame. Surely Johanna had but to for-
give him and let him share in the care of Klaartje's
child for this evil that was working in him to turn
to good. And why should Johanna refuse him for-
giveness? Why should she for ever taunt him? If
Klaartje had forgiven him the wrong he had done
her - and surely Klaartje, if she had not forgiven
him on earth had long since forgiven him from
heaven - why could not Johanna grant him forgive-
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ness too? Uf forgiveness from herself he had never
been in need. No, whatever Johanna might still
feel about that, she, Jacoba, had never felt that Aalst
Vlokman had needed forgiveness from her. What
had she to forgive? Could one put love in a halter
and say: 'There you shall go, but you shall not go
there?' Could she have kept Aalst VIokman's love
by doing this? Well she knew that she could not
have kept it! Through all these years Klaartje had
held it —and Klaartje's Andrina.

Her little Andrintjel How full of anguish and
how full of joy had been that moment for her when
Johanna, leaning over the side of the ox-cart on her
return from Platkops dorp, had put Klaartje's child
into her arms I Always, from that moment, the child
had been hers. Never in any way had Johanna come
between them or sought to come between them.
How generous and how noble had Johanna been in
this! Why then could she not be generous towards
the beadle? Oh, she must speak to her about this!
She must speak before it was too late. There must
be peace between Johanna and Aalst Vlokman before
Andrina came back to them. Could they not see
how dangerous to Klaartje's child was the increasing
bitterness of their warfare? Would they break
Andrina's heart as they had come so near to breaking
hcTH? oh, she must speak to Johanna, she must
speak to her I Had not her darling sorrow enough
of her own to bear without being made to suffer
through the bitterness of others?
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But of Andrina's sorrow she could not speak to
Johanna. Johanna had never guessed what the
beadle had guessed-that Andrintje had loved the
Englishman. Never, even to herself, had Andrina
breathed his name. 'I cannot name him,' she had
whispered, here, in the orchard, on the day that she
refused Jan Bey era's letter. 'I cannot name him.'
But there had been no need to name him. It was the
Englishman whom she had loved. It was for the
Englishman that she had lived. And how shy and
beautiful had been her lovel How full uf joy her
living! Why had it then to end in sorrow? And to
end BO strangely and so suddenly. . . . The young
man going over the mountains to Princes town one
day and Andrina setting off to Caroline the next.
Andrina, white and still, sitting in the cart by
Jantje's side . . . what had been in her heart as she
drove away? What had been in her heart through
the silence of these last months? In none of her
letters had there been any complaint, yet always to
Jacoba they had brought sadness. Always they had
made her feel that she must go to her as once, long
ago, she had wished to go to Klaartje, . . .

But there would be no need to go to her now.
Andrintje would be with them soon now for the
Thanksgiving. She was sure of this, Yet how wu
she so sure? Was it in her letter? But she had not
yet been able to read her letter. She was not clever
at reading like Johanna. But perhaps she could see
to read it now. Her pain waa still there but she
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could ace through it now. Yes, she would be able to
spell out some of Andrina's letter now. And when
she had read it she would take it to Johanna and tell
her that Andrintje was coming back to them, and
beg her to forgive Aalst Vlokman before she came.
Forgive, forgive , . . that was what she must say to
Johanna,

She took up her letter from her lap, and with hands
that trembled a little tore open the envelope. It did
not seem to be a letter after all, It had no address, no
date, and no beginning. The sheet upon which it
was written was blotted and stained, and the ink had
run, making reading for Jacoba still more difficult.
Slowly she spelt out the first sentence, which begun
so strangely: Tan' Coba, Tan' Cob a, I have that to
tell you that I cannot tell you,' and ended in an un-
readable blur.

What was her darling trying to tell her? What
was it? Suddenly she was filled with foreboding of
disaster. Suddenly again her pain was upon her.
But she must not give way to her pain. She must
master it. She must read her letter. . . . Here now
was something more that she could see — a few words
standing out clear enough for her to spell. But such
strange words ' 'Tan' Cuba, is love then a sin?' A sin I
A sin? What could her little Andrintje know of sin?
What was it she had to tell? Our Father, our Father,
Was she going blind that she could not read the rest
of her letter?

Her pain was now sO intense that it was with
236



THE B E A D L E

difficulty that she did not scream aloud. But she
did not scream. To scream would be to disgrace
Johanna, and even in her anguish she must not dis-
grace Johanna. She must read her letter. . . . Here
was another line - wait, wait, she must spell it out -
'When I said to Mevrouw that I would go again to
Harmonic she cried to me "How can you think
to go and shame your aunts before the world? ' ' '
Shame I Andrinrjc? . . . Was there more to read . . .?

If there was more Jacoba was never to read it
Only one word did she see through the increasing
darkness of her vision-the word 'forgive.' And
with that word, bringing back Aalst Vlokman to her
thoughts, her mind slipped into a sudden confusion
of haste and anxiety. She must hurry. She must
run. Andrina and the Englishman, Klaartje and
Aalst Vlokman - Johanna must forgive them all.
All. There was no time to lose about this. If but
a moment were lost it might be too late. Johanna
must forgive. She must find Johanna. She must
run. Forgive, forgive! That was what she must say.
But how dark the orchard had grown I How close
the trees werel Keeping her back, keeping her
back. . . . And the pain round her heart. . . . No,
no, she had no pain round her heart. She must for-
get it and run. . . . The gate! Our Father, oui
Father, where was the gate? And where was
Andrina? They must find her, they must find her,
Klaartje's Andrina. But the gate . . . where was
the gate? And the bent wire hook that Aalst Vlok-
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man had made for it? Would she never find it?
Would they never find Andrina? Oh, they must
find Andrina. . . . Johanna had but to forgive and
they would find her. . . . Andrintje, Andrintje. . . .
Johanna, Johanna I . . . Had she called? Was this
Johanna coming to her from the soap-pot? Johanna
running? . . .

Johanna caught her as she stumbled. 'Coba,
Cob a,' she cried, 'What is it then, my Cuosje?'

'Cousje' . . . Klaartjc's name for her, . . , Had
Johanna called her that after all these years? Cooaje?
Then she needn't run any more. She needn't run,
. . . But still there was something she had to say to
Johanna, . . . What was it? what was it? This pain?
No, no, not this pain. . . . Something else, some-
thing else. . . . She remembered now. . . . For-
give. . . . Andrintje . . . Aalst. . . Vlokman . . .
forgive. . . .

She had said it. . . . Was this Johanna still calling
to her? But Johanna had her in her arms. . . . Why
then should she call to her from so far away? . . .
And in the dark . . . the trees all closing in upon her
. . . bringing the dark. . . .

THE mail which had brought Jacoba her letter
from Andrina had brought also a letter to

Mevrouw from her son Cornelius. Cornelius, like
his wife, was no letter-writer, and Mevrouw had



THE B E A D L E

been as little disturbed by his silence of the last few
weeks as she was now by the arrival of his letter. It
lay unopened on the window-sill of the kitchen
where, at that moment, she was busy with her last
batch of cinnamon biscuits. When the biscuits were
safely in the oven she would open it. And then,
perhaps, she would know for certain, as at present
she hoped, that Cornelius and his family, and
Andrina with them, would be here in a day or two
for the Thanksgiving. For her daughter-in-law was
now in good health and fit, she thought, to under-
take the journey.

It was in the kitchen that, like Tan' Linda in the
post-office, MCVTOUW missed Andrina most, and it
was of Andrina that she now began to think. Corne-
lius had said in one of his notes that Andrina had
brought such comfort to his wife that he wished
she might remain with them always. Yes, thought
Mevrouw, as she rolled and cut her biscuits, but
she herself was now growing old, and when Andrina
returned to them she would, without shame, plead
an old woman's selfishness and beg that the child
should in future remain with her here, For she must
admit-yes, the time had come at last for her to
admit-that preparations such as these which now
occupied her for the Thanksgiving were at last be-
coming a little heavy for her. Soon, of course, she
would have Emerentia, as Frikkie's wife, to support
her. But Frikkie and his wife were to have their
own home. On this point she had been firm,
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and a house was already being built for them on a
rise near the lower lands. Yes, though HarmDnie
would go in time to Frikkie as the youngest son,
until that time came he and his wife must have no
ties at the homestead which would interfere with the
natural development of their young married life.
Though family life among her people might still be,
to a large extent, patriarchal, with the older genera-
tion imposing its will upon the younger, to each of
her sons and daughters in turn Alida van der Mcrwe
had granted such freedom as this. Frikkie and his
wife should not be robbed of it because, alas, she
was now growing old. Emerentia should be mis-
tress in her own house as she, Alida, with Andrina's
help, should continue to be in hers. And not till his
house was ready for him should Frikkie marry.
Frikkie had rebelled a little at this delay, and Mev-
rouw smiled as she remembered it, but Emerentia,
so full of sound common-sense, had herself urged its
wisdom. With the same common-sense she had
left the valley and the adoring Frikkie and returned
to her parents to 'get ready' her linen.

From Frikkie Mevrouw'a thoughts wandered
naturally to the Englishman, for here too was mar-
riage, but marriage already accomplished. News of
this had reached her some weeks ago in a letter from
the Englishman himself. It was to Mevrouw that
he had written, but as he had written in English
it was to Tan' Linda that the reading of his letter
had fallen. And how strangely had Linda taken his
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newsl As a rule nothing delighted her more than
the news of a wedding, but when she read of the
Englishman's she cried:

'No, what, Alidal The young man should have
told us now when he came to us that there was one
that waited for him in England. Why did he not tell
us? Does he not say in his letter that it was straight
to her that he went when he left us here at Har-
monic? Then he should have said to us at the begin-
ning how it was with him. Yes, surely he should
have done this, Alidal'

And when Mevrouw, smiling at her discontent,
had asked: 'Were you thinking then to find him a
wife yourself?' Linda had answered unexpectedly:

'And why should I not have found him a wife? It
was a good wife that I had found him, and well the
young man knew itl No, what, laugh if you like,
Alida, but there was one in this house that did not
laugh when the young man went a way I'

Yes, most astonishingly Linda had said that,
and refused to say anything more. Well, thought
Mevrouw, as the young man was now married there
was perhaps nothing more to be said. , . . But could
Linda indeed have thought seriously of Andrina for
the Englishman? Surely Linda was wiser than that I
Surely she was mistaken in thinking that Andrina
had not been able to smile when he drove away.
Surely, if the child had been unhappy, she, Alida,
would have noticed it. . . . And she had noticed
nothing . . . nothing. . . . Yet who could tell what
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lay in the heart of another-even a child? Who could
judge of another's joys and sorrows, hopes and
fears—even a child's? It was Gad. alone, to whom
all were children, who could read the heart of a
child

With her biscuits all cut in little stars and rounds
ready for the oven, MBVTDUW rubbed her hands on a
clean white cloth and sat down on a chair near the
window to read her son's letter. Cornelius wrote in
the heavy burdened sentences to which the misery
of having to wield a pen invariably reduced his
thoughts. He had hoped, he said, to come down
with his wife and children for the Thanksgiving, but
he could not now do so. He had been in great
trouble and BO also had been his wife. Andrina had
left them. She was with child, but would not
name the father of her child, and could not look
to him, she said, for help. For some time his wife
had suspected how it was with her, but had not
dared to believe it. And he himself had often said
how the air of Caroline must surely be suiting her
that she grew so plump. But at last his wife had
spoken, and before they could think what was but
to do for her in her sin Andrina had left them. At
first they had thought it was back to Harmonic she
had gone, for she had said to his wife that it was to
her aunt Jacoba that she wished to go. When she
said this his wife had asked her, as was surely right,
how could she think to go to Harmonic and shame
her aunts before the world? But they knew now that
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it was not to Harmonic that she had gone, but up to
the Losberg district, for old Hans Rademeyer who
drove a wool-wagon between Caroline and Cortes
had himself taken her so far on the way, and had
come that day to tell them so. She had told Oom
Hans that she was going to seek her father, Herman
du Toit, in the Losb erg district, and Hans had taken
her to his sister at the toll-house on the CortcA-
Losbcrg road. He himself, Cornelius, had long
thought that Herman du Toit was dead, but old
Hans Rademeyer had heard men speak of such a
man in Losberg. However it was, Hans had left
her with his sister at the toll-house and come to tell
them so, As soon as Hans brought them further
news he would write again, but he would leave it
now to Mevrouw to say what was best to Andrina's
aunts. It might be that they could say who, in the
valley, was the father of her child. Jantje had cried
himself into a fever when he found that Andrina was
gone and spoke of her night and day.

All this did Mevrouw read sitting quietly in
the window with tears trickling down her cheeks.
Sorrow for her was not anguish, and sin brought her
no horror. In both sin and sorrow she saw but the
passing ills of those little children whose duty it
was to love one another, and who, in sin or in sorrow,
were safe in the keeping of a compassionate Father.
Sin would pass, sorrow would pass, but the com-
passion which had sent the Redeemer into the world
to forgive and to heal - this would never pass.
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So were her thoughts moving slowly to the slow,
unnoticed tears of her serene and gentle old age
when Classina October burst into the room.

'Mevrouw, MevrouwT she cried. 'Down by the
Steenkamp house they cry that Juffrouw Jacoba lies
dead.'

JACDBA was carried to her grave under the black
cashmere shawl and buried dose to the narrow

mounds of earth under which lay old Fiet Steen-
kamp and his wife. The news — so vague and yet so
definite-in the letter which had been taken from
her dead hand, and which the Field Cornet, to whom
her death was reported, had found it his duty to read,
spread quickly from hut to hut, from homestead to
homestead, throughout the valley. Johanna, con-
scious of this, scorned all sympathy and faced her
shame, as she faced her grief, alone. With a terrible
majesty she followed the ladder which bore Jacoba
to her grave, and from none who were gathered
around that grave did she seek or would she
acknowledge any sign of pity. God Himself had
dealt her this double blow, and proudly, in that
sense of personal righteousness which was now
her only support in life, she bore it.

Though circumstances had made the contents of
Andrina's letter so generally known Johanna her-
self was one of the few with whom Mevrouw shared
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her son Cornelius's letter. Going dawn to the brown-
walled house she read to Johanna there all that
Cornelius had written. But sorrow for the dead had
brought Johanna no pity for the living. Cold, calm,
her head erect, she listened in silence to Mijnhccr
Cornelius's letter and then stated that she did not
know the father of Andrina's child; that Andrina
might spend the rest of her life searching for her own
father in the Losbcrg district, but she would not
find him there: and that if she returned to Harmonic
it would be, as Mevrouw knew, to find her aunt
Jacoba in the grave to which she had driven her.

These three statements Johanna made and then
kept silence. Through that wall of pride and right-
eousness behind which she guarded so jealously her
shamed and stricken soul Mevrouw was powerless to
reach her. She must leave Johanna to God and to
time. And to God and to time, serene in the convic-
tion of their power to heal the wounds of pride and
sorrow alike, she left her. Her concern now was all
for Andrina. While Gad and time were doing their
work with Johanna, Andrina must be found and if
possible brought home. Cornelius's wife had perhaps
been a little hard in what she had said against the
child's return to Harmonic. The young and happily
married were often strangely hard on those who, leas
fortunate than themselves, erred for love. Corne-
lius's wife had not escaped this harshness. And if
Andrina, alas, had sinned for love, was it not she,
Alida van der Merwc, who all unwittingly had
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brought her into temptation? Was it not under her
wing that the child had come to know - and to love
-the Englishman?

She understood now the irritation shown by Tan'

Linda over the young man's letter, though to none
had the news that Andrina was to bear a child
seemed BO astounding and so unbelievable as it had
done to Linda. Never before had any romance with
which she had busied her cheerful and laughter-
loving heart been marred by such frustration and
tragedy as this. And in the vehemence of her in-
stinctive rebellion against tragedy she had damned
the Englishman and all his race. Mevrouw had not
been able to judge the young man so hardly. For
here again had she not been herself to blame? Was
it not she who had made it easy for him — so gay, so
idle, so pleasantly selfish-to find solace through
his exile in Andrina's company? She could not
believe, as Tan' Linda in her irritation professed to
believe, that the young man had foreseen tragedy
and fled to England to escape his just share of it.
She could not believe that he had known how it was
with Andrina when he left her. That he had been
selfish-yes: that he might be content never now
to know how it was with Andrina: that he might
indeed safeguard his conscience against the incon-
venience of any curiosity on this point - this she was
forced to admit was probable. For the young man
was now married and what was done could not be
undone, and these things happened and this was life.
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So did MCVTDUW, returning Badly to the homestead,
temper judgment with mercy for all,

Johanna's denial that she could name the father
of An Anna's child could not perhaps be ranked as a
lie, but it was not in the interest of truth that she had
made it Only by refusing thus to admit the English-
man for a moment into her thoughts could she hold
her own against the imagined jeers of Aalst Vlok-
man the beadle. In those first bitter days which
followed Jacoba's death and preceded the Thanks-
giving she was haunted day and night by the memory
of her triumph over Aalst Vlokman in his lands.
From the very bitterness of this memory which, like
an obsession, dulled even her sorrow for Jacoba, did
she draw, in fact, her perilous strength. Aalst Vlok-
man might remember as she did all that had passed
between them in the lands, but she would dare him
by her silence and her pride to remind her of it.
She would hold him at bay. She would give no ear,
in her thoughts, to Jacoba's last broken cry as she
lay in her arms. None but herself had heard it.
None should know of it Forgiveness as she under-
stood it would be weakness. And if once she gave
way to such weakness she was lost Only by domin-
ance could she live. With none now to dominate
but the beadle, the beadle she must dominate.
Strengthened thus she could face and quell that
pity which she knew the coming Thanksgiving
would bring her.

Of Johanna's feelings as they concerned himself
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the beadle was as ignorant as he was of the contents
cf Mevrouw's letter from her son. All his fears for
Klaartje's child had now been realized, but in the
shook of Jacoba's death he had accepted their reali-
zation with an apathy that took no thought of
triumphs. That Andrina was to bear a child, and
that neither she nor any other member of the Caro-
line family was new to be expected at Harmonic
for the Thanksgiving, were the only facts beyond
Jacoba's death that he seemed able to grasp. And
he accepted both facts with an indifference which
was perhaps the reaction to the intensity of his
former fears. It was not Andrina, so far beyond his
reach in the Caroline district, who now held his
thoughts. It was Jacob a, farther still beyond his
reach, lying quiet in her grave.

All that he had been called upon to tell the Field
Cornet of his share in the tragedy of Jacoba's death
was that he had carried Andrina's letter down to
the orchard and left Jacoba alone there to read it
But that his share was in fact greater than this he
could not himself doubt. If after Jacoba's death it
was Aalst Vlokman whom Johanna saw for ever
jeering at her in his lands, it was Jacoha, her face
drawn with pain, shrinking from him like a child
he had struck with a whip, who haunted the beadle.
As great as had been his exultation in that moment
of cruelty was now his regret and remorse. It was
he who, in his own eyes, had killed Jacob. No
longer now did he waste his time in his lands by
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gazing out across the world at nothing. He wasted
it by creeping up from his lands to gaze like a man
in a trance at the dry brown earth which hid Jacoba
from his sight And like a man in a trance did he
make such preparations as were required of him as
beadle for the coming Thanksgiving.

6

FOR the Thanksgiving in the Aangenaun valley
men, women and children journeyed to Har-

monic as they had journeyed for the Sacrament in
spring, and now, nine days after Jacoba's death,
were encamped round the church preparing for the
service that was to be held there at noon. The
tragedy of Jacoba's death and the strange rumours,
about Andrina had stirred both men and women to
a warmth of pity, of curiosity, of censure and amaze-
ment which, throughout the early morning, had
drawn them in little eager groups to Jacoba's grave,
and from that grave, in more daring ones and twos,
to visit Johanna herself in the low mud house, In
all that had befallen Johanna they saw clearly the
finger of God. What they did not see so clearly, and
what they were now most anxious to discover, was
why the Lord had so sorely afflicted the most up-
right of old Fiet Steenkunp's daughters. On this
point, however, they gained no enlightenment from
Juhanna. For their pity, their curiosity, their cen-
sure and amazement she was prepared, and each in
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turn she quelled by the majesty of her silence. Even
with the pastor did she maintain this silence, and he
returned to Mevrouw at the homestead sorrowing
for the righteous hardness of Johanna's heart as he
sorrowed for the erring weakness of Andrina's.

Baffled by this aloofness it was to Tan' Linda in
the post-office that many of Johanna's visitors went
next But Tan' Linda knew of no secret sin for
which Johanna deserved such punishment, and of
Andrina all that she would say waa that she had gone,
as was surely natural, to her father, Herman du
Toit, in the Losberg district. Here, for the curious,
was another surprise. Had not Andrina, all these
years, been known in the valley for an orphan?

'All the same said Tan' Linda sharply, 'it is to
her father she has gone, and well I wish he would
bring her back to me, for how now can I keep order
in the post with all the world coming at once for
news that I cannot give them and for letters that I
cannot sort?' And she added in that irritation which
was so foreign to her cheerful nature, but from which
she had suffered in anxious moments ever since the
arrival of the Englishman's letter:

'If there U more that you would know go you to
Aalst Vlokman, the beadle. Has he not lived with
the Stcenkamps all these years?'

Few, she knew, among her visitors would care to
tackle Aalst vlokman, however great their thirst for
information. But there waa one, outside her reckon-
ing, who did. Jan Beyers was now a married man,
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and though marriage had not yet brought him that
complete understanding of women far which he had
hoped it had brought him a vigorous contempt for
the bachelor. He who once before had dared to
question the beadle about Andrina would dare, from
his superior position in life, to question him again.
And with deliberate bravado he sought him out,

The beadle was turning away from the trestle-
table which he had put up in front of the church
door for the thank-offerings of the women when
Jan Beyers addressed him.

'Tell me, now, beadle,' he said, plunging at once
into his subject, 'tell tne now, you that once offered
me two plough-oxen for Andrina du Toit, that men
thought was an orphan - is it true that she has gone
now to her father, Herman du Toit, in the Losbcrg
district?'

Strange as had been the young man's first ques-
tion to him in spring, it had brought him no surprise.
Now, for the first time since Jacoba's death, he was
roused from his apathy to so intense and sudden an
amazement and anxiety that he cried out as if in
pain:

'Who says it?'

'No what, beadle,' answered Jan Beyers, with-
drawing slightly, married man though he was, from
the bachelor Aalst Vlokman, 'no whatl Juffrouw
de Neyscn says it. Up in the post-office. To many
of us there she has said it. Is it not then true,
beadle?'
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In a voice of such bitter contempt that it robbed
the young man of whatever support his married
state had hitherto afforded him, Aalst Vlukman
answered:

'And what is it to you, Jan Beyers, whether or no
Andrina du Toit has gone to her father in the Los-
berg district? Are you not now a married man with
a, sewing-machine?'

He waited for no reply but turned, contemptuous
still, and went up to the low mud house. Here, in
the living-room, he found Johanna packing the
thank-offering of candles and soap, which Jacoba
had helped her to make, into a large shallow
basket, which she was about to carry down to
the church.

'Johanna he said, 'this that they say in the church
land - that Andrina has gone to Herman du Toit
in the Losberg district - is it true?'

'It is true.'

'But Johanna . . .I '

'What then, Aalst Vlokman,' said Johanna coldly.
'Mijnhcer Cornelius has written it in a letter to
Mevrouw. Klaartje's child has gone in her sin to
look for her father in the Lasberg district.'

'Johannal'
'"Johanna, Johanna"I ' cried Johanna sharply.

'What is it then you would say? That Klaartje's
child will not find her father in the Losberg district?
Is that what you would say? But where then shall
she look for him? Would you have her come here
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where Jacoba lies now in her grave for the shame
that Andrina, like Klaartje, brought her?'

'Johanna. . .!'
'"Johanna, Johanna"I' cried Johanna again.

' "Johanna, Johanna." Is there no other word in
the world for you to cry but "Johanna," Aalst
Vlokman?'

The beadle did not answer, nor did he see how
Johanna trembled with the violence of her emotion.
She had no thought now of the Englishman, no fear
now that Aalst Vlokman would remind her of her
false triumph in his lands, Her present triumph
was complete. Yet as the beadle turned and left
her she went quickly into her room and kneeling
down by the bed which for so many years she had
shared with Jacoba burst suddenly into tears.

Out in the winter sunshine the beadle, like a
drunken man, moved slowly forward, halted and
moved forward again, and found himself at last back
in the church land. Here now all was movement, and
the quiet hum of a serious content From their tents
and wagons men and women were carrying their
gifts to the straight white paths which went round
the church, or to the long trestle-table, covered with
a white doth, in front of die church door. Pumpkins,
corn, dried fruits, mealies, goats, geese and poultry —
these were the thank-offerings of the men, while on
the table were spread the baked meats and cakes, the
custards and pies and preserves, the candles and
soap, and little hand-made garments for children
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brought by the women. After the service of Thanks-
giving all these would be sold and the money placed
on the table as an offering to the Lord. And to-
morrow would bring the Sacrament and after it men
would return again to labour in their lands until the
spring. But it was neither of the Sacrament nor of
the Thanksgiving that the beadle thought as he
made his way through the little crowd. It was of
Klaartje's Andrina seeking for her father, Herman
du Toitj in the Losberg district. In all that he had
feared for the child this he had never feared, and of
this he had never dreamed. . . .

He had passed without greeting through the
little gathering round the table and had slipped un-
noticed into the doorway of the empty church when
Jafta, at a nod from Mijnhecr, began ringing the
bell, As its gay dear jangle rang out into the crisp
winter air men and women gathered in separate
groups on each side of the pastor, and Johanna,
coming late with her basket and looking neither to
right nor to left, joined the Women near the table.
The bell ceased, and with the beadle still in the
doorway the service began. A prayer was offered.
A psalm was sung. And the pastor began his address.

To the prayer, the psalm, and the opening of the
pastor's address, the beadle listened as one might
listen to an unknown language spoken in a dream.
But suddenly he realized, from the quick surrepti-
tious glances cast at Johanna by both men and
women alike, that the pastor was touching upon
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the tragedy of Jacoba's death. Yet when he strained
his ears to hear, and his mind to grasp, what it was
that the pastor was saying of Jacoba, he heard only:

'My little children, speak no evil of the living if
you would praise the dead. To judge is not for us.
Seek each of you forgiveness for his own sin, grant
each of you forgiveness far the sins of others — God
Himself has commanded it. Is there one of us that
is without sin? Let him that would listen to the evil
that is spoken of another acknowledge first the evil
that is within himself, and who then will dare to
listen? Who then will dare to speak?'

So much the beadle heard, and knew it to refer
not to Jamba but to Andrina. And coming out from
the doorway, standing alune on the wide atone step,
he cried like a man possessed:

'Mijnheerl If they would judge Andrina let
them first judge mel If evil be spoken of her let it
first be spoken of me. What is Andrina's sin to
mine? It is not for Andrina's shame that Jacoba lies
now in her grave. It is for mine. I that was to have
married Jacoba took from her sister Klaartje that
which she would not give me and Klaartje's child is
mine. Afterwards, when Herman du Toit found
how it was with her, he left her. Klaartje died for
my sin when our child was born. And Jacoba died
the day that I would not stay in the orchard to read
Andrina's letter with her but asked her what waa
Klaartje' s child to me.'

Having spoken he swung round on the step and
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re-entered the church, leaving behind him a strange
fluttering silence, broken by MEVTDUW'S moving
quickly to Johanna's side and by the pastor's saying
quietly: 'My children, Ictus pray.'

IN all but her household duties had Andrina, up
in the Caroline district at Mynheer Cornelius's

sheep-farm of Uitkijk, found herself in a world that
"was new and strange to her. Here were no moun-
tains and rocky alocd slopes, no fertile lands and
brown streams, no poplar groves and orchards. The
homestead-a bare whitewashed building-stood
in the open veld and within sight of it was neither
green land nor green tree. Look where one would,
north, south, east or west, one saw only mile after
mile of kopjes and atones and little brown bushes
sweeping across the plain to meet the distant sky.
Here and there a farm-house was gathered into this
rhythmic monotony, but no farm-house could break
it. Calm and indifferent as the peace of God the
Great Karoo absorbed both man and the labour of
man as things of naught.

To Andrina, who all her life since infancy had
lived in the narrow Aangenaam valley shut in be-
tween the Tcniquota mountains and the Aangen-
um hills, there was at first something overpowering
and desolating in this vast expanse of earth and sky,
thii ruthless monotony of nature. Yet she came
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quickly to find in it a sense of her own insignificance
which at once consoled and upheld her. If she
were indeed as insignificant as at some moments
in this space and stillness she felt herself to be, of
what account were her joys and her sorrows, her
hopes and her fears? Df what account was time that
came from Eternity but to pass so quickly into
eternity again? Of what account were love and
anguish?

So, at such moments, would her thoughts run,
and so, for a moment, would the peace of an indif-
ferent God be hers. But there were days and nights
when peace brought her no solace and reason no
courage, and when all knowledge lay for her in the
single fact that her dear Arry, her dear, dear love,
had left her.

In those lonely days and those sleepless nights
she would turn for comfort to the small English
grammar which, with a picture-book for Jantje,
had come to her from a bookseller's in Cape Town.
On the fly-leaf was written : 'To his pupil Andrina
from the Englishman - in the hope that she will
forget and regret nothing that he has taught her.'
This, with the date, was the only line of greeting she
had had from him, and she knew that she would
have no other and that it was best that she should
have no other. He had gone from her for ever, and
it was right that he should go, right that he should
cease to think of her, though she should never cease
to think of him. All this she knew, yet every weekly
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post brought her the sharp pang of hope, To every
passing wagon did her heart, outstripping reason,
rush forth in welcome, In every stranger who came
about the farm did she seek, like an expectant child-
thc face she loved. And with this secret burden of
hope that was never to be fulfilled went the terrifying
burden of a jealousy she could not muter-an an-
guish that chained her love to self, and made of
memory a torture.

Nothing in her sorrow was so terrible to Andrina
as this. Here alone, in her jealousy of this unknown
woman whom her dear Arry loved, was she con-
scious of ain. Fight against it as she might the
woman whom the Englishman loved was the
one human being for whom she could feel no
tenderness and to whom she could not be just.
Night after night did she kneel by the side of her
bed crying to a pitiful Father to cleanse her heart
of this stain. It was to her in some way a betrayal
of her love for the Englishman and the only evil
thing which that love had brought her. For nothing
else did she seek forgiveness or feel that she needed
it. But tenderness was long in coming and Andrina
had cried herself to sleep through many nights of
shame before it came, suddenly and unexpectedly,
with the knowledge that she was to bear a child.

It was, perhaps, because all her life she had been
healthy and incurious that Andrina accepted the
vague discomforts of recent months as she had
accepted those earlier mysteries of her slowly develop-
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ing body-without question. The Englishman had
made her body beautiful to her, a glorious possession
which, in her poverty and humility, had seemed to
her the only gift her love had to offer. And of noth-
ing beyond the joy of giving had she thought. Any
had declared that no harm should befall her, but of
'harm' as a consequence of her love she had never
dreamed. Nor when, shortly before he left, in one
of those spells of silence which were to her the quiet
of a deep content, he had asked her unexpectedly:
'You're sure you're all right, Andrina?' had she
thought of his concern as referring to anything but
her happiness in being with him. She had assured
him then that she was 'all right' and quiet only
because she was so happy. And he, tilting up her
chin and smiling down upon her, had said gravely:
'I want you to be all right, you know. You must
keep so,' Never again, in the short time that re-
mained to them, had she allowed her silence to
trouble him, The Englishman had left her with as
little suspicion as she herself had of the secret
which Mevrouw Cornelius's talk so casually dis-
closed to her.

It was on a hot, still, moonlit night that knowledge
came to her. Mijnheer Cornelius had gone from
home for the night and she was sitting by Mcvrouw's
side sewing by lamp-light. Mevrouw, a young
woman with whose devotion to her husband and
children went a strong sense of her own im-
portance and the importance of her ailments, was
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speaking freely, as was her custom to a sympathetic
listener, of her various illnesses. One of the most
serious of these had been at the birth of her second
child, who had lived but a few hours. After this
illness she had feared that Jantje might never have
the little sister for whom he was constantly begging,
and she spoke now, with a self-absorbed interest,
of her hopes and fears at that time, her expectations
and alarms, her cares and precautions, and of the
signs by which at last she had known for a certainty
that she was with child with Magdalena. Andrina,
sitting quietly by her side, listened to her talk with
a wildly beating heart and trembling limbs.

When Mevrouw at last settled down for the
night Andrina went at once to her own room. Here
she slipped quickly out of her clothes and, standing
in the moonlight, looked down upon her body. . . .
This, then, was how it was with her I This, then,
was the explanation of her own vague discomforts,
her occasional faintness and nauseal

Very slowly she put on her long plain cotton
nightgown and sat down on the edge of her bed.
What was it that she felt? She did not know. Amaze-
ment, terror, joy and sadness - her heart held them
all. Shame she did not feel. The child she bore
within her was not for her the sign and the seal of
her sin, but the sign and the seal of her love. As once
she had gathered her dear Any into her arms so now
she gathered his unborn child to her heart-in an
infinite and courageous tenderness. What waa it
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that Christ had said to His disciples? 'I will not
leave you comfortless.' What made her think of
this now? She did not know, Christ as the Son of
God meant nothing to her, yet suddenly His tender-
ness meant everything' and her own troubled heart
answered to it with a tenderness that embraced even
the Englishwoman for whose sake her child must
for ever be fatherless. The burden of her jealousy
was lifted from her. Never again, with that shame
and burden gone and with this more precious bur-
den of her love in its place, could she be comfortless.

For the future she felt strangely little concern.
Nothing that the future held for her could mean
such anguish as had been her parting from Any,
or such horror as had been her jealousy of the
woman whom he loved. As her Heavenly Father
had helped her through these sorrows so would He
help her in all that lay before her, Her only definite
desire was to go home to her aunt Jacoba. Only
with Tan' Coba could she share this new and terrify-
ing secret which brought her at once such sadness
and such joy, which made her at once so courageous
and so tremulous,

8

NDRINA'S desire to return to her aunt Jacoba
at Harmonic was not to be fulfilled. When

first she ventured timidly to speak of it her sug-
gestion was met by protests from all alike. Jantje,
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bursting into tears, flung himself upon her to hold
her fast. Mevrouw, astounded that she should be
thought well enough to be left, and grieved that so
useful a person as Andrina should think of leaving
her, could only cry: 'But what thenl' It was Mijn-
heer Cornelius who spoke. Why, he asked, should
Andrina be so anxious to leave them when their need
of her was still so great, and when all could see how
much better and stronger, taller even as well as
broader, she herself had grown since she came to
them? Let her stay until the time of the winter
Thanksgiving and they would all then, if things
went well, go down to Harmonic together and prove
to Du-ma there that for some at least the air of
the Great Karoo was a better medicine than the air
pf the Aangenaam valley. For, he must say it now,
he had thought Andrina looked really ill when he
met her and Jantjc with his father at Malgas.

Thus for the moment, with her duty made clear
to Andrina, was the matter settled.

That, since her arrival in the Caroline district,
Andrina had grown taller as well as broader was true,
yet even now, in her slow development, she had not
reached the fullness of figure common to Dutch girls
of her age. Her secret thus remained her secret for
long after it might otherwise have been guessed-
and of Andrina — so timid and so gentle - by whom
would such a secret have been quickly guessed? Her
unselfishness also helped her to guard it. At Har-
monic her love for the Englishman had made her not
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less considerate of others but more so. At Uitkijk
her tenderness for her unborn child did the same.
Her child was her constant secret care, yet Jantje
and Magdalen a were but the dearer to her for it. In
tending them it was he whom she tended, in comfort-
ing them it was he whom she comforted.

To the future, in her fatalism or her faith, ahe
gave, as always, strangely little thought, and for it she
made no definite plans. Her one desire was still to
return to her aunt Jacoba. Beyond this she dared
not let her thoughts travel, lest they should travel too
far and bring her again to the anguish of loneliness,
of longing, or of jealousy. Nor could she trust her-
self to write even to Tan' Coba of what lay in her
heart. Her secret must remain her secret until she
could whisper it into Tan' Coba's ear. And by some
calculation based on talk of Mevrouw's about
months and moons it seemed to her that if Thanks-
giving fell early this year her secret would be safe
until she reached Harmonic with Mijnhcer and
Mevrmiw and the children.

Her secret, however, was not so safe as she had
thought. It happened that, to suit the convenience
of the pastor, the Thanksgiving at Harmonic was
this year to be late. And as days slipped by into
weeks and weeks slipped on towards months there
came a time when, in spite of the careful letting out
and letting down of her dresses in her own room by
candle-light at night, Mevrouw began to watch her
with a startled and steadily increasing uneasiness.
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Anirinal Andrina with child! . . . She could not,
and for long she would not, believe it.

To Antoinette van der Merwc —so comfortably
married, SO sure of the affection of her husband and
her children, so sure, in every way of herself— no
sin was so great as that from which, as a wife and
mother, she felt herself to be secure. In this matter,
aSOve all others, good was good to her and evil was
evil, and a woman was cither one or the other. Yet
here in Andrina-who was so useful to her in the
house: whose bread, she remembered with amaze-
ment, was so excellent: who was so quick and capable
and quiet in all she did - in Andrina with this evil
of evils went a natural goodness of heart that there
was no denying, and that became, in some way which
she could not properly define, a threat to her own
moral security. It was this, perhaps, that betrayed
her into that harshness feared by Mevrouw at Har-
monic, when, about a month before the proposed
journey of the family to the Thanksgiving, her sus-
picions were at last confirmed. She was not by nature
a cruel woman, but on that occasion her bewilder-
ment, her unaccustomed feeling of insecurity, and,
though she herself might not have realized it, her
sense of personal grievance at the coming loss of so
useful a help as Andrina, made her one. Had An-
drina baked less well Mevrouw Cornelius might
have been kinder. As it was, on that fateful night,
with every thing that Andrina said, and with every-
thing that she herself said, she grew harder. And all
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that was said seemed afterwards strange and unreal ta
her, with consequences out of all proportion to her
intentions.

It was the accidental oversetting of a chair which
led Mevrouw to speak. Andrina, having brushed
awkwardly against it in passing, stooped to pick it up,
and having done so found Mcvrouw's gaze signi-
ficantly upon her. For a moment there was silence.
Then Antoinette, putting down her work and push-
ing it aside on the table, asked coldly:

'And what now, Andrina?'
'Mcvrouw?'

'What now,' repeated Mevrouw, her heart begin-
ning to beat more quickly. 'What now, Andrina,
when all the world can see at last how it is with you?
What now will you do in your shame?'

At Mevrouw Cornelius's tone, into which there
was cfeeping the eagerness of virtue, Andrina flushed
and her eyes filled slowly with tears. 'If Mevrouw
can spare me,' she began, speaking very low. . . .

'Spare you,' cried Antoinette in amazement.
'And do you think then that I would not long ago
have spared you had I known how it was with you?
Do you think then, Andrina, that I can keep you
knowing now how it is with you-you that have
sinned in the eyes of the Lord?'

'If Mevrouw cannot keep me — and I will not ask
her ta keep me — I will go now to Harmonic.'

Again Antoinette van der Merwe was amazed.
'To Harmonic I' die cried. 'To Harmonic I How
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can you think to go to Harmonic and shame your
aunts before the world? How can you think to go
to Harmonic and shame MCVTDUW that had made
you like a child of her own in the house and that had
herself made you ready to join the church? Have
you no shame for yourself or your sin, Andrina?'

Andrina, whose shame had been her jealousy, at
that sharp reminder of it began to tremble. 'If I
cannot go to Harmonic,' she said, 'where shall I
go?'

'No,' answered Mevrouw, speaking as virtue
triumphant, 'that is for you to say— or the father of
your child. Ask him, Andrina. Has he not shared
your sin?'

'I cannot ask him, Mevrouw.'
'You cannot? You cannot? Who is he then, that

you cannot ask him?'

'I cannot name him, MCVroUW.'
'And again you cannot? Is your child then the

son of Cod that his father cannot be named?'

'Mevrouw,' cried Andrina imploringly, 'Mev-
rouw!'

Antoinette, horrified herself by what she had said,
unable to guess what had made her say it, drew her
work suddenly towards her and began nervously,
blindly, to stitch. When at length she looked up
Andrina had gone. Well, she would not go after her.
To-morrow she would arrange with Cornelius what
had best be done. God forgive her, why had she
asked Andrina that? And God forgive Andrina, but
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where would she, Antoinette, again find same one
who could bake such good bread?

As she pondered over these things she heard in
the distance old Hans Rademeycr's wagon coming- to
a halt by the roadside to outspan.

Andrina, in the darkness of her own room, heard
it too.

HANS RADEMEYER-a cheerful, simple, kindly old
man-made his living by driving a wool-and-

transport wagon between the township of Cortes,
where there was at that time a woul-washery, and the
surrounding sheep-farming districts. On the Cortes-
Caroline journey Uitkijk was one of his outspans,
and here Jantje was his most particular friend.
When the wagon came by day it was hailed always by
the small boy with tumultuous delight, and he would
spend hours with Oom Hans, listening to his talk,
sharing his jokes, trying to crack his long bamboo
whip, and boasting to him of his grandfather's farm
at Harmonic. It was to confirm an astonishing
statement about the size and magnificence of the
Harmonic wagon-house that, on Oum Hans's first
visit after Jantjc's return, Andrina was called down
to the wigon. And it was then that, on learning her
name, the old man had mentioned casually that in
the Lusberg district he had heard men talk of one
Herman du Toit who was said to come from Plat-
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kops dorp. This, he said, would surely be a relation
of Andrina's? But no, Jantje assured him with
pride. Andrina was an orphan, with neither father
nor mother, neither sister nor brother, neither uncle
nor cousin, but two aunts only, Johanna and Jacoba,
in all the world.

Hans Rademeyer never again mentioned the name
of Herman du Tort, but Andrina pondered long
upon it. Of her father's people she knew nothing.
She had accepted their non-existence as she had
accepted the fact that she was motherless, Once she
had asked Tan' Coba where her father had died, and
when Tan' Cuba hesitated in her reply Tan' Johanna
had answered sharply for her 'Up-country,' There
had been something in Johanna's tone as she said
this that had made her answer final. And final it
had been until Hans Rademeyer had awakened her
curiosity. Surely there had not been two Herman du
Toits in Platkops dorp? And if not, surely this must
be her father who had died up-country?

So she had sometimes thought, and with the
rumble of Oom Hans'a wagon-wheels breaking in
upon her distress as she sat alone in the darkness
of her own room this thought became a dawning
hope. Never before had she been called upon to
make any decision concerning her own future.
Always her fate had been settled for her by those
whom she loved, or by her love for them. Now, with
no guidance but a despair in which she still clung to
the belief that a Heavenly Father would not forsake
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her, she took the only course that seemed open to
her. She would go to the Lost)erg district with old
Hans Rademeyer and seek out this Herman du Toit
who might be her father.

Two hours later Andrina crept nut of the silent
house carrying a letter which she had written to Tan'
Coba and her cl a thing in a small bundle. When she
reached the wagon she found the old man asleep by
the side of it. She did not wake him but climbed in
quietly with her bundle and sat down on the floor
under the half-tent. The tent-flap was down at the
back, and at the front some sacks of wool hid her
from view. In her own room she had felt shaken
and ill, and the letter she had written to Tan' Coba,
and which she meant to post somewhere on the
way, had been blotted with her tears. But gradually
here, safe in old Dora Hans's wagon, under the star-
lit sky, she grew quiet and calm.

She had fallen into a light doze before the in-
spanning began and throughout it she remained
silent and hidden. Nor did she speak after the wagon
began to move slowly forward. The movement
soothed her into a sense of security. For generations
her people had found security in their wagons, and
for generations had the women of her race, homeless
but for their wagons, borne their children kneeling on
the ground behind them. Gentle as she was Andrina
was not without this power of endurance, this un-
sclf-conscious courage.

She had fallen again into a doze and the wagon
269
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had journeyed for several hours when she awoke to
find Dom Hans peering down upon her over the
wool-sacks.

'Dur Father,' said the old man, in a low undertone
of amazement. 'Dur Father, our Father I' And then
he asked, as if Andrina might but that moment have
descended from the sky, 'Have you been here long,
then, Andrintje?'

'I came when Dum Hans was outspanned by the
farm,' said Andrina quickly. 'I would have spoken
to Dom Hans, but he slept. I would not wake him,
and afterwards I also slept I came to ask Oom Hans
to take me with him to the Losberg district, where I
go now to seek my father.'

And she added tremulously, addressing him now
directly in the second person: 'You will take me,
Dom Hans?'

'Surely I will take you, my child. But tell me
now why is it that you wish to go? And are you not
then an orphan as Jantje said?'

'I do not know,' answered Andrina, breathing
quickly. 'It was said always that my father had died
up-country, but surely now this Herman du Toit
that you spoke of to me once must be he.'

'But, Andrintje, if this Herman ia your father
why did he not long ago seek you out, and why do
you now seek for him?'

Andrina, suddenly, without warning, began to
cry. 'Dom Hans,' she whispered, 'can you not see
how it is with me? Mevrouw said she could no
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longer keep me at Uitkijk, and that to Harmonic I
must not go. Where then should I go but to seek
my father if he still lives?'

'Our Father,' said the old man again. 'Dur
Father!' His tone was at once so compassionate and
SD fiill of a tender amazement that Andrina's tears
started afresh. 'Oom Hans will not turn me out
of his wagon?' she cried. 'He will take me with
him?'

'But surely I will take you with me I Why should
I not take you?'

'Because of my sin that Mevrouw says is so great,'

answered Andrina very low.
'And if I let none that have sinned travel in my

wagon who then would travel in it, Andtintje? Our
Father I'

For a time he was silent, while the oxen, guided
by the Hottentot voorlooper, moved steadily for-
ward. He was troubled, not about Andrina's pres-
ence in his wagon on her confession of sin, but about
the reputation of this Herman du Toit in the Las-
berg district, whom she sought to claim as a father.
Un a recent journey into Losberg he had heard much
evil of him, and it was for this reason that he had never
again mentioned his name to the girl. Now it seemed
to him that Andrina, whether his daughter or not,
must be saved from a meeting with him. In some
other way must help be found for her. Mevrouw had
been hard, surely, in what she had said, but it was
not for him to judge Mevrouw. It was for him to
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do what he could for the child who had trusted him.
And surely he would do it

'Look now, Andrina,' he said at last. 'Up on the
Cortes road that rung to Losberg lives my sister
Trintjc that keeps the toll-house. To her I will take
you so soon as my work is done, and afterwards we
will sec how it goes. What say you, Andrina?'

What was there for Andrina to say? Once again
was the care of a Heavenly Father made manifest to
her. Once again, in the tenderness of this old man,
was the tenderness of Christ made real to her.

'Take me where you will,' she said. 'Was it not
God that sent you to me?'

I0

HEN Aalst Vlokman, having solved at last for
both Tan' Linda and Jan Beyers the mystery

of his two plough-oxen, left the gathering at the
church door he passed through the church to the
vestry and made his way from there to the old Stccn-
kamp house. Here in the living-room all was as it
had always been-the well-scrubbed yellow-wood
table in the middle of the room: the four stink-wood
chairs strung with thongs of leather standing against
the walls: the bucket-bench dose to the door with
its buckets and dipper: the unglazed wall-cupboard
on the shelves of which, in an order that never
varied, were ranged the cups and plates in daily use:
the round table in the corner where, from a bright
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blue china vase, an ostrich feather drooped over old
Fiet Steenkamp's big Bible: and on the wall above
the feather a dock in a wooden case like a church,
with a water-mill painted on the glass door beneath
the dial - Aalst Vlokman saw them all as every day
for fourteen years he had seen them. The noisy
ticking of the dock was the only sound which
broke the stillness of that litdc room to which, under
Johanna's rule, neither death nor disaster could bring
disorder.

For a moment the beadle gazed at this familiar
orderliness then crossed the room and entered his
bedroom. Here he opened his wagon-chest and
took from it a small bag, made of kidskin, which had
once held dried fruit and which now held his savings.
This he slipped into his coat pocket. From the chest
he took also a small bundle of dothing and a twist of
tobacco, and having secured his belongings left the
house, regardless of those who might see him from
the church-land, and took the Flatkops road from
the west

For some time, as if with the burden which had
been lifted from his heart a burden had also been
lifted from his body, the beadle's pace was a rapid
one. There was no indecision now in his movements.
His way lay as dear before him as did the straight
grey road by which he took it. Only when he
reached that point from where one caught the last
glimpse of Harmonic before it was hidden by a spur
of the hills did he turn and look back. There lay the
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old gabled homestead with its green lands by the
river: there lay the square white church, with round
about it the tents and wagons of those who had come
to share in the Thanksgiving: there lay old Piet
Steenkamp's low mud house, and the Jew-woman's
store, and the poplar grove, bare now of leaves and
grey in the winter sunshine. In a little cluster
between the Teniquota mountains and the Aan-
gcnaam hills they lay, and bitter as he had found life
here no spot on earth was so dear to him as this.
Yet now he knew that never again could he return to
it. In confessing his sin before the church door he
had cut himself off fur ever from the lands which he
had worked for Mijnheer as bijwoncr: from the
church where he had served the Lord as beadle: and
from the low mud house in which, by threats of the
exposure of Klaartjc'a disgrace, he had compelled
Johanna to accept him as a lodger so that he might
watch over his child Andrina.

That Mijnheer might wish him to return to his
lands: that the pastor might wish him to return to
the church: that Johanna, robbed of every support
for her pride, might come in time, slowly and pain-
fully, to yield that forgiveness for which Jacoba had
pleaded so long in vain-these were possibilities
which did not then exist for the beadle though the
future might hold them. He saw himself now only
as an outcast, and all his thought, all his care, was for
the child of his sin who was now also an outcast.
To her he was going. All the care that for fourteen
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years he had wished to shower upon her should now
be hers. With the savings of those years in his little
kids kin bag he had enough to provide far her imme-
diate needs. And with the strength of his still vigor-
ous body he would labour for her and far her child
in whichever part of the country they could find a
home. God who had refused all his sacrifices with his
sin un confessed would surely now, for the sake of His
Son, the Redeemer of the world, take pity on him
and grant him this.

To the Englishman he gave but little thought.
Though he was the father of Andrina's child the
Englishman had, in fact, ceased to exist for Aalst
Vlokman. His feelings there, once so acute, and so
near to the madness of jealousy and fear, had
changed, he could not say how, to indifference. The
young man had returned tu his own country and
married there. And in that far distance he prayed
that God might keep him. That Andrina might still
love him-this he knew was possible, and to this,
in that it meant suffering for the child, he could not
be indifferent. But the feeling uppermost in his
mind was that neither Johanna nor the Englishman
would ever again have power to come between him
and Klaartjc's child. To her he was going. With all
the speed in his power he would seek her out in the
Losberg district and save her from Herman du Toit.
What was it that he had said to Jacoba in the or-
chard? 'What is Klaartje's child to me?' God forgive
him that he had asked Jacoba that, and God forgive
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him the evil he had done Jacoba, but all the world
had learned from him now what Klaartje's child
was to him, And to her he was going.

Swinging round again and turning, as it seemed
to him, his back upon Harmonic farm for ever, the
beadle resumed his rapid steady walk.

II

HILI the beadle was making his way up-
country on foot, Andrina was already safe in

the keeping of old Tan' Trintje at the toll-house on
the Cortes-Losberg road. Here, after a fortnight's
journeying, Hans Rademcyer had brought her, and
here he had left her, returning himself at once to
Caroline with a load from Cortes-dorp. Andrina
was to remain with Tan' Trintje until he was free to
take her himself into the Lusberg district. This he
had begged of her as his only thanks for bringing her
BD far on her way.

With the old man in his wagon Andrina had come
nearer to happiness than she had been since the
Englishman left her. The weather was fine and
dear, the nights sharp with cold, the days brilliant
with winter sunshine. For many days before reach-
ing the mountainous country of the Cortes district it
was across the plain of the Great Karoo that they
journeyed, and more and more did Andrina come to
feel what she had felt at Uitkijk - her insignificance
in this space and stillness and the strange solace
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that this knowledge of her insignificance brought
her. And because the old transport driver shared
that simplicity which in AndrLna the Englishman
had taken for courage their position had no embar-
rassments for either of them. Oom Hans's tender-
ness and care for her were as natural as they were
beautiful. And to the old man Andrina opened her
heart as she could have opened it to no one else but
her aunt Jacoba.

Aa she sat by his side in the slowly-moving wagon
Dom Hans would sometimes question her about her
people at Harmonic-her aunts Johanna and
Jacoba, Mevrouw and Mijnhcer van der Merwc,
Juffrouw de Neysen at the post-office and the pastor
from Flatkops dorp. All these, with Aalst Via km an
the beadle, were known to him through Jantje.
There was also, he said one day, an Englishman that
Jantje had spuken much of. Did Andrina know him
too?

'Yes,' said Andrina, very low.
'Where is he now?' asked the old man. 'Back

again in his own country?'
'Yes,' said Andrina.
-And married as Jantje said?'

Andrina nodded, biting her lips to keep them from
trembling while tears trickled unnoticed down her
cheeks.

The old man murmured, not looking at her now
but gazing far ahead, 'Cry then, my little onel Cry
thenl For women it is good.'
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But Andrina did not cry long. Mastering her
emotion she touched hia arm and said: 'Dom Hans I
It was right for him to go to the woman that he
loved.'

'Surely,' agreed the old man. 'But you also loved
him, Andrintje — is it not so?'

'How could I help but love him? cried Andrina.
'How could I help but love him?'

For a long time they were silent, then again the
girl spoke. 'Dum Hans she said, her voice low and
troubled, 'look how it is. I cannot help it, but even
if it is a sin as Mevrouw Cornelius said, I am glad
that it is as it is with me! Dom Hans, Oom Hans!
Look how it was. ... At first I could not give him
up in my heart to the woman that he loved. Full of
hate and bitterness was my heart towards her and
nowhere could I fly from it . . . nowhere could I fly
from itl Oom Hans, Oom Hans, that was my sin.
That was my ainl And always it was there till the
night that I knew how it was with me. But that night
I could no longer hate her. That night it was as if
she must also be dear to me. . . . Tell me now . . .
to be glad, even if it be a sin as Mevrouw Cornelius
says, for that which brought peace to my heart . . .
is this also a sin?'

The old man, taking off his wide-brimmed hat,
peered into the crown of it as if he might find there
the answer to Andrina's riddle. 'Look now,' he said
at last, Tor every sin there is pain, and for every sin
there ia sorrow. But when one comes at last through
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the pain and the sorrow to peace, surely that peace is
the peace of God. Surely it is so, my child. Surely
it is SD.'

This was all his wisdom. This was all his comfort
But for Andrina it sufficed.

From Tan' Trintjc at the toll-house, when Hans
Rademeyer left her there, it was a different comfort
and a different wisdom that Andrina drew for her
needs. The old woman had much of her brother's
kindliness, and to her as to him it seemed perfectly
natural that the girl should remain for the present in
her care. But it was of months and moons that she
spoke, and of Andrina's coming physical ordeal -
net of the sorrows and the solace of her heart. And
under her guidance Andrina was kept busy making
the small garments which might soon now, it seemed
to her, be needed.

The toll-house, where for many years Tan' Trintje
had lived with her husband and where, after his
death, she had continued to live with an old coloured
woman to help her in the house, and a coloured boy
to till her lands, was a small stone building on one of
the passes by which the road from Cortes makes its
way through mountainous country into the Losberg
district. Cortes-dorp lay down in the valley where
ran the clear stream which made its wool-washcry
famous. From the toll-house one looked down upon
it as upon a small green island in the centre of a wide
grey lake.

For those who lived at the toll-house there was
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DD neighbour nearer than Cortes-dorp, and for com-
pany only those who, passing by on the road, rested
for an hour on their journey. Andrina was shy of
such company and seldom appeared, but for Oom
Hans's wagon she kept constant watch. A month or
more had passed before, early one afternoon, the old
man returned to them.

Oom Hans had outspanned, and Andrina had
carried his coffee out to him to the bench in front of
the house when, sitting down by his side, she said
shyly:

'Why is Uom Hans so quiet? Has he nothing to
say to me? It is long that I've looked for his
wagon I'

The old transport-driver drew her hand into his
and looked down upon her with that tender and
compassionate smile which made his tanned and
weather-beaten face a beautiful one.

'I have much to say to you, my Andrintje,' he
said. 'Look now I When I came the second time
by Uitkijk there had come a letter from Mevrouw
at Harmonic to her son. Mevrouw wrote that he
must do all that he could to find you for her, for
there was none outside her own family who was
dearer to her than you.'

'Mevrouw wrote that?' cried Andrina in wonder.
'Are you sure then, Dom Hans? Was that surely in
her letter?'

'As surely as was the rest,' said the old man.
'And what then was the rest?' asked Andrina.
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For a moment Hans Rademeyer hesitated. Then
he said gently: 'Look now, Andrintjcl Your aunt
Jacob a is dead. It was a disease of the heart that
she had. Running up from the orchard to your
aunt Johanna-BD it was that she died.'

Andrina's hand, held in his own, began to
tremble. He held it closer.

'Why did she run '' she asked, without reason, as
it seemed to herself. 'Why did she run?'

Again the old man hesitated. Why had she
asked this strange unreasonable question, and why
did she, looking at him almost in anger, repeat it?

'Look now, my little one,' he said at last. 'It was
with your letter in her hand that she ran. Aalst
Vlokman had taken it to her in the orchard. So it
was written in the letter that Mevrouw sent to her
son.'

The hand within his own was struggling as if to
get free, but still he held it fast.

'What is it then, Dom Hans?' whispered Andrina
fearfully. 'What is it then that you have yet to tell
me?'

'My little heart-thief ' . . . Was it known tu you
that your aunt Jacoba was long ago to have married
Aalst Vbkman the beadle?'

'Aalst Vlokman I But Oom Hans . . .'
'Look now! All that I tell you was in the letter

that Mevrouw at Harmonic wrote to her son at
Uitkijk. Aalst Vlokman that should have married
your aunt Jacoba, came instead to love her sister
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Klaartje. Herman du Toit is not your father, my
child, and God be praised that he is not, for in all the
Losberg district there is no man that speaks well of
him. In the Aangenaam valley this was known only
to your aunts and the beadle himself, but on the day
of the Thanksgiving, that was a week after your
aunt Jacoba died, when men spoke of that which
was in your letter to your aunt Jacoba, and would
have judged you for it- then it was that the beadle
made known to all, before the church door, the
wrong that he had done. It was for you that he did
it, Andrintjc. So that he himself might be judged
before others judged you. And when he had done
it, and all stood by in silence, he left the church and
no man has seen him since. . . .'

As he spoke Andrina's hand had grown more
and more restless and now it began to work suddenly
in such spasms that he cried in alarm:

'What is it then, Andrintje? What is it then?
Cry, my little one. To cry, for women, is
good.'

But Andrina did not cry. She gave a moan
that ended unexpectedly in an agonized scream.
Tan' Trintje, running out of the house, turned and
called sharply to the old coloured woman within:

'Spread out the skin on the floor, Ophelia ''
Late that night, kneeling on the skin on the floor

aa many women of her race had knelt on the ground
behind their wagons, Andrina bore hex son.
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12

HREE weeks later, with spring in the air and
peach-orchards in blossom down in the Cortes

valley, Aalst VI D km an, making his way on foot from
Cortes-dorp to Losberg, passed the toll-house on the
mountain-side. At a little distance from the house,
on bushes close by the roadside, Ophelia had spread
out a washing to dry, and here it was that suddenly
the beadle came to a halt In front of him, like a
sign from the Lord, hung Andrina's Sacrament
dress. Those little pink roses-those little blue
flowers on their background of grey, closely
sprinkled with pin-prick black dots - anywhere
on earth would the beadle have known them.
He looked round. No one was in sight. He went
up to the bush and touched the dress. Yes, he
was sure of it. This was Andrina's dress — bought
at the Jew-woman's store and made by Johanna.
Where then was Andrina? In Cortes he had been
assured by one who knew him that Herman
du Toit was still in Losbcrg. Where then was
Andrina?

Slowly he came back to the house, and asking the
old coloured woman who answered his knock if he
might have coffee, sat down on a seat by the door to
wait for it He must think of something to say to
her. He must get somehow into talk with her and
find out who lived in this house. Why had he not
asked her at once when she answered the door? But
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what could he have asked her? Whose dress was
that drying on a bush?

As he waited old Hans Rademeyer came round
the house cracking a long bamboo whip to which he
had just fixed a new lash. The whip-stick, he said,
after giving the stranger 'Good-day,' was one of the
best he had ever had, and came, as did all the best
whip-sticks, from the Platkops district.

At the mention of the Platkops district Aalst
Vlokman looked up quickly and asked if Mijnheer
knew it?

The old man answered that he did not, but that
his whip had been given him by one who did-
Mijnheer van der Merwe of the farm of Uitkijk in
the Caroline district, whose people still lived in
Platkops.

Aalst Vlokman moved uneasily on the seat, and,
speaking with difficulty, asked:

'Is it long since you were at Uitkijk, Mijnheer?'

'But four weeks ago answered the transport-
driver. 'Or it might be five. And many times
before that.'

Aalst Vlokman rose suddenly from the seat.
'Mijnheer,' he begged, 'tell me this. Was there a
young girl in the house at Uitkijk when you were
there? One that was called Andrina du Toit?'

'And what if there was?' asked Dom Hans, pausing
in his work with the whip.

'Look now,' answered Aalst Vlokman humbly.
It is her that I seek. It was said that she had gone
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to the Losberg district, but when I went by the
house just now I saw there, drying on a bush by the
roadside, a dress that once she wore far the Sacra-
ment. Mijnhcer, if Andrina is now in your house,
tell me how it goes with her, for I, and not the man
that she thinks, am her father.'

(Is your name then Aalst Vlokman?'

' The beadle, surprised, answered quickly: 'It L
that.'

'Look then, my friend I It goes well with Andrina.
Three weeks ago was her child born, and coming
too soon it went at first hard with her. But now it
goes well, and with the child also. It was she herself
that asked this day for her dress to be washed and
made ready tu wear so soon as she can get up. That
is how Mijnhcer came to see it on the bush.'

'How came she here?' asked the beadle.
Hans Raderneyer told him. And when he had

told all that there was to tell the old man left the
beadle on the seat and went into the house. As an
inner door opened Aalst Vlokman heard Andrina
say: 'Is that you, Oom Hans? Come in then.' The
door closed and he heard no more.

Out in the spring- sunshine, alone on the bench,
the beadle grew suddenly fearful. His journey now
was ended, and through it all he could trace the finger
of God guiding him here to the toll-house. The
Sacrament dress, the cause of so much bitterness in
days that were past, was to him but the last of many
small forgotten miracles giving him direction, Yet285
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fltill he was fearful. Haw would Andrina feel to-
wards him? Haw could she feel anything towards
him but hatred? What had he done to deserve her
love as this old man, Hans Rademejer, deserved it?
He could think of nothing. No kindness had he
shown her in all these years either by word or deed.
Never in all these years had she called him 'Dom ' as
she called Hans Rademeyer 'Oom.v By what name
would she call him now? By what name would her
child learn to greet him?

All, all, it seemed to the beadle, depended now
upon thisl

... In the little bedroom which she shared with
Tan' Trintje Andrina lay listening quietly to Dom
Hans. She was still weak, and in her weakness her
thoughts wandered from Aalst vlokman, of whom
he was speaking, to Tan' Cuba, It was Aalst Vlak-
man whom Tan' Coba had loved as she, Andrina,
loved her dear Any, and it was for him that she had
carried those words in her heart that she could not
speak. And now Tan' Coba was dead and Aalst
Vlokman was here, sitting out on the bench in the
sun. What was it that Oom Hans had said . . . ?
This-that the beadle had come to beg that he
might work for her and for her child, that he might
care for her and for her child. . . . Arry's child.
. . . And he had never liked the Englishman I
Jantje had said it Yes. Jantje had loved the Eng-
lishman but the beadle had never liked him. How
strange that was I How strange it was that Tan'
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Coba had loved the beadle and that the beadle had
loved her mother ' All life was strange when one
looked at it one way, and all life was simple when
one looked at it another way. But with Dnm Hans
it was never strange. Dom Hans was like Christ. If
Christ had lived to be an old, old man He would have
looked like Dom Hans - with such kindness in His
eyes and such a smile upon His face. Yes, O Dm Hans,
was like Christ just as Mevrouw at Harmonic was
like God. . . . At Harmonic now, in the orchard
there, the peach trees were surely in blossom-and
she could see again Tan' Coba in the orchard look-
ing for eggs for Mevrouw. That was the day of Jan
Beycrs's letter. 'Andrintje, Andrintjc,' Tan' Coba
had called. . . . And she would never call her so
again. There was no Tan' Coba now. . . - Only
Tan' Johanna, living alone in the litdc mud house.
Tan' Johanna had sent her no message like Mev-
rouw. But some day, perhaps, one would come and
then she would go again to Harmonic. . . . But not
yet ... not yet. . . . If she went there now she would
cry when she came to the outside room where the
Englishman had taught her and Jantje school. And
she must not cry. . . . She must not cry. . . . Was
not her dear Any safe for ever in her heart? Was
not her love this little round bald head held close
against her breast? And was not Christ this old, old
man who sat by the side of her bed? . . . Yes, surely
it was. . . . Christ grown old, grown old. . . .
What was he saying now?
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Old Hans Rademeycr's voice, so tender and com-
passionate, broke in through her thoughts at last.
Let him come to you now, my litdc one. Let him

cornel Look, dry you your eyes and I will rail him.'

She had dried her eyes and raised herself on her
pillow when the beadle opened the door.

'Come in then, Du-pa,' she said. 'Come in then
and see the litdc grandson that you have, with his
round bald head.'
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THE TRAVELLERS' LIBRARY

A series of books in all branch ci of literature designed for the
pocket, ur for the small house where shelf space is scarce.
Though the volumes measure only 7 indies by 4} indies,
the page is arranged ID that the margins are not unreason-
ably curtailed nor legibility sacrificed. The books are of
a uniform thickness irrespective of the number of pages,
and the paper, specially manufactured for the series, is
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packing. The doth is of • particularly attractive shade
of blue and has the author's name stamped in gold on the
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i. CAN SUCH THINGS BE ? A volume of Storiei
by Ambrose Bicrce

1 Bicrce never wuta a word, ECVCT coins a too startling phraae;
he secure) his final effect, i cold thrils of feu, by a simple, yet
inbtlc, realism. No anthology of ihort stories, limited to i score
or ID, would be complete withuut an example of hifl unique

artiitry.' Morning Pest

2 THE BLACK DDG. A volume of Stories
by A. E. Coppard

1 Mr. Coppard ira born story-teller. The book u filled with
a variety of delightful stuff: no one who ii interns ted in good
writing .MI genera], and good abort a tori a in particular, should

miu it.' Spectator

3. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY of a SUPER-TRAMP
by W. H. Davies. With a preface by c. BUNAID HHAW

Prifltrd as it was written, it is worth reading for its literary style
alone. The author tells ui with inimitable quiet modesty of how
he begged and itole hu way acrou Ameria and through England
and Walu until hii travelling diys were cut ihort by loiing hii

right foot while attempting to ' jump' a train,



4. BABBITT A Novel
by Sinclair Lewis

' One of the greatest novels I hire read for i long time.'
H. G, Wells ' Babbitt is a triumph.' Hugh walpale
' His work has that something extra, over and above, which
makes the work of art, and it is signed in every line with Che

unique personality of the anthor.' Rebecca West

5. THE CRAFT OF FICTION
by Percy Lubbock

' No more substantial or more charming volume of criticum
hai been pnbliihed in oar time.' Observer

'To uy that this is the beat book on the subject is probably true;
but it ii more to the point to say that it ia the only one.'

Times Litermrj Supplement

6. EARLHAM
by Percy Lubbock

' The book Bcemi too intimate to he reviewed. We want to be
allowed to read it, and to dream over it, and keep silence about
iL Hu judgment ii perfect, his homonr is true and ready; hii
touch light and prim; hu prose is exact and dean and full

of music.' Times

7. WIDE SEAS & MANY LANDS A PersonalNarrative
by Arthur Mason.
With in Introduction by UAUIICI BAKING

' This is in extremely tntertaining, and it the same time, moving
book. We are in the presence of a born writer, WE rcid with
tke nine mixture Dfunizement ud delight that fills as throogh-

out • Conrad novel.' New Statesmen

8. SELECTED PREJUDICES A book of Essays
by H. L. Mencken

' He if exactly the kind of mm we ire needing, an iconoclut,
a scoffer at ideala, a critic with whips and scorpions who doa
oat Lentate to deal with literary, lodal and politicml humbags

in the one slashing fashion.' English Review



9. THE MIND IN THE MAKING An Essay
by James Harvey Robinson

' For me, I think Junea Harvey Robin!DO ii going to be almait
as important as was Huxley in my adolescence, ind William
James in later yean. It is a cardinal book. I question whether
in the long run people may not come to it, a making a new
initiative into the world's thought and method!.' From the

introduction by H. c. WELLS

I0. THE WAY OF ALL FLESH A Novel
by Samuel Budcr

'It drives one dm oat to dejpair of Engliih Literature when one
seeso eitraordinary a study of Engliihlife as Bat!er'spouthumous
way of All Flesh making ID little impreuian. Really, the
Engliih do not deserve to have great men.' George Bernard Slow

II. EREWHON A Satire
by Samuel Buder

'To lash the age, to ridicule vain pretension, to expose hypo-
crisy, to deride humbug in education, polities and religion, are
tasks beyond moat men'i powers; but occasionally, very
ncarionally, a bit of genuine satire Hecurea far itself more than •
pawing nod of recognition. Erewhen is such a core. . . . The

but of in kind liner Git/liver's Travels.' Augustim Birrell

12. EREWHON REVISITED A Satire
by Samuel Butler

' He waged a aleepleai war with the mental torpor of the proa-
peroua, complacent England around him ; a Swift with the
lonl of music in him, and completely one; a liberator of
humanity operating with the wit and malice and coolneu of

Mephiitapheleg.' MmMcAester Gucrdia

'3. ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME Stories
by A. E. Coppard

Mr. Coppard'i implicit theme ii the clmencu of the spiritual
world to the material; the itrange, commaniadve sympathy
which strikei through two tempenmenti and suddenly makea
them one. He deali with those sudden impuliei under which
•ecrecy is broken down for a moment, and pencmmiity revealed

is under a flaih of spiritual lightning.



14. DUBLINERS A volume of Stories
by James Joyce

A collection of fifteen ihort i tori a by the author of Ulyssct.
They lie ill of them brave, relentleia, and lympathed'c pictures
of Dublin life; realiitic, pcrhipi, but not crnde; analytical, bat
not repugnant No modern writer hai greater agnifinnce than
Mr. Joyce, whoie conception and practice of the ihort itury is

certainly unique and certainly vital.

15. DOG AND DUCK
by Arthur Machen

1 As a literary arrirt, Mr. Arthur Machen hai few living equal],
and that is very far indeed from being his only, or evm his
greateat, claim on the lufiragei of Engliih r Baden.1 Sunday

Times

16. KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS
by Ernest Bramah

' It ii worthy of iti forerunner. There ii the ume plan, ezacd-
tnde, working-out and achievement,- and therefore complete
•atufacn'on in the reading.1 From tki Preface &y HILAHE BELLDC

17. ANGELS & MINISTERS, AHD OTHER PLAYS
by Laurence Houamui

Imaginary portraibi of political character* done in dialogue—
Queen Victoria, Diiraeli, Gladstone, Farncll, Jneph

Chamberlain, and Woodrow Wilson,
1 It is all so goad it ace il tempted to congratulate Mr.

Houunan on a true muter piece.' Times

18. THE WALLET OF KAI LUNG
by Ernest Bramah

1 Something worth doing and done.... It wai i thing in-
tended, wrought out, completed and eitabluhed, Therefon
it wu datined to endure, and, what ii more important, it wai

• luccem' HilaireBellac



19. TWILIGHT IN ITALY
by D. H. Lawrence

This volume of travel vignettes in North Italy was first published
in '9'6. Since then Mr. Liwrcnce h increaied the number
of his admiren year by year. In Twilight in fatj they will fin d
all the frcshneu and vigour of outlook which they have come to

cipect from its author.

20. THE DREAM A Novel
by H. G. Wells

I It is the ricnat, moat gencram and a bj orbing thing that Mr.
Wella hai given ua for yean and yean.' Dtity News

' find this book as doie to being magnificent ai any book that
I have ever read. It is fall of in spin don and life.'

Deify Grkle

21 ROMAN PICTURES
by Percy Lubbock

Picture of life as it is lived—or has been or might be lived—
among tha pflgrinu and colonisti in Rome of more of leu

English ipeech.
'A book of whimiscal originality and eiqniiste workmanship,

and worthy of one of the bat prwe writer] of oar time.'

Timti

22. CLORINDA WALKS IN HEAVEN
by A. E. Coppard

' Geniui is a hard-ridden word, and hu been put by critin at
many pony ditchei, bat Mr. Coppard lebi np a fence worthy of
its mettle. He ahowi that in hand like hit the English languige
is as alive as ever, and that there are still infinite pouibilitisa in

the short story.'

23. MARIUS THE EPICUREAN
by Walter patar

Walter Pater was at the lame time a icholar of wide sympathies
and a master of the English language. . In this, hit best known
work! he deicribes with rare delicacy of feeling and inaight tha
religionj and philosophic tend endet of tho Roman Empire at
the time of Antoninnj Pini u they affected the mind and life of

the story'd hero.



24. THE WHITE SHIP Stories
by Aino Kallas

With an Introduction by JOHN GALSWORTHY
' The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.'

Times Literary Supplement
' Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perception for

natural beauty.' Nation

25. MULTITUDE AND SOLITUDE A Novel
by John Masefield

' As well conceived and done, as rich in observation of the
world, as profound where it needs to be profound, as any novel

of recent writing.' Outlook
' This is no common book. It is a book which not merely

touches vital things. It is vital.' Daily News

26. SPRING SOWING Stories
by Liam O'Flaherty

' Nothing seems to escape Mr. O'Flaherty's eye; his brain
turns all things to drama ; and his vocabulary is like a river in
spate. Spring Sowing is a book to buy, or to borrow, or, yes,

to steal.' Bookman

27. WILLIAM A Novel
by E. H. Young

' An extraordinary good book, penetrating and beautiful.'
Allan Monkhouse

' All its characters are very real and alive, and William himself
is a masterpiece.' May Sinclair

28. THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS
by Sarah Orne Jewett

' The young student of American literature in the far distant
future will take up this book and say " a masterpiece !" as
proudly as if he had made it. It will be a message in a universal
language—the one message that even the scythe of Time spares.'

From the Preface by WILLA GATHER



29. GRECIAN ITALY
by Henry James Forman

' It has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision
you would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian
Italy before he reads this book, the magic of its pages will revive
old memories and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.' From

the Preface by H. FESTING JONES

30. WUTHERING HEIGHTS
by Emily Bronte

It is a very great book. You may read this grim story of lost
and thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come
under its sway.' From the Introduction by ROSE MACAULAY

31 ON A CHINESE SCREEN
by W. Somerset Maugham

A collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset
Maugham writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his
characters are Chinese or European. There is a tenderness
and humour about the whole book which makes the reader turn

eagerly to the next page for more.

32. A FARMER'S LIFE
by George Bourne

The life story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the
author of The Bettesworth Book and The Memoirs of a Surrey
Labourer draws on his memory for a picture of the every-day
life of his immediate forebears, the Smiths, farmers and handi-
craft men, who lived and died on the border of Surrey and

Hampshire.

33. TWO PLAYS. The Cherry Orchard far The Sea Gull
by Anton Tchekoff. Translated by George
Calderon

Tchekoff had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the incon-
gruity between the actual disorder of the world with the under-
lying order. He habitually mingled tragedy (which is life seen
close at hand)with comedy (which is life seen at a distance).

His plays are tragedies with the texture of comedy.



34. THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN'S
DAUGHTER

by Ambrose Bierce
' They are stories which the discerning are certain to welcome.

They are evidence of very unusual powers, and when once
they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled to

dig out more from the same pen.' Westminster Gazette

35. CAPTAIN MARGARET A Novel
by John Masefield

' His style is crisp, curt and vigorous. He has the Stevensonian
sea-swagger, the Stevensonian sense of beauty and poetic spirit.
Mr. Masefield's descriptions ring true and his characters carry

conviction.' The Observer

36. BLUE WATER
by Arthur Sturges Hildebrand

This book gives the real feeling of life on a small cruising yacht;
the nights on deck with the sails against the sky, long fights with
head winds by mountainous coasts to safety in forlorn little island

ports, and constant adventure free from care.

37. STORIES FROM DE MAUPASSANT
Translated by Elizabeth Martindale

' His " story " engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too
at. the first reading. . . . That is the real test of art, and it is
because of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for once
the critic and the reader may join hands without awaiting the
verdict of posterity.' From the Introduction 6y FORD MADOX

FORD

38. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS First Series
by Henry Lawson

These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. They
tell of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges,
of sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that

is hidden in the most unpromising of human soil.



39. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS Second Series
by Henry Lawson

Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he
writes about almost violently alive. Whether he tolls of jackeroos,
bush children or drovers' wives, each one lingers in the memory

long after we have closed the book.

41. IN MOROCCO
by Edith Wharton

Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils
through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and
Atlas snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud-

drifts.

42. GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS
by Lafcadio Hearn

A book which is readable from first page to last, and is full of
suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious belief calling
for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the subject is

approached.

43. OUT OF THE EAST
by Lafcadio Hearn

Mr. Hearn has written many books about Japan ; he is saturated
with the essence of its beauty, and in this book the light and
colour and movement of that land drips from his pen in every

delicately conceived and finely written sentence.

44. KWAIDAN
by Lafcadio Hearn

The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume
illustrate the wonder-living tendency of the Japanese. The
stories are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an

adventure into the field of unveiled supernaturah'sm.

45. THE CONQUERED
by Naomi Mitchison

A story of the Gauls under Caesar
* With The Conquered Mrs. Mitchison establishes herself as the
best, if not the only, English historical novelist now writing.
It seems to me in many respects the most attractive and poignant

historical novel I have ever read.' New Statesman



46. WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS
by Naomi Mitchison

Stories of the time when Rome was crumbling to ruin
' Interesting, delightful, and fresh as morning dew. The
connoisseur in short stories will turn to some pages in this
volume again and again with renewed relish.' Times Literary

Supplement

47. THE FLYING BO'SUN
by Arthur Mason

' What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power
which has re-created these events so vividly that even the
supernatural ones come with the shock and the conviction
with which actual supernatural events might come.' From the

Introduction by EDWIN MUIR

48. LATER DAYS
by W. H. Davies

A pendant to The Autobiography of a Super-Tramp
'The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and
baffling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness

and simpleness.' Observer

49. THE EYES OF THE PANTHER Stories
by Ambrose Bierce

It is said that these tales were originally rejected by virtually
every publisher in the country. Bierce was a strange man;
in '9'4 at the age of seventy-one he set out for Mexico and
has never been heard of since. His stories are as strange as
his life, but this volume shows him as a master of his art.

50. IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN
by H. L. Mencken

' All I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain
form certain ideas that practically every civilized man and
woman holds in petto, but that have been concealed hitherto
by the vast mass of sentimentalities swathing the whole woman

question.' From the Author's Introduction



51. VIENNESE MEDLEY A Novel
by Edith O'Shaughnessy

' It is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave
or poignant humour, in a very beautiful -book, which no lover
of fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its
writer definitely in the first rank of living English novelists.'

Sunday Times

52. PRECIOUS BANE A Novel
by Mary Webb

She has a style of exquisite beauty ; which yet has both force
and restraint, simplicity and subtlety; she has fancy and wit,
delicious humour and pathos. She sees and knows men aright
as no other novelist does. She has, in short, genius.' Mr.

Edwin Pugh

53. THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND
by Mrs. R. S. Garnett

This book, though in form an historical novel, claims to rank
as a psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character
which, though destitute of the common virtues of every-dny
life, is gifted with qualities that compel love and admiration.

54. HORSES AND MEN
by Sherwood Anderson

' Horses and Men confirms our indebtedness to the publishers who
are introducing his work here. It has a unity beyond that of
its constant Middle-west setting. A man of poetic vision, with
an intimate knowledge of particular conditions of life, here
looks out upon a world that seems singularly material only
because he unflinchingly accepts its actualities.' Morning Post

55. SELECTED ESSAYS
by Samuel Butler

This volume contains the following essays:
The Humour of Homer How to Make the Best of Life
Quis Desiderio . . .? The Sanctuary of Montrigone
Ramblings in Cheapside A Medieval Girls' School
The Aunt, the Nieces, and Art in the Valley of Saas

the Dog Thought and Language



56. A POET'S PILGRIMAGE
by W. H. Davies

A Poefs Pilgrimage recounts the author's impressions of his
native Wales on his return after many years' absence. He tells of
a walking tour during which he stayed in cheap rooms and ate
in the small wayside inns. The result is a vivid picture of the

Welsh people, the towns and countryside.

57. GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First
Series
by Lafcadio Hearn

Most books written about Japan have been superficial sketches of
a passing traveller. Of the inner life of the Japanese we know
practically nothing, their religion, superstitions, ways of thought.
Lafcadio Hearn reveals something of the people and their

customs as they are.

58. GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second
Series
by Lafcadio Hearn

Sketches by an acute observer and a master of English prose, of a
Nation in transition—of the lingering remains of Old Japan,
to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, customs, gods
and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and charm—and of
the New Japan, struggling against odds towards new ideals.

59. THE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO
Edited by Manuel Komroff

When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan,
Pekin had just been rebuilt. Kublai Khan was at the height of
his glory. Polo rose rapidly in favour and became governor of
an important district. In this way he gained first-hand know-
ledge cf a great civilization and described it with astounding

accuracy and detail.

60. SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series
by H. L. Mencken

* What a master of the straight left in appreciation! Everybody
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors
can be made exhilarating should acquire this delightful book.'

Morning Post



6'. THE WORLD'S BACK DOORS
by Max Murray

With an introduction by HECTOR BOLITHO
This book is not an account so much of places as of people.
The journey round the world was begun with about enough
money to buy one meal, and continued for 66,000 miles.
There are periods as a longshore man and as a sailor, and a

Chinese guard and a night watchman, and as a hobo.

62. THE EVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL
by J. Middleton Murry

These essays were written during and immediately after the
Great War. The author says that they record the painful stages
by which he passed from the so-called intellectual state to the
state of being what he now considers to be a reasonable man.

63. THE RENAISSANCE
by Walter Pater

This English classic contains studies of those 'supreme
artists,' Michelangelo and Da Vinci, and of Botticelli, Delia
Robia, Mirandola, and others, who * have a distinct faculty of
their own by which they convey to us a peculiar quality of
pleasure which we cannot get elsewhere.' There is no
romance or subtlety in the work of these masters too fine for

Pater to distinguish in superb English.

64. THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER
by Sydney Walter Powell

Throwing up a position in the Civil Service in Natal because
he preferred movement and freedom to monotony and
security, the author started his wanderings by enlisting in an
Indian Ambulance Corps in the South African War. After-

wards he wandered all over the world.

65. 'RACUNDRA'S' FIRST CRUISE
by Arthur Ransome

This is the story of the building of an ideal yacht whfch
would be a cruising boat that one man could manage if need
be, but on which three people could live comfortably. The

adventures of the cruise are skilfully and vividly told.



66. THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN
by Winwood Reade

' Few sketches of universal history by one single author have
been written. One book that has influenced me very strongly
is The Martyrdom of Man. This " dates," as people say now-
adays, and it has a fine gloom of its own ; but it is still an
extraordinarily inspiring presentation of human history as one
consistent process.' H. G. Wells in The Outline of History

67. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK
RUTHERFORD

With an introduction by H. w. MASSINGHAM
Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture,
this book has always had a curious grip upon the affections
of its readers. An English Amiel, inheriting to his comfort
an English Old Crome landscape, he freed and strengthened his

own spirit as he will his reader's.

68. THE DELIVERANCE
by Mark Rutherford

Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten.
But he is not yet approached through the highways of English
letters. To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attrac-
tive than the pure and serene atmosphere of thought in which

his art moves.

69. THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER'S LANE
by Mark Rutherfbrd

' Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imagina-
tive genius of the highest order. To my mind, our fiction
contains no more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in it*
recurring emotional contrast of excitement and repose more
valuable to the historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative

reader.' H. W. Massingham

70. ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series
( by J. W. N. Sullivan
Although they deal with different aspects of various scientific
ideas, the papers which make up this volume do illustrate,
more or less, one point of view. This book tries to show one
or two of the many reasons why science may be interesting for
people who are not specialists as well as for those who are.



71 MASTRO-DON GESUALDO
Giovanni Verga. Translated by D. H. Lawrence

Verga, who died in '922, is recognized as one of the greatest of
Italian writers of fiction. He can claim a place beside Hardy
and the Russians. * It is a fine full tale, a fine, full picture of
life, with a bold beauty of its own which Mr. Lawrence must

have relished greatly as he translated it.' Observer

72. THE MISSES MALLETT
by E. H. Young

The virtue of this quiet and accomplished piece of writing
lies in its quality and in its character-drawing; to summarize
it would be to give no idea of its charm. Neither realism nor

romance, it is a book by a writer of insight and sensib'lity.

73. SELECTED ESSAYS. First Series
by Sir Edmund Gosse, C.B.

* The prose of Sir Edmund Gosse is as rich in the colour of
young imagination as in the mellow harmony of judgment. Sir
Edmund Gosse's literary kit-kats will continue to be read with
avidity long after the greater part of the academic criticism of
the century is swept away upon the lumber-heap/ Daily

Telegraph

74. WHERE THE BLUE BEGINS
by Christopher Morley

A delicious satirical fantasy, in which humanity wears a dog-
collar.

' Mr. Morley is a master of consequent inconsequence. His
humour and irony are excellent, and his satire is only the more
salient for the delicate and ingenuous fantasy in which it is set.'

Manchester Guardian

75. JAVA HEAD
by Joseph Hergesheimer

The author has created a connoisseur's world of his own; a world
of colourful bric-a-brac—of ships and rustling silks and old New
Engknd houses—a world in which the rarest and most per-
plexing of emotions are caught and expressed for the perceptible
moment as in austerely delicate porcelain. Java Head is a

novel of grave and lasting beauty.



76. CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN
by George Moore

' Mr. Moore, true to his period and to his genius, stripped
himself of everything that might stand between him and the
achievement of his artistic object. He does not ask you to
admire this George Moore. He merely asks you to observe
him beyond good and evil as a constant plucked from the

bewildering flow of eternity.' Humbert Wolfe

77. THE BAZAAR. Stories
by Martin Armstrong

' These stories have considerable range of subject, but in general
they are stay-at-home tales, depicting cloistered lives and deli-
cate finely fibred minds. . . . Mr. Armstrong writes beauti-

fully.' Nation and Athenaeum

78. SIDE SHOWS. Essays
by J. B. Atkins

With an Introduction by JAMES BONE
Mr. J. B. Atkins was war correspondent in four wars, the London
editor of a great English paper, then Paris correspondent of
another, and latterly the editor of the Spectator. His subjects

in Side Shows are briefly London and the sea.

79. SHORT TALKS WITH THE DEAD
by Hilaire Belloc

In these essays Mr. Belloc attains his usual high level of pungent
and witty writing. The subjects vary widely and include an
imaginary talk with the spirits of Charles I, the barber of Louis
XIV, and Napoleon, Venice, fakes, eclipses, Byron, and the

famous dissertation on the Nordic Man.

80. ORIENT EXPRESS
by John dos Passos

This book will be read because, as well as being the temperature
chart of an unfortunate sufferer from the travelling disease, it deals
with places shaken by the heavy footsteps of History, manifest-
ing itself as usual by plague, famine, murder, sudden death and
depreciated currency. Underneath the book is an ode to

railroad travel.



81. SELECTED ESSAYS. Second Series
by Sir Edmund Gosse, C.B.

A second volume of essays personally chosen by Sir Edmund
Gosse from the wide field of his literary work. One is de-
lighted with the width of his appreciation which enables him
to write with equal charm on Wycherley and on Row to

Read the Bible.

82. ON THE EVE
by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance

Garnett
In his characters is something of the width and depth which
so astounds us in the creations of Shakespeare. On the Eve is
a quiet work, yet over which the growing consciousness of
coming events casts its heavy shadow. Turgenev, even as he
sketched the ripening love of a young girl, has made us feel the

dawning aspirations of a nation.

83. FATHERS AND CHILDREN
by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance

Garnett
As a piece of art Fathers and Children is the most powerful of

all Turgenev's works. The figure of Bazarov is not only the
political centre of the book, but a figure in which the eternal
tragedy of man's impotence and insignificance is realized in

scenes of a most ironical human drama.' Edward Garnett

84. SMOKE
by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance

Garnett
In this novel Turgenev sees and reflects, even in the shifting
phases of political life, that which is universal in human nature.
His work is compassionate, beautiful, unique; in the sight

of his fellow-craftsmen always marvellous and often perfect.

85. PORGY. A Tale
by du Bose Heyward

This fascinating book gives a vivid and intimate insight into tho
lives of a group of American negroes, from whom Porgy stands
out, rich in humour and tragedy. The author's description of

a hurricane is reminiscent in its power.



86. FRANCE AND THE FRENCH
by Sisley Huddleston

' There has been nothing of its kind published since the "Wain
His book is a repository of facts marshalled with judgment;
as such it should assist in clearing away a whole maze of mis-
conceptions and prejudices, and serve as a sort of pocket
encyclopaedia of modern France.' Times Literary Supplement

88. CLOUD CUCKOO LAND. A Novel of Sparta
by Naomi Mitchison

Rich and frank in passions, and rich, too, in the detail
which helps to make feigned life seem real.' Times Literary

Supplement

89. A PRIVATE IN THE GUARDS
by Stephen Graham

In his own experiences as a soldier Stephen Graham has con-
served the half-forgotten emotions of a nation in arms. Above
all he makes us feel the stark brutality and horror of actual war,
the valour which is more than valour, and the disciplined
endurance which is human and therefore the more terrifying,

90. THUNDER ON THE LEFT
by Christopher Morley

' It is personal to every reader, it will become for every one &
reflection of himself. I fancy that here, as always where work
is fine and true, the author has created something not as he
would but as he must, and is here an interpreter of a world more-

wonderful than he himself knows.' Hugh Walpolc

91. THE MOON AND SIXPENCE
by Somerset Maugham

A remarkable picture of a genius.
' Mr. Maugham has given us a ruthless and penetrating study
in personality with a savage truthfulness of delineation and an
icy contempt for the heroic and the sentimental.' The Times



92. THE CASUARINA TREE
by W. Somerset Maugham

Intensely dramatic stories in which the stain of the East falls
deeply on the lives of English men and women. Mr. Maugham
remains cruelly aloof from his characters. On passion and its
culminating tragedy he looks with unmoved detachment, ringing

the changes without comment and yet with little cynicism.

93. A POOR MAN'S HOUSE
by Stephen Reynolds

Vivid and intimate pictures of a Devonshire fisherman's life.
Compact, harmonious, without a single—I won't say false—

but uncertain note, true in aim, sentiment and expression,
precise and imaginative, never precious, but containing here
and there an absolutely priceless phrase. . . .' Joseph Conrad

94. WILLIAM BLAKE
by Arthur Symons

When Blake spoke the first word of the nineteenth century
there was none to hear it; and now that his message has pene-
trated the world, and is slowly re-making it, few are conscious
of die man who first voiced it. This lack of knowledge is

remedied in Mr. Symons' work.

95. A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND
by Edward Thomas

A book about the homes and resorts of English writers, from
John Aubrey, Cowper, Gilbert White, Cobbett, Wordsworth,
Burns, Borrow and Lamb, to Swinburne, Stevenson, Mere-
dith, W. H. Hudson and H. Belloc. Each chapter is a minia-
ture biography and at the same time a picture of the man ?n,d

his work and environment.

96. NAPOLEON : THE LAST PHASE
by The Earl of Rosebery

Of books and memoirs about Napoleon there is indeed no end,
but of the veracious books such as this there are remarkably
few. It aims to penetrate the deliberate darkness which sur-

rounds the last act of the Napoleonic drama.



97. THE POCKET BOOK OF POEMS AND
SONGS FOR THE OPEN AIR
Compiled by Edward Thomas

This anthology is meant to please those lovers of poetry and the
country who like a book that can always lighten some of their
burdens or give wings to their delight, whether in the open air
by day, or under the roof at evening ; in it is gathered much of

the finest English poetry.
98. SAFETY PINS : ESSAYS

by Christopher Morley
With an Introduction by H. M. TOMLINSON

Very many readers will be glad of the opportunity to meet Mr.
Morley in the role of the gentle essayist. He is an author who
is content to move among his fellows, to note, to reflect, and to
write genially and urbanely; to love words for their sound as

well as for their value in expression of thought.

99. THE BLACK SOUL : A Novel
by Liam O'Flaherty

The Black Soul overwhelms one like a storm. . . . Nothing
like it has been written by any Irish writer.' " Æ" in The

Irish Statesman

100. CHRISTINA ALBERTA'S FATHER z
A Novel
by H. G. Wells

' At first reading the book is utterly beyound criticism; all the
characters are delightfully genuine.' Spectator

' Brimming over with Wellsian insight, humour and invention.
No one but Mr. Wells could have written the whole book and

given it such verve and sparkle.' Westminster Gazette

102. THE GRUB STREET NIGHTS
ENTERTAINMENTS
by J. C. Squire

Stories of literary life, told with a breath of fantasy and
gaily ironic humour. Each character lives, and is the more
lively for its touch of caricature. From The Man Who Kept
a Diary to The Man Who Wrote Free Verse, these tales
constitute Mr. Squire's most delightful ventures in fiction;

and the conception of the book itself is unique.



103 ORIENTAL ENCOUNTERS
by Marmaduke Pickthall

In Oriental Encounters, Mr. Pickthall relives his earlier man-
hood1s discovery of Arabia and sympathetic encounters with
the Eastern mind. He is one of the few travellers who really

bridges the racial gulf.

105. THE MOTHER : A Novel
by Grazia Deledda
With an introduction by D. H. LAWRENCE

An unusual book, both in its story and its setting in a remote
Sardinian hill village, half civilized and superstitious. The
action of the story takes place so rapidly and the actual
drama is so interwoven with the mental conflict, and all
so forced by circumstances, that it is almost Greek in its

simple and inevitable tragedy.

106. TRAVELLER1S JOY: An Anthology
by W. G. Waters

This anthology has been selected for publication in the
Travellers1 Library from among the many collections of verse
because of its suitability for the traveller, particularly the
summer and autumn traveller, who would like to carry with

him some store of literary provender.

107. SHIPMATES: Essays
by Felix Riesenberg

A collection of intimate character portraits of men with whom
the author has sailed on many voyages. The sequence of
studies blends into a fascinating panorama of living characters.

108. THE CRICKET MATCH
by Hugh de Selincourt

Through the medium of a cricket match the author endeavours
to give a glimpse of life in a Sussex village. First we have a
bird1s-eye view at dawn of the village nestling under the Downs;
then we see the players awaken in all the widely different
circumstance of their various lives, pass the morning, assemble
on the field, play their game, united for a few hours, as men

should be, by a common purpose—and at night disperse.



109. RARE ADVENTURES AND PAINEFULL
PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645)
by William Lithgow
Edited, and with an Introduction by B. i. LAWRENCE

This is the book of a seventeenth-century Scotchman who
walked over the Levant, North Africa and most of Europe,
including Spain, where he was tortured by the Inquisition.
An unscrupulous man, full of curiosity, his comments are

diverting and penetrating, his adventures remarkable.
110. THE END OF A CHAPTER

by Shane Leslie
In this, his most famous book, Mr. Shane Leslie has preserved
for future generations the essence of the pre-war epoch, its
institutions and individuals. He writes of Eton, of the Empire,
of Post-Victorianism, of the Politicians. . . . And whatever

he touches upon, he brilliantly interprets.
in. SAILING ACROSS EUROPE

by Negley Farson
With an Introduction by FRANK MORLEY

A voyage of six months in a ship, its one and only cabin
measuring 8 feet by 6 feet, up the Rhine, down the Danube,
passing from one to the other by the half-forgotten Ludwig1s
Canal. To think of and plan such a journey was a fine
imaginative effort and to write about it interestingly is no

mean accomplishment.
112. MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS—Letters to a friend

by W. H. Hudson
With Notes, some Letters, and an Introduction by
MORLEY ROBERTS

An important collection of letters from the naturalist to his
friend, literary executor and fellow-author, Morley Roberts,

covering a period of twenty- five years.
113. PLAYS ACTING AND MUSIC

by Arthur Symons
This book deals mainly with music and with the various arts of
the stage. Mr. Arthur Symons shows how each art has its
own kws, its own limits; these it is the business of the critic
jealously to distinguish. Yet in the study of art as art, it
should be his endeavour to master the universal science of beauty.



114. ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS
by Edith Wharton

Mrs. Wharton1s perception of beauty and her grace of writing
are matters of general acceptance. Her book gives us pictures

of mountains and rivers, monks, nuns and saints.
115. FLOWERS AND ELEPHANTS

by Constance Sitwell. With an Introduction by
E. M. Forster

Mrs. Sitwell has known India well, and has filled her pages
with many vivid little pictures, and with sounds and scents.
But it is the thread on which her impressions are strung that
is so fascinating, a thread so delicate and rare that the slightest

clumsiness in definition would snap it.
116. THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES : ami

Other Plays of the Sea
by Eugene O1Neill. With an Introduction by St.

John Ervine
1 Mr. O1Neill is immeasurably the most interesting man of
letters that America has produced since the death of Walt

Whitman.1 From the Introduction.

117. BETWEEN EARTH AND SKY. Stories of
Gypsies
by Konrad Bercovici. With an Introduction by

A. E. Coppard
Konrad Bercovici, through his own association with gipsies,
together with a magical intuition of their lives, is able to give
us some unforgettable pictures of those wanderers who, having

no home anywhere, are at home everywhere.
118. THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN

SHUTTERS
by George Douglas. With an Introduction by

J. B. Priestley
This powerful and moving story of life in a small Scots burgh
is one of the grimmest studies of realism in all modern fiction.
The author flashes a cold and remorseless searchlight upon the
backbitings, jealousies, and intrigues of the townsfolk, and his
story stands as a classic antidote to the sentimentalism of the

kailyard school.



119. FRIDAY NIGHTS
by Edward Garnett

Of Friday Nights a Times reviewer wrote: 1 Mr. Garnett is
" the critic as artist," sensitive alike to elemental nature and
the subtlest human variations. His book sketches for us the
possible outlines of a new humanism, a fresh valuation of both

life and art.1

120. DIVERSIONS IN SICILY
by Henry Festing Jones

Shortly before his sudden and unexpected death, Mr. Festing
Jones chose out Diversions in Sicily for reprinting in the
Travellers1 Library from among his three books of mainly
Sicilian sketches and studies. The publishers hope that the
book, in this popular form, will make many new friends.
These chapters, as well as any that he wrote, recapture the

wisdom, charm, and humour of their author.

121. DAYS IN THE SUN: A Cricketer1s Book,
by Neville Cardus (1Cricketer1 of the Manchester
Guardian).

122. COMBED OUT
by F. A. Voigt

This account of life in the army in 1917-18 both at home and
in France is written with a telling incisiveness. The author
does not indulge in an unnecessary word, but packs in just the

right details with an intensity of feeling that is infectious.

Note
The Travellers1 Library is now published as a joint enterprise by

Jonathan Cape Ltd. and William Heinemann Ltd. The new
volumes announced here to appear during the spring of 1929
include those to be published by both firms. The series as a whole
or any title in the series can be ordered through booksellers from
either Jonathan Cape or William Heinemann. Booksellers1 only

care must be not to duplicate their orders.
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